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Ellie

Rafael Marino is the epitome of a Mafia man.

Dark, destructive, and deadly.

Then he demands I become his nanny and tells me he owns every inch of me.

Beneath his darkness, he sees me for who I am—a broken girl.

Then he claims me as his little doll and promises to protect me.

But what happens when he’s the one I need protection from?

What happens when it’s him who becomes broken?

Rafael may call me his possession, but it’s me who holds the power.

I possess him, but this broken little doll needs fixing, and when he breaks me beyond repair, I’ve no choice but to break him too.

Rafael

I need a nanny.

My son needs a mother.

I need her, a perfect little doll to possess.

And I refuse to take no for an answer.

As the heir to a Mafia empire, there’s no place for weakness, but the girl staring back at me becomes just that—my weakness.

My broken little doll I get to destroy, then piece back together, bit by bit.

What happens when my world becomes too much for her? What happens when she’s so broken she becomes irreparable?

What happens when it’s she who breaks me?


NOTE FROM AUTHOR…


This book contains sensitive subject matters, tropes and content that some readers may find unsuitable.

Please see my website for full details.


Dedication


To all my readers that want to be pinned down and owned by a filthy, obsessed, tattooed Daddy who demands complete domination.

Rafael is about to deliciously destroy every inch of you.


For anyone that’s ever doubted yourself:

“Know your worth.”

BJ Alpha


Possession: the state of having, owning, or controlling something.


Prologue


Rafael

Iglance in my rearview mirror at my son, Oliver. He’s buckled into his seat, mumbling to himself; he does this a lot, and I can’t seem to shake the concerns I have surrounding his lack of communication skills.

At three years old, he can barely string a sentence together. He has the best tutors and the most exceptional doctors money can buy, even a child psychiatrist, in case he’s suffering from some trauma caused by his mother’s departure. Still, nothing above a few stuttered words.

My father is constantly telling me how my brothers and I were talking before we were a year old and could hold a conversation by the time we were out of diapers.

The Mafia world is cruel, and as heir to our family, it pains me to know how he will be ridiculed the moment he steps foot into a mainstream school. I grind my teeth at the thought. There’s no way I’ll allow that; he will be homeschooled until he’s able to communicate better.

My heart sinks.

If he’s able to communicate better.

He babbles away, staring out the window, and when his dark eyes meet mine, he grins a toothy, excitable smile. “Papa!”

My heart swells with pride and a powerful need to protect him at any cost. I would do anything to protect my son. Anything.

“That’s right, Oliver, Papa. We’re going to Uncle Tommy’s house. Do you remember Uncle Tommy?”

Of course, he doesn’t remember Uncle Tommy. I’m surprised anyone in our family remembers him; he’s so fucking absent. My grip tightens on the steering wheel, pissed at how my brother’s life has turned out. While he gets to check out and spit out his pacifier like a goddamn baby, I have to hold the business together with the help of our youngest brother, Rocco, the only one I can rely on.

I turn into his estate with annoyance flooding my bloodstream, as if I have nothing better to do than check up on Tommy and his stepdaughter, Jade.

My gaze connects with Oliver’s in the rearview mirror. “You remember Jade, right? From Papa Vin’s house?”

“Jaaaaad.” He smiles back at me, his eyes lighting up.

“That’s right, buddy. Jade. We’re going to check up on her.” And see what the fuck is going on between her and Tommy.

Placing the car in park, I barely switch off the engine before security has my door open, allowing me to step out and straighten my jacket. My right-hand man, Kai, unbuckles Oliver, and he jumps out of the car to come and stand beside me. My hand itches to take his in mine, but I refrain from showing him the attention he craves and deserves, in favor of showing him how to be the man he is destined to become.

A strong, independent Mafia man who takes no shit and shows no weakness, even to the ones he loves most.

I stride toward my brother’s home with one purpose in mind: hurry the hell up and get the fuck back to work.


Ellie


When Jade invited me back to her house, I jumped at the chance. Not only do I get to see where my best friend has been living this summer, but I also get to check out her hot-as-hell stepfather again.

I couldn’t be happier that she’s so loved up, and he comes across as though he’s addicted to her. Sounds perfect if you ask me. What better way to pop your cherry than to a hot Mafia stepdaddy.

“You’re doing that thing again!” Jade chastises, so I throw a grape at her.

“What thing?”

“That thing where you stare off all dreamy.” She scrunches her nose, and I take a sip of my smoothie while she continues to scan my face as if she will find evidence of what I was thinking about. “Are you thinking about Darryl?”

A splutter of smoothie escapes my lips and trickles down my sundress, making me sigh. “That’s going to stain.”

“It is,” Jade agrees. “Back to Darryl.”

“No.”

She tilts her head, her assessing eyes not leaving mine. “No?”

After taking a deep breath, I exhale loudly and throw another grape at her. “No. I was not thinking about Darryl. I was thinking how lucky you are.”

Her eyebrows shoot up and her mouth falls open. “Lucky?”

I wince. My best friend has been through hell, losing both her parents and having no blood relatives, so lucky probably isn’t the best way to describe her.

“You’re right, I’m sorry.” I shake my head, annoyed with myself, then plaster on a smile to change the mood, and wave out my arm. “I just meant, living here in this mansion with a gorgeous stepdaddy who popped your cherry who’s fallen madly in love with you.” She blushes, and I smile at my friend’s innocence. She may no longer be a virgin, but you wouldn’t have guessed it with how her cheeks still turn red so easily.

“You live in a mansion too,” she counters, and I quickly hide the dreaded shudder that racks through me each time I consider my home.

Instead, I straighten my shoulders, lift my chin, and feign confidence. “You’re right, I do.”

“I think you need to change your dress.” Jade gestures toward the bright-red stain. “I’ll go grab you a T-shirt.” She hops off the kitchen stool and heads toward her bedroom, or maybe it’s Tommy’s, but I’m grateful she can offer me something so I don’t have to leave here looking like a slob, especially with all the hot security detail she has following her around.

While she’s gone, I whip my dress over my head and fill the sink, ready to scrub the stain, leaving me in my cotton panties and bra.

“I only have an old band T-shirt, is that okay?” She dangles the T-shirt from her finger, and I grin, remembering the moment I left the shirt in her room back at boarding school. During a party, I won the T-shirt of a hot guy she was into, so I gifted it to her after the party.

I snatch it from her with a giggle. “This is totally going to be too big for me, isn’t it?” I chuckle back at her, and she smiles sheepishly.

I’m smaller than Jade, tiny compared to her. My mom was tiny too. Where Jade is petite and thin with an impressive set of tits, I barely have hips, or an ass, and my tits are almost nonexistent. You’d think it would bother me, being a teenage girl, but it doesn’t. I shrug it off and fake confidence when I get overlooked for not having an amazing rack like my bestie.

Her brown hair is naturally wavy, whereas mine is straight, her skin is pale compared to my olive tone, and her sparkling green eyes are a contrast to my boring brown ones. It’s the only genuine thing I’m envious of—they’re beautiful, they’re Jade.

“Leave the dress to soak. I’ll have it cleaned for you.” She smiles back at me.

“You’re the best. You know that?”

She rolls her eyes as I tug the T-shirt down, and it hits my knees as the sound of a car door slams shut, causing Jade’s eyes to narrow.

She shakes her head. “It’s too early for Tommy.”

Her shoulders tighten as she chews on her bottom lip.

She’s told me about the women he has around the house, the ones he paid for, who try any tactic to come between him and my best friend—the sweetest girl you’ll ever meet, and it’s clear she’s concerned it’s one of them. Again. She’s hurting, and I refuse to accept it.

Standing to my full height, I broaden my shoulders, preparing for battle. “I got you.” I wink at her and stride toward the door with one purpose in mind.

To take down Tommy Marino’s whores.


Chapter One


Rafael

The door swings open before my hand reaches the handle, and it takes a moment for my eyes to register what’s happening, as a small palm whips out in front of me. “No means no, you skank!”

My hand moves on reflex, taking a hold of her tiny wrist before her palm connects with my cheek.

“Boss?” Kai steps up beside me, his gun aimed at the neurotic girl, his eyebrows raised, and the shocked expression on his face has to mirror my own. As my right-hand man and bodyguard, he’s never far from me and always on high alert, so for her to catch us both off guard is not acceptable.

I stare into her wide eyes, the brown in them going darker by the second, and time stands still as I hold her wrist in midair. She gulps and her delicate lips part, as if realizing the enormity of her mistake.

Fuck, how I’d love to stuff my cock between her plump little lips, bruising them as I take her so roughly it gives her a reason to appear so stunned.

Tension builds inside me. A growing need to punish her for her disrespect itches at my skin and causes me to clench my teeth to rein myself in when all I want to do is teach this little brat a lesson. A very dirty fucking lesson.

My gaze roams over her body; she’s tiny, like a perfect little doll, a toy to play with. Something deep settles within my darkness, a possessive need to growl, all mine. I tilt my head from side to side as every cell in my body reacts to the thought of commanding her, owning that little body, allowing me to use it as I please.

Pulling back, I crack my neck to relieve the growing pressure building inside me. Every muscle in her small body tightens under my glare, and I wonder if her nipples have peaked beneath the ridiculously oversized T-shirt she wears. “I-I’m sorry.”

“You’re sorry?” My grip tightens, no doubt leaving the bruises I long for on her flawless skin.

She gasps, and I close my eyes at the sheer exhilaration of the sound; it resonates in my balls, causing my cock to thicken with a heightened need to ruin her, to break my little doll, then tenderly piece her back together. Something only I would have time to do, all mine.

Jesus, how I want to force her to take every inch of me while she cries her apologies.

“I-I’m sorry.” The wobble in her voice forces me to snap my eyes open and glare into her darkening orbs. Her pupils grow and a tremor racks through her delicate body, delighting me further. Fuck me, she’s an adorable little thing. “Naughty. Little. Girl.” I growl out each word, and her lip quivers as I push my body against hers.

My hardness against her petite softness is a contrast neither of us can ignore as the air thickens around us. The slow swallow of her throat delights me, and I watch her, transfixed as her pupils dilate, alerting me to the fact she feels the solid ridge resting perfectly between us. I grind against her, and she makes a soft choking sound that sends a possessive wave of lust through me, desperate to hear more.

“Sir, should I?” I snap my attention to Kai, and he waves a hand toward her, as if offering to dispose of the girl.

“No,” I grit out. “I’ll deal with her.”

“Deal with me?” Her face pales, and my lip quirks at her terror.

Fuck, do I like her scared in my presence. My cock leaks, and I want nothing more than to force her to her knees and shove her head into my crotch to clean the mess she created.

“Hi, Rafael!” Jade bounces toward the door. “Oh, you brought Oliver with you too.” My son moves from behind me, leaving me no choice but to drop the girl’s wrist. Yet I instantly miss her touch and so does my cock. I swear I can still feel the heat of her against the tips of my fingers, as if she’s marked me.

Her eyes dart down toward the floor, and she strokes her wrist, but I don’t have it in me to care if I hurt her. The girl was about to assault me; she’s lucky she didn’t end up with a bullet in her beautiful head. Slowly, her gaze travels back up my body, and I stand taller and broaden my shoulders, oozing with knowing confidence.

The moment she latches on to my obvious bulge, her cheeks pinken, then she snaps her eyes up toward my face. I smile back at her smugly before gifting her with a wink that has her ears reddening. Such an adorable little doll, and my mouth waters to taste her.

“Oliver, do you remember when I played hide and seek with you?” The interaction between Jade and my son pangs my heart, knowing he is without a maternal figure in his life. He nods at her shyly. “This is my friend Ellie. Shall we hide and see if she can find us?”

Oliver glances toward Ellie, and she smiles back at him. Her whole face lights up as she beams down at my son. “I’ve heard you’re fantastic at this game, Oliver.” Her soft voice is like a caress over my skin, and I long to feel her again, to have those small lips explore every inch of me while I demand her to please me.

I curl my hands into fists, fighting the urge to touch her hair. It looks silky, and my fingers twitch to confirm it. Where the hell did that thought come from?

My son nods confidently. “Okay, I’ll count to twenty,” she says.

“Come on.” Jade grabs my son’s hand, and they rush off toward the kitchen, leaving me frozen staring at my little spitfire, imagining all the filthy things I’d like to do to my perfect little fuck doll.

She shifts from foot to foot, biting into her plump bottom lip, and I take it upon myself to pluck her lip from between her teeth with my thumb. “How do you think I should punish you, Little Doll?”

Her chest rises, and I search over the fabric again for her tits, but when I don’t find the swell of them with the loose-fitting garment, irritation nestles in my veins like a disease itching to get out. A need to explore her consumes me, and if my son wasn’t in such close proximity, I’d throw her to the floor and fuck her like a wild animal while she screams for mercy.

Her brown eyes dart from side to side, as if she will run from me at any minute. I lean into her, my husky voice laced with a deadly warning. “I’d find you.” Eyes narrowing, her breath hitches, and I know I hit the nail on the head—she was going to run. She stumbles back, but I catch her with both hands, righting her before she falls. Her touch burns through my palms, igniting invisible flames around us as our eyes remain locked. I know right then and there I’d burn the world down to protect her, to keep her for myself.

“I need to find them,” she whispers, cutting through the hazy tension surrounding us, then she glances over her shoulder toward my son’s excitable giggle.

I drag my knuckles down her cheek and over the flurry of freckles beneath her eyes, the softness of her skin begging to be marked, just as she hoped to mark me when she raised her hand to my face. “You can run, Little Doll. But I’ll always find you.” With that, she breaks the connection. She spins on the balls of her bare feet and runs off in search of my son and niece while I watch on from the doorway, my stare transfixed on her covered ass. An ass I desperately want to expose, mark, and fuck. Once I find it, of course.

“A bit young for your liking, Boss.” Kai raises his brow at me, jest in his tone I don’t care for.

“I need a new toy.” I shrug, earning a chuckle from him. He knows how quickly I work my way through women. He’s also very aware of my usual type, and yet this girl is nothing of the sort.

My mind wanders as to how new a toy she would be. Kai isn’t wrong, she is young, very young, and for the first time in my life, my cock appreciates her youth.

“I’m having her,” I tack on while moving toward the kitchen.

“Daddy’s perfect little doll,” I whisper to myself.


Chapter Two


Rafael

My little doll is perfect, absolutely fucking perfect. I’ve spent the past hour leaning against the doorframe watching for a sign of her tits bouncing beneath the oversized T-shirt or a flash of her ass as she chases after my son with as much energy and enthusiasm as him, but I’ve found none, and that only makes me crave it all the more.

His rare giggles warm my cold heart, and guilt floods me at my son’s lack of normalcy and lack of a mother.

Jade tapped out of playing the game multiple times while Ellie continues to have the patience of a saint where my son is concerned. His lack of communication hasn’t fazed her. If anything, her face softens in understanding, and I want nothing more than to shove my tongue down her beautiful throat while I grip it, holding her in place, giving her no choice but to accept what I force on her.

“Tommy is on his way,” Kai whispers into my ear, and I nod, but my eyes remain trained on Ellie playing with my boy. I don’t even acknowledge my brother with a greeting when he walks into his house moments later.

He scans the foyer as if looking for Jade, and I smirk to myself. He’s screwed, well and truly screwed. Our father is right, he’s fucking her, and I can’t find it in me to say I blame him. Not when I’d happily shove my cock in Ellie’s cunt, despite not knowing if she’s even legal.

“Did you run into Jenna at the office?” I ask him.

It’s what I’ve been sent here to find out. To get a gauge of Tommy and Jade’s relationship and to evaluate Tommy’s reaction to my father’s ploy to set him up with his slut of a secretary.

“Yes,” he spits out with venom, his neck becoming red.

My lip twitches with anger. That’s a new reaction for Tommy. He never normally shows any emotion around women at all; they’re merely easy fucks. “And?”

“And nothing.” He shrugs, but I don’t miss his chest rising or the way his eyes find Jade, as if checking if she’s within earshot.

“How’s the hunt for the nanny going?” he asks.

My eyebrows rise at the fact my brother, who doesn’t give a fuck about anyone but himself, knows I need another new nanny.

Then I know for sure he cares about Jade, that she’s not just some girl he’s fucking, because he tried to divert our conversation to save hurting her feelings, when my brother has only cared for one other woman before now.

“I think I just found a new nanny.” I nod in Ellie’s direction, and he glares back at me, his fists pump beside him, and I throw my head back on a loud laugh, drawing the girls’ attention. Like he could fucking stop me from taking what I want.

I push off the doorframe. “Come on, Oliver, time to go home.”

Oliver’s face falls, and he grumbles while glaring at his feet. This prompts Ellie to kneel on the floor so they’re face-to-face. I don’t know what she whispers to him, but he nods in return.

“We’re taking Ellie home, don’t worry.” I wink at Tommy.

Ellie jolts at my words, then stands, tugging on the flimsy T-shirt, and I avoid acknowledging its existence, pissed she even considered wearing only the thin fabric in the first place. Just where the hell are the rest of her clothes? Does she always dress like this? I grit my teeth. “Oh, erm. I guess I’ll speak to you tomorrow, Jade?”

“Sure.” She smiles back.

I stride toward the door, with Oliver and Ellie following behind. How she already does as I command so submissively is something that has my blood pumping with pride and my chest filling with possession.


Chapter Three


Ellie

Rafael’s clothes are black—his shoes, pants, shirt, jacket, all black. His slicked-back hair with a kink in it, black. His eyes are so dark, they’re almost black. His whole demeanor is deadly, destructive, dark. Black. I wonder if his heart is too.

His chiseled jaw is set tight, like a GQ model’s, and his hands grip the steering wheel so hard his knuckles whiten. The rings on his fingers are silver, and I almost want to scoff that’s the only color he’s wearing.

The tattoos littering his fingers are of black stars and spiders. A full web covers the back of one hand, and I shudder, imagining where else he might have tattoos and if they are all as sinister looking? Jesus, he’s hot. In a I want to fuck you until you die kind of way. Half of his neck is covered in tattoos, yet the other side is bare, causing me to want to explore it all the more.

“Are you wearing anything beneath that T-shirt?” he grits out like I’ve offended him, making me take in his five o’clock shadow and his flaring eyes. I swallow under his scrutiny, and his gaze locks on my throat, leaving it suddenly dry. Then his nostrils flare before he growls and turns back to face the road. “Answer!” he barks, and I can’t help but to jump at his deep baritone voice.

My mind goes to Oliver, so I glance over my shoulder to check on him. The little man is fast asleep, and my body relaxes, knowing he’s unaffected by his father’s temper.

“Yes,” I whisper, feeling uncomfortable at being reprimanded by a guy I don’t even know.

“Yes, what?” His searing gaze flashes to me, then back to the road.

I lick my lips. “Yes, I have something on beneath my T-shirt.”

He exhales loudly, and his shoulders relax. “Show me.”

My mouth falls open, and I swear my jaw drops to the floorboard. Did he just ask me to show him?

“Ellieee,” he warns. His dark tone leaves no room for argument. “Lift your T-shirt and show me you have something on beneath it.”

My heart races because, one, I don’t know the guy, and two, he’s hot as freaking hell and wants me to show him my panties.

“If I have to lift your shirt myself, I’m pulling over and spanking your ass raw. Now. Lift. Your. Fucking. Shirt.” Each word is emphasized, each one deadlier than the last.

Oh god, why do I actually like the thoughts of him doing just that? What the hell is wrong with me?

My hands tremble as I grip the hem of my T-shirt and inch it up to my waist. The seatbelt restricts my movement, making it difficult to raise it farther, and I’m a combination of disappointed and relieved. I’m in a moving car, willingly exposing my plain cotton panties to a Mafia man, yet a buzz of exhilaration floods my veins as I bite into my lip, knowing how wrong this is but not caring either.

He sucks in a sharp breath, and I watch in awe as his Adam’s apple slides down his throat, then he tilts his head from side to side, cracking his neck before turning to face the road. I drop my T-shirt and feel disappointed that his attention is pulled away from me.

“How old are you?” I counter, more to waste time than anything else.

“I’m thirty-two, Little Doll. Almost old enough to be your daddy.” My heart races at his words, and wetness pools between my legs. The way he said daddy was laced in innuendo, and my mouth waters to use it as his name moving forward. My best friend is into daddy kink, but it’s not something I ever considered until she met Tommy. Now I’m intrigued, jealous even, to have someone care for me and treat me like a treasured possession while opening me up to experiences I never knew existed, all while screaming daddy.

After some time, he clears his throat, and I wonder if his words have affected him as much as me. “How old are you?” His eyes stay on the road.

“Eighteen.”

“And you’re still in school?” His eyebrows furrow as if he’s trying to work something out. “Or did you finish?”

“Yes, I finished, but I’m still in school two days a week during summer. I volunteer with a reading program for the students that struggle in that subject, because I want the extra credits.” I lift my shoulder as if it’s nothing, but in reality, going to school two days a week helps with the boredom and loneliness I feel at home. His lip quirks up at the side, and it makes him even more intriguing. Like maybe there’s more to him than the Mafia man he portrays to the world.

“Good.”

“Good?”

“Yes, good. I need someone to take care of Oliver during the week. The weekends too,” he tacks on. “You will be his new nanny.”

I rear back because he’s telling me he’s employing me without so much as asking me if I want the position. It’s like he owns me, like I’m his possession.

What about Oliver? Surely, he needs to check that I’m a reasonable candidate? Then there’s his mother. Does she not get a say in this?

I cast a glance at Oliver over my shoulder and smile, then turn back to Rafael. “Where’s his mom?”

“Dead,” he snaps.

“Dead?” My face falls, thinking about the trauma they must have endured.

“Yes. Don’t mention her again.” His jaw clenches tight.

My eyebrows shoot up at his quick, uncaring response.

“Oh.”

He turns into my gated community, and I sag back into the seat and stare at the floor. The familiar feeling of loneliness hits me, and I hate myself for being so weak, so pathetic. I crave wanting to be needed, to be someone’s something, and I want nothing more in the world than to be his.

His warm touch sends sparks of heat through my body as his hand lifts my chin, turning it to face him. “There are many things we don’t discuss in the Mafia, Ellie. My wife being one of them.”

Our gazes collide, and I’m left breathless by his captivating stare. The way his pupils are blown and the way he glides his tongue over his bottom lip before plucking his lip into his mouth have me rubbing my thighs together wantonly. Then the rough grip on my chin loosens, and he follows it up by stroking over my closed mouth with his thick thumb, and a puff of air escapes me when he parts my lips. I close my eyes, waiting for something. What, I’m not sure, but his touch vanishes, leaving me begging for more.

“I’ll be in touch with the start date.”

Like that, I become his.


Chapter Four


Rafael

After dropping Ellie off at her family home, I called Kai and told him I wanted a full breakdown of her background and her family too.

Tommy would not have Jade around someone who wasn’t suitable, but I still wanted a full rundown of the girl consuming my mind, no matter how many times I’ve fucked my fist.

It’s been over a week since I saw her last, and an hour hasn’t gone by without her plaguing my thoughts. Even as I slept, she was playing out in my dreams.

The way she reacted when I told her I was almost old enough to be her daddy . . . Jesus. I could practically smell her pussy dripping. My little girl wants to be protected, and I am so happy to be the man who insists on doing it.

The working week has been hell, with issue after issue: a police raid at our nightclub, followed by an FBI raid at our warehouse, and a murder at our strip club. Throw in some missing shipments, and hell doesn’t quite cover it.

Today, I’m finally able to put that shit aside and bring my girl home.

I lean back against the car door with my legs crossed at the ankle while I smoke on a joint to ease the tension from the past week.

The moment the school bell rings, alerting the students’ end of day, I stand taller, flick the joint to the ground, and wait for her to exit through the doors.

When she does, my heart hammers against my chest, causing a bolt of pain to strike me, leaving me unable to breathe for a moment.

Her hair blows in the light breeze and a smile encompasses her pretty face as she strides in my direction, but her attention is on the person next to her, and when I take him in, anger surges through me with such force a red haze surrounds me. An uneasy feeling settles in my chest, and I’m pretty fucking sure it’s jealousy.

Who the fuck is she speaking to?

And why the hell is he touching her shoulder?

The punk beside her beams, and when he throws his head back on an obnoxious laugh, I want to snap it from his pompous shoulders, leaving him decapitated on the floor.

As if sensing my gaze, she turns her head toward me. The huge smile falls from her face, and her eyes narrow as she glances from me to the kid and back again.

She says something to him, and he looks in my direction. I revel in the fact that he pales and darts his eyes away before scurrying off toward the school like a little coward.

Ellie breezes toward me as if she has all the time in the world, and I feel every movement in my cock. The fabric of my pants restricts it from growing any further, and when I take in her school uniform, pre-cum leaks from my slit.

Her school skirt is so short it almost exposes her ass, and her white blouse is unbuttoned to her small tits, exposing her olive skin. My hands twitch to rip the uniform from her and force her onto her knees to lick me clean as punishment for the reaction my body creates. All while everyone looks on wishing they were me. To have everyone knowing I possess every inch of her has my cock throbbing with a need to unleash my darkness on her, to force her to take everything I have to give and to leave no doubt in people’s minds who she belongs to—me.

“What are you doing here?” Her soft voice floats through the air and wraps around me like a second skin, gifting me with a warmth I’m not used to feeling.

Nodding toward the car, I ignore her question. “Get in.” My voice comes out gravelly, as if it was a struggle to string the short sentence together.

I open my door, slide into the driver’s seat, then, before she has chance, I lean over and buckle her in. I don’t miss the sharp intake of breath she sucks in as my arm brushes across her chest, nor do I miss the smell of her perfume, a fresh, clean scent that only emphasizes my thickening cock.

Clearing my throat, I start the engine and reverse out of the busy parking lot with a well-orchestrated ease as we drive in silence through the school gates. “You never answered my question. What are you doing here, Rafael?” Her silky hair shines in the sun, the reflection bouncing off the windows.

Once again, I choose to ignore her question because it will become obvious soon enough, and instead pose my own. “The punk. Is he your boyfriend?”

I can feel her eyes on me, drilling into the side of my face until I finally turn toward her. Her beauty strikes me in the chest, at the way her hair falls over her shoulders like a satin curtain and the way in which her chest rises as if annoyed at my question, yet her tits stay perfectly still.

Aggravation boils my blood at being kept waiting for a response, and before I know what I’m doing, I slam my fist against the steering wheel, causing her to jump. “Answer the fucking question!”

“No.”

“No?” I scan over her in search of a lie. “You’re sure?”

She scoffs. “Of course I’m sure.” Then she crosses her arms over her chest. “Besides, I don’t know what you think that has to do with you.” Oh, she did not just fucking say that. The vein in my neck pulses as I try to remain in control.

Taking a moment to collect myself, I exhale. “You’re mine.”

“Yours?”

“Mine.”

“You make me sound like a possession.”

“You are. You’re my possession.” I grin manically.

She chokes on a sardonic laugh. “I’m going to be your employee, Rafael. That doesn’t make me your possession.”

“Wrong. It means I own your ass and you don’t get to leave until I’m finished with you.”

Her mouth falls, and my muscles tense with the need to take her. My fingers itch to do it, to have her on her knees for me, stuffed with my cock until her brown eyes fill with tears and her chin is coated in my cum. My eyes scan the road for a break in the intersection but find none.

“I’m going to be Oliver’s nanny.”

“You are,” I agree. “And anything else I need you to be.” I enjoy the disgruntled noise that escapes her throat.

“Like what?”

Instead of responding to her with words, I decide to show her. So I take one hand off the steering wheel and, with a well-practiced ease, unbuckle my belt, pop open my pant button, and slide down my zipper. I can feel the heat of her stare on me, and it only heightens my need further.

My entire body relaxes into the seat when the discomfort surrounding my cock eases as my hand wraps around it. Pulling it from my boxers, I hiss in satisfaction.

Now I’ll punish her for making me feel so damn insane over her. So jealous when I’ve never been jealous of anything in my entire life.

“Now, fucking suck,” I demand.


Ellie


When I realized it was Rafael standing in the parking lot, my body froze and my heart skipped a beat. He couldn’t have looked any more out of place, but he wasn’t in the least bit fazed.

The dark, brooding figure in his signature black clothes had me fidgeting on the spot while my mind raced with possibilities as to what he was doing there.

When Darryl asked me if I knew him, I explained he was my new employer for the summer. His eyes went wide before he told me he forgot something in his locker and said he would see me around. Then he made a quick exit.

I slid into Rafael’s car with excitement pumping through my veins. The fact this gorgeous man has taken time out of his day and tracked me down to my school has me wanting to fall at his feet and obey his every command.

Jesus, I have issues.

My breath catches as he pulls his thick cock out of his boxers. It’s wet from pre-cum flowing over the angry head, and I squirm in my seat as my panties become damp at the sight.

It’s not the first cock I’ve seen, but it’s the closest I’ve been to a naked one, and it’s definitely the biggest and girthiest.

“Now, fucking suck,” he demands.

His thick, tattooed fingers pump it up and down, and my mouth waters at the sight as my body remains frozen.

“Fuck. Don’t just fucking stare at it, Ellie. Get those little lips around my cock and suck.” His hips thrust up in encouragement. “Fuck, Little Doll, I need you to choke on me. Please your daddy like a good girl.” My eyes shoot up to his.

His orbs are so black I feel like they’re consuming me, his jaw is set as if he’s annoyed, his shirt is pulled tight across his shoulders as though every muscle is coiled, and his jaw is clenched tight.

“I-I-I’m not sure what to do.” I admit while my cheeks heat with embarrassment.

He glares at me as if I’m crazed when, in reality, it’s him who looks it while staring at me as if I have two heads.

“Just fucking suck it. Lick it. Jesus, fuck, choke on it.” He grits out as if he’s in pain.

Holy shit, he is actually asking me to suck him off. Just like that, no “How was your day, Ellie?”

“You want me to . . .” I wave my hand toward his cock, too overcome with budding nerves and excitement because it’s not every day a girl gets to give a hot Mafia guy a blow job.

“Ellie,” he growls. Then he doesn’t even give me a chance to think. His hand lashes out, gripping the back of my neck, and he yanks me toward him, plowing my face into his groin. I scramble around, the seatbelt restricting my movement, but when the tip of his cock hits my lips, I’m left with no choice but to open my mouth and let him plunge his thickness inside. I gag when he hits the back of my throat and choke when he powers up and holds my head in place. Then I try to cry out when he pushes me down, making tears stream from me.

When he speaks, his tone full of awe, I become lost in submitting to him, accepting him and his need. “Fuck, that’s it.” He thrusts harder, his fingers tangling in my hair so roughly it stings my scalp. “Choke, my little fucking doll.” His words are angered and filthy, laced in venom, but my pussy clenches and my nipples peak against my cotton bra. “Fucking take my cock. Go on, choke.” I do. Then I splutter when he yanks me up by my hair, allowing me to breathe before pushing me down again all the way to his balls. His taste on my tongue is a heady concoction of salty masculinity, and I become drugged on the euphoria to please him.

“That’s it, Daddy’s little doll is doing so fucking good taking her first cock.” My panties become wetter as his grip on my hair pinches my scalp. The way he uses my mouth to pleasure him, to empty his balls and unload inside of me, is feral, but I want that. I want that more than anything, to taste him, to please him, and give him what he demands. To become his little doll.

He lifts my skirt, and his finger trails over my cotton panties, and he strokes me over the material.

“Fuckkkk.” His thrusts become erratic, short, and sharp. Then a burst of salty liquid fills my mouth. “Ahhh, Jesus. Fuck.” He stills while his cock continues to pulsate in my throat.

Something inside me wants to please him, so I lash my tongue over his velvety skin while swallowing down his cum. Saliva drips from my mouth, but when the grip on my hair slackens, and he strokes over my head, I melt into a puddle of happiness. He’s pleased with me.

“Such a good doll for Daddy,” he coos while I clean his cock with my tongue. “So fucking good.”

Eventually, I slide him out of my mouth to stare up at him. Our eyes lock. “Good girl.” He says it with such sincerity my body swells with pride. His fingers trail over my cheek with a sharp contrast of tenderness that was absent only moments ago. “I was rough with you,” he mumbles. His fingers glide over the column of my throat. I choose not to respond and instead rest my head on his thigh while he moves his hand to brush his fingers through my hair. He wipes my mouth with the tip of his thumb, then leaves it resting on my bottom lip as if asking for permission to access my mouth, which is ludicrous, considering his actions. Still, I open willingly and clean his thumb, causing him to hiss and retreat just as quickly. I feel his loss instantly, and a whine escapes my lips, so I mentally chastise myself for my stupidity. The last thing I want is for him to think of me as childish.

“Shhh, it’s okay. Let Daddy rest in here.”

His tattooed fingers hold the tip of his semihard cock at my mouth, and he taps it against my lips, then I accept it. He rests the head on my tongue, and I suck gently. “That’s it, Little Doll, take what you need from Daddy.” He continues to stroke over my hair so affectionately I’d almost describe it as loving. Surely, I’m wrong.

Maybe he treats every woman this way after he’s come inside their mouth? The thought leaves a sour taste in my stomach, and I banish it away, prepared to tell myself this tender side of him is reserved solely for me.

Having him so close and comforting me after him using me so roughly has warmth spreading through my body. He’s giving me affection and reassurance, as I am him, and a feeling of warmth and completeness rushes through my body.

“So good,” he hums while I suckle, and my exhausted eyes flutter closed.

I’m his little doll.


Chapter Five


Ellie

Aclicking noise rouses me from my sleep, and my day replays through my mind. I was in the library as part of the reading group, with Darryl assisting me, and when the bell rang, we packed up and left school to head to the diner, but when I stepped outside, Rafael was there. Then I got in the car with him, and he was angry—so angry he choked me with his cock. Then I held him in my mouth, sucking on him as if he was a pacifier.

There’s no way in hell that happened.

I dart up, and my eyes shoot open.

They widen further when staring back at me from behind his desk, with such intensity it makes me squirm, is the man himself.

His gaze roams over me, stripping me bare, then his eyes freeze on my legs, and I follow his stare to realize my skirt is bunched up to my panties. I tug it down, and my face flushes.

“I don’t know why you’re blushing when you fell asleep with my cock in your mouth like it was a pacifier, Little Doll.”

Oh, my god. Kill me now.

My cheeks burn from embarrassment. Yet I drag my tongue over my lips, savoring his taste while imagining the velvety feel of him which brought me comfort.

His chair scrapes against the floor, breaking my train of thought, and he walks toward me. “Keep fucking tormenting me and you’ll regret it.” He straightens his jacket and stands so tall I have to crane my neck to look at him.

He holds out his hand and nods toward it, leaving me no choice but to slip mine into his so he can tug me to my feet. The roughness of his thick fingers gripping me sends a flurry of excitement through me.

“Come on, Oliver is waiting to see you, but I want to show you around first.”

This snaps me out of my trance, and now, as he pulls me through his office door into his foyer, I revel in the feeling of being needed.
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The mansion is vast, and I already know I’ll get lost.

It even has its own education wing for Oliver, which we breezed past.

The wrought iron banister weaves around the foyer, leading to a balcony at the top of the stairs that allows you to look directly out of a window toward the front of the property.

“The bedroom at the end of the hall is mine. Oliver’s is two doors down. The rest are spares, and this one is yours.” He swings open the bedroom door and waves his hand for me to go inside. An enormous bed covered in white sheets fills most of the room. “I will have appropriate clothes delivered to your room, and through here is a closet.” He opens the closet door, and I’m shocked by how big it is. “Over there is the bathroom. Anything you want changed or added, speak to Rosalita the housekeeper, she will make it happen.”

“I hadn’t realized that you would want me to stay the night.”

“Nights. I want you to spend the nights here when I require your assistance with Oliver.”

I scan around the room again. “Did the previous nanny sleep in here?”

His eyes narrow as he assesses me, the coldness in them somehow abrasive over my skin. “No.”

“Oh.”

“You’re the first person in this room.”

I bite into my lower lip to stifle the smile I feel. “And I don’t normally fuck girls who look like jailbait,” he tacks on, and I reel back at his blatant words.

I fiddle with the buttons on my school blouse, feeling inadequate compared to the women he must be used to. “Do you sleep with all your nannies?”

“No.”

He stares back at me, and the truth behind his words seeps from him, bringing me the reassurance I desperately need.

“I’ve deposited an advance in your account for your nanny duties.” I shift from foot to foot, a little uncomfortable with accepting money, but this is a job, after all.

His phone rings, cutting through the budding tension between us, and he pulls it from his jacket pocket, flashing a gun tucked into his pants. The sight of it should scare me, he should scare me, yet I’m not afraid.

“I need to take this. Oliver is in the kitchen waiting for you.”

I gift him with a nod, an action that feels like I’m agreeing to much more than caring for Oliver.

It feels like I’m agreeing to becoming his.


Rafael


I watch the computer screen, transfixed on Ellie and my son at the kitchen table while I listen to Kai inform me about the latest shipment at the warehouse.

She converses with him with a tenderness that’s alien to me, but the way in which my son reacts to her is worth my concern of him being weakened by affection. Then he beams a toothy grin as she points to his drawing with a serene smile, gifting him praise my heart skips a beat, his smile so rare watching them together feels like a milestone. My son laps it up, and who can blame him?

My staff are constantly telling me he’s not reaching targets, that he lacks cognitive skills he should have mastered by now. So seeing Ellie offer him the attention he clearly craves has me wanting to kidnap the girl and force her to be not just my personal sex slave but my son’s mother too.

She’s everything he should have had, everything he deserves, and one way or another, I will get it.

I drag a finger over my lip, deep in thought. Then she opens another button on her school blouse, and I will her to lean forward, and when she does, I find myself leaning toward the computer. I scan her petite frame for a sign of those elusive tits of hers.

Are they how I imagined them, small with delicate nipples? Or is there a larger swell to them than I expect? How dark are her areolas? Can I fit all her tiny tit in my mouth? If I push her tits together, will there be any fullness at all?

My cock leaks against my boxers. It’s as hard as fucking stone again, and the fact my belt presses against the head has me wanting to rip it from around my waist and lash her ass with fury.

“So, one thirty?”

I lick my lips, imagining trailing my tongue down her throat, the same throat she allowed me to assault.

“Boss?”

Fuck, I’m hard as nails. Afterward, her small lips embraced my cock with such tenderness as I stroked her hair. In that moment, she needed me as much as I need her.

“Boss!” Kai snaps me out of my wayward thoughts.

“Yeah?”

“Did you hear me? The shipment comes in at two. We’ll meet with the security at one thirty?”

“Yeah.”

“What the hell’s gotten into you?” he grumbles.

“A little doll.” I smirk, my eyes not leaving her little ass bouncing up and down at something Oliver did as she claps.

“Jesus.” He exhales loudly. “Do you want me to organize you someone to fuck?” I lick my lips, considering his offer. Kai knows the type of women I like. Yet not one of them would appease me, not when I want the girl barely old enough to be classed as a woman.

“I’ve got her right here.” I grin, knowing he can’t see my smile.

“Well, hurry up and fuck her so you can get your head back in the game.”

I end the call, unwilling to listen to his concerns.

He is right about something. I need to fuck her, and with that in mind, I push back in my seat and head toward the kitchen.


Ellie


I know the moment he enters the kitchen because the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

“Papa!” Oliver grabs the picture he’s drawn and holds it up proudly to show him. He’s a smaller version of Rafael, a softer one, and I want to keep him that way. His dark eyes shine with a love that’s missing from Rafael’s despondent ones, and his dark hair is fluffy to the touch, a contrast to the way his father’s is slicked back.

Rafael rests a hand on my shoulder, and his touch burns through my blouse, causing my skin to blaze. I peer up toward him as he stares at Oliver’s drawing. His eyes narrow and his nose scrunches up slightly.

“It’s a dog,” I whisper, and his lip turns up at the side, but he remains silent.

“Tell him it’s good.” I nudge, and without thinking, I press a kiss to his tattooed hand. His body stills, and I instantly regret it, quickly darting my eyes away.

He must think I’ve become needy. It was just a blow job to him, no matter how much it meant to me.

He clears his throat. “That’s incredible, Oliver. Does the dog have a name?”

Oliver’s eyes light up and his smile becomes wider, making me fall in love with the mini-Rafael all the more. “Bru-Bru.” I know exactly the word he’s trying to say because we’ve spent the past half an hour choosing names for the adorable messy pet drawing.

He looks at me for guidance. “Nice and slow, Oliver. You got this, little man.”

He nods, then takes a deep breath and points at the dog. He speaks so clearly he shocks me. “Bruno.” More importantly, he shocks Rafael, causing his body to jolt. Then the most incredible, genuine smile spreads over his face and he rushes toward Oliver, kneeling on the floor so that they’re eye level.

He ruffles his hair. “Bruno, huh? Bruno is amazing. Isn’t Bruno amazing, Ellie?” His dark eyes are full of striking passion as he looks to me.

“Definitely. I think that drawing deserves an ice cream.” I wink in Oliver’s direction, causing him to spring from his chair and throw his arms around Rafael’s neck. He rears back as if he’s been electrocuted, and I brace for the moment he rejects Oliver.

It’s clear there’s a disconnect between them, that this Mafia persona of his has carried over into his personal life, and I hate that for him, for both of them.

I know as well as anyone how an absent parent can make you feel so alone, unwanted, and I want no child to feel that way, let alone the little boy who has captured my heart.

Rafael closes his eyes and rests his hand on Oliver’s back, and I melt on the spot.

Deciding to give them a moment, I slide off my chair and head toward the freezer, taking it upon myself to search for ice cream.

Opening each drawer, my shoulders slump. “What’s wrong?” The chill of the open freezer door is extinguished with Rafael’s warmth beside me.

“You don’t have any ice cream,” I whisper while glancing at Oliver, who is now drawing another picture.

“Oh. I don’t think that’s something the chefs ever created.”

Spinning, I turn to face him and stare into his handsome face. He sighs heavily. “I have a nutritionist create Oliver’s diet plan. I don’t think it’s on the plan.”

My mind whirls with what he’s trying to tell me. “He has allergies?”

Rafael rears back on his heels. “No, he doesn’t have fucking allergies.” He drags a hand over his head, then places his hands behind his neck. “I don’t think he does.”

I lick my lips, unsure of whether to suggest something.

Rafael looks at Oliver, who beams at his picture, then back toward me. Concern etches Rafael’s face, and his reaction sends a wave of love through me. “Tell me what to do here, Ellie.” He bites into his lip, and his chest heaves.

The Mafia man that commands men and kills them too, the same man who runs illegal businesses, fears letting his son down over ice cream.

“Call your nutritionist, make sure he doesn’t have allergies. If he doesn’t, I’ll arrange for a delivery.” Rafael’s shoulders relax, and he nods while typing furiously on his phone. “Does he have a favorite flavor?”

His dark eyes rise from the phone, and he stares at me with bewilderment written all over his face. I wave the question off. “It’s fine. I’ll order a selection.” I shrug with a smile.

Before I know what’s happening, he strides toward me, making me stumble back against the freezer door. My hands slam against each side to hold me upright. I crane my neck to look up at him, and he bends, covering my lips with his.

My heart hammers furiously and my hands find his shirt, anchoring me to the spot as his tongue lashes against mine, fighting for the control he commands, and I let him take everything he wants from me while I hold on for dear life.

A whimper erupts in my throat, and he swallows that too. When he finally pulls back, I’m breathless, and so is he. Our chests rise as if we’ve been running for miles, and my hands slip from his shirt. He traces a finger down my cheek. “You’re so fucking delicious, Little Doll. I can’t wait to devour you, to break you.” The way his eyes drill into mine is like a warning, a promise of what’s coming, and I couldn’t be any more ready for it.

Because one thing is for sure, I can’t wait for Rafael Marino to break me.


Chapter Six


Rafael

I’ve witnessed her giggle and smile with my son while they watch a movie together in the cinema room. A room I’ve never actually used, but now I find myself drawn to it.

I received a call from my father, so I missed them having ice cream while laughing at the giant red dog on the screen. I stared hypnotized at my computer screen as she devoured the dessert, becoming harder with each lick of her small tongue, and the way she slid the spoon in her mouth and her lips wrapped around it until she slid it out, had me groaning like a teenage boy trying my best not to come in my pants.

I slip into the room, and her long silky hair is draped over a pillow on the two-seater couch, and I’m torn between wanting to yank it until she screams for mercy and wanting to feel the soft strands slip between my fingers while I stroke over her tenderly. The feeling of wanting to be affectionate confuses me. There are moments with my son where I’m more tender, but then I find myself reprimanding my actions, even though I enjoy it in the moment.

A soft snoozing garners my attention, and I smile when I crane my neck over the numerous leather seats and find Oliver curled up in a ball on the floor facing the television with a spoon in one hand and a blanket in the other.

“He likes chocolate best,” Ellie whispers, pulling my attention back to her. She’s sitting up now, and the lighting from the television emphasizes her white school blouse, one I want to tear from her like a wild animal. “In case you’re ever not sure. He loves chocolate ice cream.”

I step toward her. She looks so small, kneeling on the leather chair while I loom over her, and I crave everything about her delicate features, and how her breathing quickens while I stare at her makes my cock beg for reprieve.

Reaching out, I stroke her hair, all the way to the tips, then swirl her silky locks around my finger. “What about you, Little Doll? What ice cream is your favorite for being a good girl?” Her breathing staggers, and my cock leaks, causing me to suck in a sharp breath. My hand reacts by tightening, tugging her hair in my palm.

She licks her lips, not realizing how much she’s torturing me. “Vanilla.”

I can’t help the smirk that overcomes me. Of course she loves vanilla the best. It’s simple, sweet, and ordinary, yet she’s anything but.

“Do you have any left?” I nod toward the ice cream tub on the arm of the chair.

Her gaze darts to it, then back toward mine. “There’s some left, but it’s melted.”

“Mm,” I muse while I unbuckle my pants, causing her eyes to widen.

“Rafael, what are you doing?” She cranes her neck to look past me, and I chuckle. My son sleeps soundly once asleep. I’ve spent countless nights unable to sleep, through worrying about his deep sleeping when all pediatricians told me how restless babies and toddlers can be. My son is the opposite. Another reason for my concerns to grow.

“We can’t—” I pull my thick cock from my boxers and stand before her with my back to the television, fisting it with aggressive need. Jesus, I could come so fucking easily with her staring at me so innocently.

I grab the container of melted ice cream and dip my finger into it. Swirling it around, I pull it out and offer it to her waiting mouth. Her lips part, and I groan when her warm tongue lashes over my finger, sucking it clean while my stare remains locked on her innocent face. “Good girl,” I grunt as I continue pumping my cock at a slower speed, determined to save my cum for her. I’ve never praised a woman in my life. Why the fuck should I when they throw themselves into bed to please me, but with Ellie, I want to praise her, let her know how much she satisfies me.

I slather the melted ice cream over my cock, barely recognizing the chill of it with how hot I feel inside. Then I take the back of her head in the palm of my hand and give her no choice but to accept my cock between her lips and into the warmth of her wet mouth.

A deep growl escapes me, and I close my eyes at the feel of her. Fuck, she’s incredible. “Good. So fucking good.” My hips pump slowly this time, determined to savor the feel of her and the way she works my cock so well. “So fucking good, Little Doll.”

“Mm,” she garbles around me, and my eyes snap open. The sight before me almost has me stumbling. Her lips are stretched around my thick cock, and as I slide in and out of her small lips, strings of saliva drip down her chin and over my balls, and her nails dig into my thighs, adding to my ecstasy.

“You’re taking me so well, Little Doll. All nice and full of Daddy’s big cock.”

Her moan vibrates around me, and I’ve no choice but to slam inside her harder as an instant reaction. “Fuck. You’re a greedy little doll,” I chide. “So fucking greedy for your daddy’s cock.” My thrusts become stronger, and she chokes and splutters, and I can’t help my lips pulling into a smirk at the mess my little doll is creating all for me.

She gags when I hit the back of her throat, and with one hand behind her head and the other on her throat, I press on her pulse point, relishing her teary eyes widening in panic. She attempts to put up a fight against me, and when her body falls lax as if she’s slipping away, I yank her back to give her a chance to breathe again. Her short, sharp gasps are an aphrodisiac to my heightened need, and when she stares up at me with tear-filled eyes full of expectation and parted, swollen lips, I can’t help but bend down and deliver my spit to her open mouth. When her eyes widen, I revel in it. She’s my little doll to use and abuse, all fucking mine, and no one will play with my toy but me. She’ll learn to give me exactly what I want, when I want it, however I fucking want it, while being the perfect mother to my son.

Possession surges through me. “Again!” I demand. With my hand still tangled in her hair, I tilt her head back, forcing her neck to stretch, and she opens her mouth wider for me. Exhilaration fills my blood stream at her compliance, and I reward her with more of my spittle. “Swallow,” I command, and she does so without question, pleasing me.

“Good Little Doll,” I murmur.

I release her hair, and her small body deflates, delighting me further. She needs this, wants this as much as I do. Tightening my palm around my cock, I fuck it faster. She watches with tears pooling in her beautiful eyes, her lips parted, ready to catch my cum. As much as I crave to see her coated in my essence, I have other depraved plans, and the thought makes my balls draw up tight. Just in time, I grab the container and spill my cum into it, and a sick satisfaction flashes up my spine as the ropes of cum blend with the melted ice cream.

Ellie stares in wonderment, and as I come down from my orgasm, I waste no time in releasing my cock. Then I grab the back of her head again and yank her back, and when her mouth falls open, I bring the ice cream container to her tender open lips and push it against them. “Take my cum, Little Doll. Take Daddy’s cum, take all your vitamins like a good doll.”

With my fingers tangled in her silky locks, I tug her head back until she winces. Her pupils dilate, a heady concoction of shock and lust blended to create the perfect combination of need. “Drink Daddy down,” I coax, pressing down on her bottom lip with my thumb while sliding the container above it. “Such a good doll. Do as Daddy says and taste all Daddy’s cum.” Trepidation flashes over her face, and I stroke over her cheek to bring her comfort as I watch in awe as her slender throat works to swallow my cum. “So good.” The weathered stain of my tattooed hand and the flawless complexion of her silky skin is as much a sign of her purity against my darkness, if ever there was one.

My cock jumps as she gasps while coming up for air, and I quickly move the hand from her hair and loosely cover her throat in warning. She continues to stare at me, those brown eyes of hers full of wonder, then I pour the cum into her mouth and a rush of power flashes through me, forcing my grip to flex against her delicate skin. “Don’t swallow.” I place the container on the couch, then take the tip of my cock in my hand and drag it across her lips, wiping my pre-cum into those plush little tormentors. “Keep that mouth open!” I demand, and her eyes flare with fire. The sight of the creamy combination gathered in her open mouth has my entire body threatening to combust, every muscle coiled with the pressure to rein in my control.

She does as I command, and I slap my hardened cock on her covered tongue, and I hiss in approval, watching transfixed as my cum paints inside her mouth.

“Now, swallow me down, Little Doll,” I grit out, almost painfully.

Her mouth closes and her throat works, as if savoring my taste, and the action has my balls throbbing.

“Suck,” I growl. She works her tongue over the head of my cock, sucking it clean.

My phone vibrates, and I tug it from my back pocket while watching her, my hips rocking slightly on each stroke of her tongue.

My brother Rocco’s voice filters through. “Raf. Need you at base.” He ends the call, and I sigh. Slipping from her mouth, I tuck myself back into my pants. My mind racing with possibilities surrounding the issues we’ve had recently.

“What’s happening?” Her soft voice cuts through my thoughts, and I glance down at her. Vulnerability flashes in her eyes, and I hate it when I’m meant to protect her.

“I have to go to work.” It’s not lost on me that I would never normally explain my actions to a woman. “You’ll stay here for a few days.” I pull my wallet out and throw my bank card toward her lap. “Order whatever clothes you need.”

“Rafael, I don’t know—”

“You’ll do as you’re fucking told, Ellie!” I spit out, and instantly regret my tone when her face flashes with hurt and her slender body jolts. Then I take a deep breath and clear my throat and aim for a softer approach. “I’d appreciate it if you took care of Oliver and bought some clothes. As much as the school uniform gets my cock hard, something more appropriate, okay?” I stroke over her silky locks and wait for her to respond.

“Okay,” she whispers, fingering the credit card on her lap.

“I also had a new phone delivered to your room. It has every number in there you could possibly want.” I leave out the fact I made sure only to add me and Jade.

“Oh. My current one is fine.” She glances around the room as if searching for it. She won’t find it. I disposed of it for her.

Reluctantly, I pull back, then instantly feel her absence. I head toward the door without giving her a second glance, already deciding how I will make the prick pay for taking me away from my girl.

Ellie is a weakness I can’t afford, but one I’m having, nonetheless.

I’ll use her for my needs and teach her how to accept me. She may think vanilla is her favorite, but by the time I finish with her, she’ll realize vanilla was never an option to begin with.


Chapter Seven


Rafael

It’s been a few days since I saw her last, and my mind has been preoccupied by the way she submissively accepts my cock and rough hand and how she melts against my touch when I praise her for accepting me as I am.

I feel volatile and ravenous when I’m in her presence. Yet away from her, I feel like my heart is being torn from my chest, with an urgency to be by her side like some insane dependency. The relationship I’m creating between us is not a normal one, but it’s something I’m finding I can’t function without. Men in the Mafia only require women to reproduce an heir, yet I want her for so much more. I simply cannot explain it, even to myself.

I rub at my temple. Sleep deprived and pissed is an understatement, and when I discover who is behind the tip-offs, I’ll make them pay. All of them.

“Is the prick onto you?” I glare toward my brother, the way in which his leg bounces, giving away his anxiety.

He scrubs his hand through his messy hair, then holds my gaze. “No,” he says, and I relax back into my chair.

When the police commissioner ordered yet another raid at our warehouse, we were fortunate enough that the driver of our delivery took the fall for us. He knew what he was getting himself into the moment he signed up for the job and accepted it, knowing if he was ever caught, he was to take full responsibility, and we would provide a subsidy for his family during his stint in prison. Go against our contract and rat us out, and his life would be a living hell while he’s banged up, then we’d dispose of him the moment he’s released.

Rocco sighs heavily and sits forward. “It has to be someone on the inside.” He unzips his leather jacket, exposing his white T-shirt, his ripped jeans are covered in oil, and his black boots are unlaced. His dark hair is messy, but somehow, he looks good. He’s the complete opposite of me. I’m so well put together and slick, the epitome of a Mafia man, but Rocco looks like he belongs in a motorcycle club. I grind my jaw from side to side, pissed at my mind for wandering. I’ve already lost one brother to an MC, and I refuse to lose another.

Rocco may be young, but he’s forging his own path within the Mafia, and I couldn’t be prouder. I allow him to continue his little obsession with the girl as long as it doesn’t impact our business. If it does, I will put an end to it. After all, the police commissioner already has it in for us, and if he were to find out my brother’s secret, I dread to think of the consequences. The last thing we need to do is to add fuel to the fire, not until we can extinguish him for good, anyway. Rocco just needs to hang fire until that can happen, but something tells me he’s not prepared to wait much longer.

Rocco has black bags beneath his eyes, and guilt hits me; the kid has taken on Tommy’s fair share of responsibilities without so much as a complaint. Not like Tommy’s dumb ass, who attempts to make a point in having nothing to do with the Mafia, while I slip him money to check over our accounts without my father’s knowledge.

“We keep all shipments to a minimum, have it appear like we’re lying low. Then we set up another run and drip feed the intel to each security team. Instead of running coke, we use something legal, something we don’t mind being caught with,” I say.

Rocco sits up straighter. “A setup, I like it.” His eyes alight with a sadistic gleam.

“I’ll get Kai on board; we’ll figure out which team has a rat soon enough.” Rocco flops back in his chair, his head falling back. “Get yourself home and to bed, Rocco. I’ll deal with shit here until tomorrow.”

He lifts his head and arches an eyebrow at me. “You sure?”

“Yes, fucking go.” I wave him off, and his lips tip up into a smile as he stands, reminding me of his mother. Pretty little thing. Shame she had to die, really. Though, she was nothing compared to my little doll.

Nobody compares to her.

I take out my phone again and open the app that gives me access to her room. Her bed is freshly made, and I smile at just how fucking perfect she is.

Next, I swipe into the kitchen, and only Rosalita is in there baking. My heart races as I check one room after the other before I login to the outside security feed, and there she fucking is.

My hand tightens on my phone as anger boils inside me, burning so strongly I feel it all the way to the veins pounding in my forehead.

She giggles at one of the security guys and throws her head back so far her hair touches her ass, those silky locks taunting me, and when he places something in her hair, a blush creeps over her cheeks. Then she fidgets from side to side, her small hips encased by some ridiculous shorts far too small for her, tugging on her T-shirt that exposes her stomach. As she smiles at him, I about combust in a fit of jealousy.

Fury like no other flares through my body as I stand and grab the nearest thing to me. I launch the chair Rocco was lazing in and throw it through the glass window that separates the office from the warehouse.

The workers all turn to face me with wide eyes, then just as quick turn back to resume their tasks.

My head feels like it will explode as I storm toward the exit, barking orders at my security to have Kai take over for me, as my mind is now consumed with Ellie.


Ellie


It’s been three days since he toyed with me and had me swallow his cum in some depraved act I literally lapped up. Then he up and left, as if it never occurred.

If it wasn’t for Oliver, I wouldn’t have stuck around, but that little boy needs me. I’ve never felt a bond like this before. Sure, I love Jade, but Oliver depends on me, and I can’t say I don’t depend on him either.

I spent the day entertaining him, and he’s far more intelligent than people give him credit for. Just because he doesn’t speak at what society deems as on target, does not mean he lacks intelligence. What the poor boy needs is some love and affection. Maybe then he will communicate better.

I’ve found he shies away from trying if he thinks he can’t achieve something.

In the afternoon, I took him for a swim, then laid him on the pool lounger and covered him with a towel and asked security to watch him while I changed.

When I returned, he was sound asleep, and Jovie—a member of Rafael’s security team—approached me. He speaks in broken English, and I’m convinced he thought I was Spanish with my olive skin tone and dark hair. When I told him I only speak English, he laughed while I rambled on about how pretty the grounds were and how much I love the smell of the freesias surrounding the patio. He was called away by another security guard before returning with a lilac freesia, which he slid into my hair. The entire exchange was a little uncomfortable, and heat flooded my face as I accepted the sweet gesture before I told him I’d better start tidying Oliver’s mess.

As I stack the drawings one on top of the other, I’m conscious of Jovie’s gaze on me, and for the first time since being here, his scrutiny makes me uncomfortable.

As dark and depraved as Rafael is, there’s not one part of me that doesn’t trust him and doesn’t want what he commands from me.

Yet Jovie’s stare makes my skin crawl. It’s blatant, and my skin prickles with awareness. Another man speaks in Spanish to him, and I ignore their laughs as a wave of sickness roll over me and has me wanting to flee their proximity.

A shift in the air has me standing and turning to face the patio door. Rafael fills the entrance, and all voices around us become hushed. His dark eyes are menacing and trained on me. I don’t miss the heavy circles beneath them showing me how exhausted he is, but still, his Mafia persona is in place. He wears his sleek black clothes with perfection.

His hands flex on the doorframe, the spider’s web seeming to expand on each movement. They’re sinister, deadly, and the way his nostrils flare and his eyes gleam with malice has my heart skip a beat and forces me to take a step back.

Chatter begins again, and Rafael is ignored as if he’s not there, while our stares remain locked on one another. My blood pumps with uncertainty, then as if something has hit him, he jolts and strides toward me. I suck in a sharp breath at the intensity surrounding him. He snatches the flower from my hair, throws it to the ground, and stamps on it. My mouth falls open at his childish action, then he spins away from me.

Like lasers, Rafael’s eyes zero in on Jovie. I swallow past the lump in my throat and watch, frozen to the spot. “You!” He points toward Jovie, startling him, then, in the blink of an eye, he strides toward him, puts his hand behind his back, and retrieves a gun. He wastes no time in firing a bullet through Jovie’s head, sending a spray of blood through the air as his body lands on the floor with a heavy thump.

A scream tears through my body, and my legs feel like they’re about to give way.

He shot him.

He’s dead.

I chant it over and over in my head, as if trying to make sense of it.

Holy shit, he’s dead.

“Papa!” Oliver shouts, his voice laced in terror.

“Fuck!” Rafael bellows as he tips his head toward the sky and closes his eyes while tugging on his hair. “Fuck!” he repeats, louder this time.

Springing into action, I rush for Oliver, and my heart thumps so hard my ears are pounding. I scoop him up, and he clings to me while I rest my palm on his cheek, holding him against my chest as I slip through the patio door and away from the blood covering the patio.

My eyes burn with unshed tears as I rush through the house and up the stairs. Oliver sobs into my chest, and I shush him gently. “It’s okay, little man. Everything is going to be fine. I’m here.” I stroke his head and push open his bedroom door.

“It’s okay, baby. Everything is okay.” I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince more, him or me, but I continue chanting it while sitting on the edge of his bed, rocking him in my lap.

“Papa.” He sniffles.

I’m genuinely unsure of what he saw or heard, but a need to reassure Oliver that his father is not a bad man comes over me. “Papa is okay, Oliver. He’s keeping you safe.”

He lifts his head to stare at me, his dark eyes meeting mine, and I feel like he’s quizzing me for the truth behind my words. I swallow back the thought. “It’s okay. We’re safe.” I stroke my finger down his cheek, then wipe away his tears. “We’re safe, baby.”

I rock him in my arms while hoping with all my heart we are safe.

“Safe,” he whispers as his eyes flutter to fight sleep.

“You’re safe, baby.”

“I’d never hurt you.”

Feeling eyes on me, I lift my gaze to meet Rafael’s. He stands in the doorway as if guarding it and stopping me from leaving, and a sliver of unease creeps over me at the latter. Is he keeping me prisoner? Am I free to leave? My mouth goes dry.

Lifting Oliver, I lay him in his bed and pull the covers over him before leaning into his hair and gifting the top of his head with a kiss.

Then I turn on my heel with feigned confidence and try not to show the relief I feel when Rafael moves to the side to allow me past. I march toward my bedroom, and he follows. The heat radiates from him in waves, and nervousness bubbles inside me at what I’m about to do.

Throwing open the closet door, I grab my school bag and ignore Rafael taking a seat on the edge of my bed.

“You’re not leaving,” he spits out.

I turn to face him, and his hands are steepled together, with blood coating his fingers, yet he’s unperturbed. Does he not realize? I tilt my head.

Then it dawns on me, and I gasp at the startling realization that his black clothes he wears are more than likely a camouflage for the blood that stains him and his actions.

“Don’t fucking look at me like that,” he grits out.

“Like what? Like you just shot a man for no reason?” I screech. “You killed him!” I scream as my chest heaves. “You’re insane, Rafael.”

He jumps to his feet. “No fucking reason?” His face contorts, fire burning behind his eyes, and every muscle in his broad shoulders pulls tight, making him seem even more intimidating than normal. “He touched what’s mine!”

I reel back. “Yours?”

“Mine.”

“You don’t own me, Rafael.”

His stare penetrates into my soul, and I swear he sees everything. Every vulnerable moment in my life, every need for the love and affection only he’s capable of bringing, every darkened desire I never knew I wanted, and worse, the need for him to love me when nobody else ever has.

“You don’t own me,” I whisper, not as convincing as previously, because maybe I do want that? Maybe I want to feel him own me, control me, then care for me like no other ever has.

“Wrong. I own every inch of you.” His finger trails down my cheek, and he swipes away a rogue tear. “You just haven’t felt it yet. But you will. When I shove my cock inside your tight little cunt, you’ll feel my possession.” My mouth falls open and my breathing escalates as I try not to react to his filthy words. He runs his palm over my hair tenderly, and once again, I’m reminded of his softer side. My body is at war with my mind, and I melt against his touch. When I so desperately want to give myself over to him, my mind tells me to run, that he’s dangerous and I’m in over my head.

The sound of his phone ringing fills the room, and he steps back, pulling it from his jacket pocket. “Fuck.” He drags a hand through his hair and lifts the phone to his ear. “Yeah, I know, Papa.” He glances toward me. “Yes, of course. I’ll be there shortly.” He ends the call, then clears his throat. “I have to leave. I expect you here when I get home.”

I ignore the flurry of happiness that builds at his use of the word home, and nod. He presses a lingering kiss on the top of my head, then strides toward the door, and I shrug off the feeling of disappointment and grab my school uniform and shove it into my backpack.

Rafael Marino might think he owns me, but I’m no one’s possession.

No matter how much I want to be.


Chapter Eight


Rafael

When my father called me back to the warehouse to continue my duties, for the first time in my life I wanted to say fuck it, fuck him, but I have a responsibility, and Ellie will come to learn my way of life soon enough and accept it. She doesn’t have a choice.

My security team informed me she packed her bag and ordered an Uber to collect her when I left the estate. A fucking Uber!

I ordered them to cancel the Uber, and unbeknownst to her, had one of my drivers take her home. No way in fucking hell am I letting my little doll travel alone with a stranger.

The remainder of my weekend was spent at the warehouse, but now I’m back at home and can give Ellie my full attention. After all, she works for me now; she belongs to me.

I drag a finger over my lip while contemplating my next move. I’ve given her enough time to have her tantrum, and now she needs to accept her responsibilities to me. “Fuck it!” I jerk the steering wheel, doing a complete one-eighty, and ignore the horns from disgruntled drivers. I’m going to fetch my girl. Her father won’t be an issue; he blows through money as quickly as he blows through the young escorts he pays to have on his arm, so he’ll no doubt be grateful Ellie will be earning her own money.

[image: ]


Arriving at her family home, I wince at the lack of security in place. How the hell have I allowed this to happen. She deserves and needs protection, my protection, and she will have it from now on. I place the SUV into park and climb out. There’re no other vehicles here, and I second-guess if she is home like her phone tracker shows.

My security team pulls up behind me, and I ignore them as always and jog up the steps to the front door. Again, I’m stricken by the lack of security. There’s not even a doorbell, for fuck’s sake.

Bringing my fist to the door, I pound on it as annoyance creeps up my spine. I’ve never experienced waiting before, and I don’t enjoy it. “Boss, there’s music playing inside.” Kai tilts his head toward the open upstairs window, and I give him a swift nod. He steps back as I withdraw my handgun from behind my back and aim it at the door jamb, placing one bullet through it until the door opens with ease. Another fucking issue I have with this shitshow of a place she calls a home. I’m becoming more and more riled. None of this is acceptable. None of it.

If her father thinks she’s living here in these conditions, he can think a-fucking-gain.

I swing open the door and take in the empty foyer. The beat of the bass from above echoes in the empty space and has me rushing up the stairs, taking two steps at a time. My pulse thrums with adrenaline and desperation to see her, to reassure myself that she’s okay, to protect her, and ultimately, take her home.

I follow the sound of the loud music and cringe. It sounds like she’s having a fucking party in there. Swinging open the bedroom door, my eyes latch on to the back of Ellie and some punk sitting at a desk. A red haze fills my vision, a fury building inside me so quickly it spills over with an inevitable destruction. The punk wraps his arm around the back of Ellie’s chair, both of them oblivious to my presence. His lips being locked against hers fills me with a murderous rage. His fate is sealed.

Launching myself at him, I roar, and he barely has time to register the action before I smash his head into the desk, then I lift him by his hair and slam him again and again.

Ellie springs up from her chair and hammers her small fist into my arm. “Please, stop. Rafael, stop!” she cries, but I ignore every plea.

I tighten my hold on his hair and drag him out of the chair, throwing him to the floor, and withdraw my gun.

“Oh my God, Rafael! No!” She stands in front of the gun while the piece of shit scrambles back toward the bed, his face coated in blood and snot.

“Step away, Ellie.” I gesture with the gun for her to move.

Her eyes are swimming with tears and her bottom lip quivers, causing a pang of guilt to invade me, but I shove it aside, used to diverting my feelings. He touched what’s mine, and that’s unacceptable.

She holds up her hand. “Please listen, Rafael.”

I step forward to shove her aside, but she grips onto my arm as I raise my gun. “You can’t kill him.” The despair radiating from her only angers me further. Does she have feelings for this kid? I refuse to allow her to have feelings for anyone but me. My finger touches the trigger.

“He’s the police commissioner’s son!”

I pause at her words.

The sniveling piece of shit is crying actual tears now, but I ignore him and turn to face Ellie.

“He’s the police commissioner’s son. Please don’t kill him. You’ll be in trouble, Rafael.” Tears stain her beautiful face, with fresh ones falling over them.

“Did you fuck him?” I hiss out.

Her head rears back and her mouth drops open.

“Did you fuck him?” I bellow, and her small body jumps at my tone.

“Of course not!”

I scoff. “You just had your tongue in his filthy fucking mouth, Ellie.”

She clamps her mouth shut and her chest rises and falls as if she’s the one who’s been wronged, the atmosphere between us hypnotic. She’s witnessing my obsession with her spiral, while I wait, hanging on for her admittance, waiting for the green light to end the piece of shit and bring destruction to my family. Because I would torture, slaughter, and decimate every man who walked the earth, then bask in their misery and bathe in the glory of their bloodied souls to save my little doll.

She eventually sighs. “He kissed me.” She rolls her lips. “He only just did it, then you . . .” At least they weren’t having a full-on make-out session. Still, he tasted what’s mine, and that is not acceptable.

“You belong to me, Little Doll,” I whisper.

She steps closer, and this time when she presses on my arm, I let it fall to my side, and the kid blows out a sigh of relief.

Her soft hand cradles my cheek, and all the anger that was there a moment ago slips away with her touch.

Staring into her brown eyes, I tell her how I feel and tell her my truth.

“You possess me.”


Ellie


Darryl scoots closer, and I shuffle away. This was a bad idea, a terrible idea. I’ve gone from having a teenage crush on a guy my age to having a full-on obsession with a guy almost old enough to be my father. Now, each time Darryl says any snarky innuendos or accidentally touches me, I feel like my skin is crawling with a thousand insects and am desperate to brush the sensation away.

When he followed me upstairs after school, I was shocked, but he pointed at my desk and suggested we study there while listening to music. I decided against changing, as there was no way I was getting undressed with him in my bedroom.

His overly affectionate gestures made me second-guess us being in my bedroom, and being alone with him sent bubbles of anxiety through me. I glance at my phone, unsure of whether to ask Jade to come over, but knowing how protective Tommy is of her, that would only cause problems in their relationship, and my friend’s happiness is more important than my silly agreement to house a study session at my house.

“You’re really pretty, Ellie,” he breathes too close to my ear.

Oh shit.

My cheeks heat, and I attempt to shrug off his comment. “Thanks. So back to question four. This student is really struggling with the understanding of Shakespeare’s heart tragedies. Maybe we should hold an additional class for students that will take Shakespeare next year. Let’s face it, they’re already at a disadvantage, and throw in Shakespeare, I can appreciate the confusion.” I smile awkwardly when Darryl sits with his head resting on his elbow, staring at me with a love-struck expression I hadn’t recognized before now.

“You know I tried to make you jealous, with Jade, I mean.”

I roll my eyes. Darryl has always been flirty and tried to screw every girl within a mile radius of him, so the fact he lusted after my best friend is really no surprise. “It’s true. I’ve always liked you, Ellie.” He sits forward, and my mind goes blank at how to divert his attention. The next thing I know, his lips smack mine. Like an idiot, I sit unresponsive, my brain and body not computing what’s happening, and when he tries to coax my mouth open with his tongue, I raise my hand to push him away, but an almighty roar has me jerking back.

Rafael appears from nowhere, grips Darryl by his hair, and slams his face into my desk. Blood splatters over our schoolwork, and I jump up.

Fury flows from him, anger like no other. I’ve never seen anyone so out of control, so feral.

I beg him to stop, tugging on his shirt. “Please, stop. Rafael, stop!”

My eyes swim with tears, and my bottom lip quivers. I hold up my hand. “Please listen, Rafael.”

He throws Darryl to the floor. Blood flows down his face, his good looks tarnished by his disjointed nose and swollen cheekbones.

Rafael pulls out a gun, and my heart plummets, my entire body shakes, and my legs feel like they will give out.

This is the pool scene happening all over again, and it’s too much to bear.

The way his dark eyes are trained on Darryl and the way he’s blocked me out leave me no choice but to try any tactic. I step in front of the gun. “You can’t kill him,” I sob, unable to get him to listen. “He’s the police commissioner’s son!” The thought of Rafael going to prison for me causes my heart to skip a beat. Oliver would lose his father too, and I know too well what it’s like to feel abandoned.

Rafael turns to face me. His nostrils flare and his finger twitches on the trigger while my body remains consumed by panic. Our gazes remain locked and my heart beats faster under his scrutiny.

“He’s the police commissioner’s son. Please don’t kill him. You’ll be in trouble, Rafael.” Fresh tears flow down my face at the enormity of the situation.

“Did you fuck him?” he spits out in anger.

I stumble back.

“Did you fuck him?” he roars louder.

“Of course not!”

He scoffs. “You just had your tongue in his filthy fucking mouth, Ellie.” The hurt in his tone is clear. Even laced with venom, I don’t miss it. Pain flashes over his eyes before he covers it, his Mafia mask slipping into place.

This is his way of lashing out because he is hurting. He caught Darryl and me kissing, and he thought I was into it. “He kissed me, and I swear, he only just did it, then you . . .”

“You’re my little doll,” he whispers, and my heart crumbles. The pain behind his tone has me wanting to comfort him, to remind him I am his.

I step closer to him and press my palm to his arm. This time, he lowers the gun, and relief floods me.

Staring into his dark eyes, I palm his cheek, delighting in the way he turns into me.

“You possess me,” he whispers so low I almost miss it.

Rafael may think I possess him, but he possesses me too.


Chapter Nine


Rafael

“Leave!” I grit out to the piece of shit on the floor. He scrambles to his feet, and I turn to glare at him. “If you say anything . . .”

“I won’t. I swear, I won’t.” Then I give him a firm nod, my eyes drilling into his until he gulps, then scurries out of the room as if his ass is on fire. My finger twitches to add a bullet to him.

“He’s gone.” Her soft voice filters through my budding anger, creeping in and sending an unfamiliar, comforting sensation over my body. I’m unsure if I like it or not. I like to be in control, and everything about Ellie makes me reckless. I’ve never had an obsession with anything before, and the feeling is almost too much to bear.

“Get on your knees.” I keep my voice even and watch her pretty face for a response, expecting her to defy me and give me the perfect excuse to lash out and give her my anger. She surprises me and licks her lips and kneels before me. My cock throbs in my pants at the sight of her on her knees, and I close my eyes to stop my balls from drawing up and coating my boxers in cum. Instead, I focus on the image of her being kissed by the punk. Him taking her lips, my little doll. My fists pump and my temple pulsates as the need to control and punish her while washing away the memory becomes my lifeline to sanity.

“I’m going to wash away his touch,” I grit out while unbuckling my pants.

Her big brown eyes stare back at me, so innocent yet so deadly. “I want you to,” she whispers, and I almost combust with euphoria. My hand grasps my cock, and I hiss as I give it a pump, encouraging the pre-cum to spill from my slit in a stream of pleasure.

Gripping my cock in a tight fist, I pinch the tip to stop myself from coming, then bring it to her lips, slowly dragging it over her top lip. Her warm touch against my slit and seeing the evidence of my pre-cum coat her, compels a whoosh of air to leave my lungs. I repeat the action with her bottom lip, rougher this time, rubbing in my pleasure, forcing her to accept me.

“Open your mouth, Little Doll.”

Her eyes swim with desire, and my lip curls at how much she enjoys me treating her like my toy. She does as I ask, her lips falling open. “Stick out your tongue, let Daddy wash it.”

Her pink tongue sticks out of her mouth, and I swipe the head of my cock up and down it, then pump my cock over it, faster and faster, my aggression building with each stroke. “You never let another man touch you again. Do you understand?” I pump faster, and she nods. Her lips brush over the tip of my cock, and lightning bolts of need burst through me.

I snap my free hand out and grip the back of her silky locks, yanking her head back so she faces the ceiling.

Fuck me, she’s perfect.

The vein running up my cock throbs beneath my fist. Never have I been so eager, so turned fucking on, so desperate in my entire life.

“Don’t swallow! Don’t you dare fucking swallow,” I bite out, and her eyes widen as if understanding.

Pleasure zips up my spine, the sound of my fist working my cock fills the room. Every muscle in my body is pulled tight, threatening to snap under the pressure of my orgasm.

“Fuckkk!” My slit opens, allowing me to spill onto her tongue and over her face. Warmth coats my fingers when it overflows from her mouth and down her chin. My orgasm is violent, full of my insanity, and when the last of my cum escapes, the pressure in my muscles eases, allowing me to relax.

I make quick work of tucking my spent cock into my pants while she remains kneeling, waiting for instruction. Placing two fingers together, I swipe at the cum in her mouth, painting each of her cheeks with my ownership, my possession.

My cum drips from her chin and onto her school blouse, causing my cock to ache. “Open your blouse.”

She scrambles with her buttons, and I swallow thickly at her exposed flesh. A need to see her tits consumes me, but I won’t allow myself, not yet.

I swipe more of my cum from her mouth, and it covers my fingers. “Swallow.” She swallows, and the sound is like an aphrodisiac. “Stand.”

She stands, not reaching my shoulder, and I delight in our size difference, my six-three to her five feet—my little doll to play with.

Then I slide my hand inside her blouse. Loving the way her chest rises and her breath hitches, I slip my fingers past her cotton bra, and when I touch the swell of her small tits, my solid cock aches to touch them too. “Fuck, you’re small, Little Doll.” I finger her nipples, coating them with my cum. “So perfect and small.” I play with her peaks, and my mouth waters to taste myself on her. I slide my other hand to the back of her head, drawing her closer and enjoying the silkiness of her hair while I play with her tit. She whimpers, and my hardening cock squirts pre-cum.

“Are your panties wet?”

“Yes.”

I groan. “Fuck. You like Daddy playing with your tits, don’t you, baby?”

“Yes.”

“Is your little pussy dripping for me?”

Her moan has me plucking at her nipple. “Yes.”

“Such a good girl, letting Daddy wash your mouth and letting him play with you.”

Her body sags into me. “Thank you, Daddy.”

My pulse thrums with want. “Would you like Daddy to touch your little cunt?”

“Oh god,” she says as I swirl my finger over the hardened tip, ensuring it’s well coated with my cum. “Yes, please, Daddy.”

“Mm, you want Daddy’s fingers inside you, don’t you? My needy little doll.”

“Yes.” Her breathy whimper has me retracting my hand from her chest, then hiking up her school skirt and pushing her panties to the side. I’m torn between wanting to see everything and being unable to wait to touch her. The latter wins, and I slip my fingers over her wet pussy lips.

“Fuck, you’re so goddamn wet.” I stroke over her folds, my throat becoming dry at how soft she is.

“Oh god.”

“Mm, my little doll likes her pussy being played with. Let’s see what we have here.” She sucks in a sharp breath as I play with the opening of her hole, swirling my finger around it.

Then with one finger, I slowly edge it inside her.

Holy fuck, she’s small and tight, so fucking tight my boxers become wetter. Her hand grips onto my shirt.

“You’re so fucking small. You can hardly take my finger.” I pump in and out, only ever going as far as halfway. “Let Daddy in.”

“Please,” she begs, and I push in farther, until I’m met with resistance. Her body jolts at the intrusion. “Oh god.”

“Shit.” I withdraw my finger and raise her chin. “Have you never had a cock inside you, Little Doll?”

The flush on her cheeks expands, and nervousness coats her features, making me want to wrap her in my arms and protect her.

“No.” Her gaze searches mine, and the overwhelming urge to protect her and consume her, to keep her, becomes my everything. No one will hurt my little doll, no one will touch her ever again, nobody but me. It’s a feeling like no other. Nothing has ever been inside her. My little doll is all perfect and new to be played with, and that awareness has an intoxicating electricity rushing though my body, so powerful it threatens to detonate my veins.

“I’ll protect you, Little Doll.” I kiss the top of her head and ignore the confusion on her face as I step away from her. “Go pack your bags, we’re leaving.”

“Leaving?”

I pull my phone from my pocket and tap out a text to my team.

Me: I want Ellie’s room cleared when we leave and anything else in the house that looks to be hers.

“Yes, and I want to speak to your father.” I watch for her reaction.

Her head rears back and her eyes widen. “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why do you want to speak to my father?”

Annoyance builds inside me at her questioning. “Because I’m telling him you belong to me now.”

“What does that even mean, Rafael?”

“It means you’re mine.”

“Your what?” She raises an eyebrow.

I face her, taking in the way she shifts from side to side, vulnerability radiating from her, and I itch to give her reassurance, but I’m not sure how.

“My little doll.” Her face falls, and my heart skips a beat at the disappointment rolling off her. She tries to mask it, but my throat becomes dry while I will myself to do better, to give her what she needs. “I’ll look after you,” I say, hoping that’s enough to reassure her.

My phone pings, and I glance down at it.

Kai: The house is empty

Me:?

Kai: EMPTY. There’s nothing downstairs.

My eyes snap up to Ellie’s, and she chews on the inside of her mouth, oblivious to the turmoil waving through me. Just what the fuck is going on?

“Where’s your father?”

Her chest rises. “I don’t know.” How can she not know? Anger has my body vibrating as I stare at her.

“What do you mean, you don’t know? You must fucking know!” I boom, regretting it the moment she flinches.

This time, I try a softer approach. “When was the last time you saw him?”

She swallows and wrings her hands together. “About seven months ago. He goes off on vacations.”

“Seven. Fucking. Months. Ago?”

She huffs. “I’m used to being alone, Rafael.” My heart skips a beat at the way she attempts to conceal her vulnerability, and I hate the fact she’s been put in this predicament.

“Used to it?” I stare at her, eyes wide from the way she shrugs off the fact she’s living here alone.

She turns on her heel and stomps toward the closet, and the tension in my body eases ever so slightly when she takes clothes off the hanging rail and tucks them into a small bag without needing me to reiterate my plans.

“He goes off, living his life with whatever woman he paid for, and sometimes he comes back for a few days.”

I text Kai again.

Me: Find him.

“How long?”

She pokes her head around the closet door. “Huh?”

“How long has he been doing this for?”

She shrugs her shoulder. “Since I was thirteen. Each time he stays away for longer, one day, he won’t come back. I know that.”

I grind my jaw from side to side. I’m going to fucking kill him—slowly.

She continues packing while I take in her room. It’s pretty, pink, and everything I imagine a teenage girl’s room should look like. I touch the photos beside her desk and glance down at the blood splatter with pride. After opening her bathroom door, I step inside and smile at how tidy my little doll is. I lift her various lotions, sniffing them and taking in her scent while making a mental note of the brand of cocoa butter she uses. I’ll ensure she has everything she needs and more. Then I open her toiletry bag and freeze. Pulling the pills out, I drop the bag into the sink, ignoring the scattering of the contents, and anger bubbles inside me. My heart hammers, and I close my eyes while I silently seethe, trying desperately to rein in my temper.

She’s on the fucking pill.

Does she plan on leaving me, leaving us?

To go to college and start a life without us.

I ball my hands into fists.

When I have her little cunt, it will be for keeps; she’s my little doll.

Mine.

Snapping my eyes open, I glance toward the door before pulling my phone from my pockets and firing Kai another message.

Me: I’m going to send you a photo of some pills. I want them replaced with something that can knock her up quickly. The same packaging. She suspects NOTHING.

Kai: Understood.

Shoving the pills back in the bag, I make quick work of stuffing her makeup in with the contents, placing it back on the counter. I smile to myself as my heart rate becomes regular once again, relieved to be back in control.

Then I open the door and step back into her room, and she walks around me and into the bathroom, where she begins to gather up her toiletries along with the birth control pills, the ones that will be replaced by the end of today. I check out her dresser to see what she owns and what she will need. My eyes go wide when I pull open the drawer to find it full of wads of cash. She steps up behind me and slams it shut.

“That’s mine.”

I turn to face her. “For what?”

She crosses her arms over her chest and stares at me with defiance. “My future.”

I scoff and throw my head back on a laugh.

“Don’t be a dick, Rafael. I don’t want anyone touching my shit either.” She glares at me, then swallows. “Please. This is my space. Mine. I don’t have a lot, but I have this.” She waves her hand around the room.

Her eyes become glassy, and I swallow past the lump in my throat. “You have me and you have Oliver.”

Her solemn face lights up, and a smile tugs at her lips.

“Come on, Little Doll. Let’s get you home.”

I shoot a text to Kai.

Me: Leave her room untouched.


Chapter Ten


Ellie

We drive in a comfortable silence.

It’s the first time I’ve let someone know my secret, that my father has practically abandoned me as a teenager. Even Jade. I told her he’s on extended business trips, always failing to mention they’re vacations he pays for women to accompany him on.

A police siren cuts through the air, and I glance through my windshield. “I think they want us to pull over.”

“Of course they fucking do,” Rafael grunts, then presses a button on the steering wheel. “Kai, I’m being pulled over. Deal with it.” He ends the call, then pulls the SUV over to the side of the road.

My heart hammers at knowing Rafael’s background and the atrocities he’s committed in the short time I’ve known him, but contrary to knowing this, I have never felt so safe and secure with someone in my entire life.

He winds down my window, and a familiar face fills it—Gerrard Davis, FBI agent and also Darryl’s brother. His broad physique blocks out the sun and makes me shrink back into the car seat. He bends down, and immediately, his inquisitive stare finds me. “Ellie, what are you doing here?”

I fidget, unsure of what to say. “She’s my nanny, isn’t that right, Little Doll?” Rafael’s broad hand grips onto my bare thigh, and he gives it a squeeze. It’s blatant, as if provoking Gerrard.

I clear my throat and sit up straighter. “I work for Rafael.”

His eyes flit from mine to Rafael’s, a smug grin encompassing Rafael’s face.

“You work for him?”

“She does. She pleases me so well too, don’t you, Little Doll?”

Gerrard’s mouth drops open, then he masks it with a sneer. “Is your father home?” He ignores Rafael’s jibes.

I shuffle from side to side, hating this subject.

“No. He abandoned her again. But she’s eighteen now, aren’t you, baby?” Rafael tucks my hair behind my ear, and I practically swoon. His eyes are full of love and protection, and his lip twitches as if hearing my thoughts. “My little doll is moving in with me.”

Gerrard releases a strangled choking noise before finally saying, “Little Doll?”

Rafael nods. “That’s right. She’s such a good doll for me to play with. All new too.” He trails the tip of his finger down my cheek, causing goose bumps to spread over me in his wake.

I squeeze my thighs together and lick my lips at the intensity behind Rafael’s eyes. “She’s perfect,” he whispers as if it’s just me and him, as if there isn’t a police officer watching our interaction.

“Perfect for you to fuck up!” Gerrard spits out, and I jump at his sharp tone. His face becomes red and his fists clench.

Rafael snaps his searing gaze up toward Gerrard’s before dragging it toward his clenched fists. “You’d know all about that, wouldn’t you?”

His question hangs in the air while Gerrard looks like he’s about to combust. Then his phone rings, breaking the tension, and he takes a step back to answer it. With his stare locked on Rafael, his shoulders tighten, and he nods before ending the call and stepping forward once again.

My heart races with what’s coming next. “You’ll be surprised to know you’re free to leave,” he snipes out.

Rafael chuckles. “Fancy that.” His lip twitches. “I’ll be seeing you, Gerrard.” Then he presses the button to wind the window up, effectively dismissing him.

“Prick,” he grumbles as he starts the engine, leaving me with a thousand questions about just how much power Rafael’s family wields and if I am indeed in too deep.

As his thick tattooed hand clutches my thigh, I can’t help but push away negative thoughts while feeling so consumed by the brooding man sitting next to me. So wanted.


Chapter Eleven


Rafael

Islam my door shut and stride toward her side of the SUV, opening the door before she gets the chance. Then I hold out my hand and the moment her delicate one slips into mine, a fierce inferno of desire coupled with ownership sparks a fire in my bloodstream. A need to tie her to me, to have her by my side and in my bed for an eternity is a feeling so strong my chest becomes constricted.

“Rafael, are you okay?” she whispers, breaking me from my inner struggle.

“Of course.” My voice comes across as unsure, husky.

“I don’t have to stay here.” She glances toward the house.

My hand tightens on hers. She’s never fucking leaving; what the hell is she thinking? “You’re staying,” I snap. Then, with my thumb, I tilt her chin up to face me. “This is your home now.” She sways under my commanding stare, then nods as if seeing there’s no point in fighting me. She’ll never win. “Come on.” I lean over her and grab her small backpack, then head toward the front door.

The moment she steps foot into my home, my pulse settles, I’m in control here. I know I can keep her safe.

She spins on her heels to face me. “Is Oliver in bed?”

“He is,” I confirm. “Rosalita settled him.”

Her eyes dart away, and I feel the need to reassure her, so I trail my finger down her cheek. “You aren’t going to leave us again, are you, Little Doll?” My tone is laced in a warning, one she understands well, given the way her throat bobs.

“No,” she whispers.

“Good girl, now go upstairs to your room.”

She does as she’s told and climbs the stairs while I follow behind. Watching her small ass bounce with each step has my cock hard as granite, the tip rubbing against my belt and forcing me to grit my teeth at the sensation and the need to take out my aggravation on her.

When we turn into her room, my cock leaks with enthusiasm. The door clicks shut, and I drop her bag to the floor. She remains frozen as she takes in what I’ve arranged for her.

Lilac freesias adorn every surface of her room. I step forward until her back hits my chest, then curl my arm around her waist and tug her tightly against me. “I watched the footage back and saw how much you liked those flowers. The way you blushed when he gifted you one, I was angry, with both of you, Little Doll.” She sucks in a sharp breath and shudders. “Do you like what I’ve created, what I gifted you too?” My cock stands to full attention, and I refrain from grinding it into her back for relief and wait for her response.

When she moves, I allow her to, dropping my hands to my sides as I stand uncomfortably. I have never bought a woman flowers in my entire life, let alone a room full of them. Nervousness bubbles inside me, not something I’m used to, so I stuff my hands into my pockets while I wait for a reaction.

She swallows, and her cheeks turn that pretty shade of pink I’ve come to adore. “They’re beautiful, thank you.” There’s a repute on the tip of my tongue to tell her she’s the one that’s beautiful, but I stop myself. I’m not a pussy, nor do I intend to be one.

“What now?” She fidgets with her hands in front of her.

“Now Daddy’s going to fill your little cunt with his cock.” Her breath hitches, the sound like a drug, and I’m the addict eager for his next fix.

I step forward, and the way I loom over her petite frame sends a bolt of excitement through me. “Such a perfect little doll,” I coo as I stroke her silky locks between my thick fingers, relishing the comforting feel.

“Will it hurt?”

My balls draw up with a need to ravish, mark, and destroy her little body until it breaks, then tenderly kiss her back together, caring for her in a way so foreign it has my boxers flooding with pre-cum.

“I don’t do gentle, and I can’t wait to have the blood of your innocence coating my cock, where it belongs.” I stroke down her face, over her jawline, and my thumb grazes her bottom lip, the one that stretched around me so well. Like a good little doll wanting to please her daddy.

She trembles and I revel in it. “May-maybe I need a safe word.”

My lip curls in disdain. “No safe words, my pretty little doll because, simply, you won’t be safe. Daddy wants to break you. Just imagining it gets me so fucking hard.” I take her small hand and place it over my solid cock, delighting in the gasp that leaves her little lips, the sensation almost overpowering.

With my hand covering hers, I pump my length through my pants.

“Oh god,” she breathes. “Youuu-you want to break me?”

A sadistic chuckle erupts from my chest. “I’m going to do more than break you. I’m going to tear your pretty little cunt apart, shatter and destroy you. Then I’m going to fix my little doll back together, piece by piece. I’m going to show you just how much I possess you.”

“What if I don’t want you to break me? What if I don’t like what you’re going to do to me?”

“You will,” I say with confidence as her pupils dilate. “You’ll love it.”

“What if I just say no? Instead of a safe word, I can say no?”

I let out a maniacal sneer, and my cock jumps, causing her stunning eyes to widen like a deer in the headlights. “I’ll just fuck you harder.” My voice is deep, cold, and sadistic, but I speak the truth, every word of it.

She tilts her head to the side, appearing deep in thought. “You like being told no?”

I step back, disconnecting us, but I do it for a reason. I’m hanging on by a fucking thread, and I need her consent before I ruin her. Ruin me.

I tip her chin up to face me, and the way her neck strains to accommodate my action has my cock throbbing. I’ve never felt so much attraction to anyone before, and I’ve never felt the pure unadulterated need to fuck someone so hard, as if punishing them for forcing me to want them so badly.

“The moment you say yes, you say it to everything I have to offer. I like to fuck hard, Ellie. So fucking hard, you’re going to hurt. I want to use all your holes, but most of all, I want your pleasure. I want you to want it all. I want you to scream no for me when you really mean yes. No will get you fucked harder. No will make me unravel. No frees my beast, Little Doll.”

She swallows, and I feel it all the way down to my balls. Fuck, I need her. I need her in my bed, by my side, and with a baby in her belly, securing our future together.

The atmosphere surrounding us feels catalytic, like our dynamic could change at any moment, and I’m eager for it, desperate. Placing my palm on her cheek, I relish the way she turns into my touch. “Say yes,” I murmur so low I’m unsure if she heard me.

My throat constricts, waiting for her to respond. Our gazes remain locked, her eyes telling me a thousand things, each of her thoughts full of uncertainty, full of a need to be protected by the man who promises to break her. “You’re my little doll to protect. My little doll to care for. All fucking mine.”

“Yours,” she replies, taking my breath away. “Yes, Rafael.”

My spine straightens. Does she mean it? Is she giving me the control I crave, the desire to possess her like she possesses me.

“Louder!”

She slowly licks her lips, and the movement has anticipation thrumming through my entire body.

“Yes! I’m yours, Rafael.”

I grab her beneath her arms, hoisting her up without trying. Then I launch her onto the bed, and she bounces on the mattress with a playful smile encompassing her pretty face.

“Strip naked for me. Let me see my little doll bare.” My voice comes out with a bite to it, giving away exactly how I feel—unhinged.

A need to dominate her burns me from the inside, causing the room to radiate with the sexual tension I’m feeling.

“I’m about to break you, and you’re going to love every second of it.”


Chapter Twelve


Ellie

“Strip naked for me. Let me see my little doll bare.” My breath catches in my throat. “I’m about to break you, and you’re going to love every second of it.” Holy shit, I want that.

Every word Rafael uttered sent a thrill of desire through me. The way he explained how he wants to use me like nothing more than a doll, had my panties soaked and my thighs clenching. I want that. I want to give myself over to this brooding, powerful, filthy man. The thought of him using me, then showing me a tenderness I am almost positive is reserved solely for me, drives me to scramble back on my elbows and fumble with unbuttoning my blouse. I can’t believe I’m doing this, handing myself over to a deadly Mafia man that has so much power it oozes from him. He’s literally killed someone for looking at me. He’s told me he wants to tear me apart, that he won’t be gentle, and we won’t have safe words. I’m about to give him my virginity, and yet, I can’t think of anyone more deserving.

The way his stare penetrates my soul, holding it captive, has my heart racing and my pussy dripping. His dark eyes surge through my skin, pulling out my soul, devouring me, and I couldn’t be happier about it.

I slip the blouse off my shoulders.

“The skirt.” His heavy breaths fill the air. “Do the skirt next.” His gaze never wavers as he strokes over his solid length, and I gulp at the size of it constrained behind his pants. I slip my zipper down and scoot my ass out of the skirt, dropping it over the edge of the bed to the floor.

“Your bra. Slip those little tits over the top of your bra first.” His tone is full of need, a raw edge to it, promising me the fervor he’s promised.

His pupils dilate and his jaw tightens as I slowly slip the bra to rest below my tits, pushing my small tits up and causing my nipples to peak. He audibly swallows, and I rejoice in it. The way he’s clearly struggling gives me the confidence I would normally lack. “Fuck, I bet I could fit it all in my mouth.” His Adam’s apple slides down his throat and his chest heaves.

“Open your legs, Little Doll. Let Daddy see your panties.”

I slowly spread them, and his gaze snaps to my cotton panties. My cheeks heat, knowing he can see the damp spot.

He rolls his head from side to side, then unbuttons his shirt, and his focus never leaves my panties. He looks starved, crazed, and angry all rolled into one.

Each slip of a button has my heart beating faster, and when he finally exposes his chest, I suck in a sharp breath at his beauty.

Tattoos cover his chest and stomach, darkening him and only amplifying his already lethal appearance, and yet I itch to explore each of them, to discover the abs and ridges that lie beneath. My mouth is suddenly dry, and I lick my lips with a need to touch him.

“Do it, Little Doll. Touch Daddy if that’s what you want.” His voice is choked, as if this is just as difficult for him as it is for me.

Moving onto my knees, I shuffle toward him, and his eyes dart down to my exposed tits, then back to my face. His hands are curled into tight fists, as if struggling to contain himself, and when I rest my hands on his shoulders, he hisses through his teeth. I start my journey at the barbed wire traveling up one side of his neck and to the back of his ear, then I follow it down to the knuckle dusters and daggers that litter his chest. His warmth seeps into my skin, and his masculine sandalwood scent wraps around me, causing my nipples to ache for his touch. I press a gentle kiss against the cross in the center of his chest, and his body tenses. “Little Doll,” he warns, “I’m hanging on by a thread here.”

I bite into my lip to stop myself from giggling.

My fingers glide over his raised flesh. “You have a lot of scars.” My voice is laced with concern I do nothing to conceal. It pains me to see them, knowing he has experienced some form of hurt. A way I could never imagine.

“War wounds,” he quips.

“I don’t like the thought of you being hurt.” My throat clogs with emotion.

A dark chuckle has my gaze snapping to his. “And all this monster wants to do is hurt you, Little Doll.” His finger grazes down my cheek, and as if hypnotized, I turn into his touch.

“I want you to hurt me,” I mutter.

His lip curls up into a smile, and I feel that smile through my body, knowing I put it there, and knowing I pleased him has me desperate to give him so much more.

“Very well.”

His hand leaves my face, and my shoulders fall, then he unbuckles his belt, and my pulse skitters with trepidation. This is it; this is the moment he takes me.

I sit back on my heels, and he tugs the belt from his pants, then shocks me by pulling out a switchblade from his pant pocket and flicking it open, causing anxiety to creep up my spine.

“Lift your hair.”

Using one hand, I lift my hair from my shoulders and hold it up. “Like this?”

“Good.” He slices through my bra, and it falls to the sheets. “Now you’re mine, Little Doll. All fucking mine.”

“Yours.”

“Now, lie down so Daddy can fuck that untouched cunt of yours nice and hard.” My body trembles at the promise in his tone, and I do as he asks. “I’m going to make you bleed, Little Doll. Daddy is going to tear your little pussy open for his cock and force it to be mine.” His lip turns up at the end, and his cock jumps in his pants, and my pussy clenches.

He drops his pants, then pushes down his boxers, exposing the defined V and his solid thick length that drips with pre-cum. My eyes widen at the size of him, now the realization that he’s going to take my virginity has him appearing bigger than ever before. I shift away, nervousness consuming me. How the hell is he going to fit?

His tattooed hand pumps his cock, and he hisses through gritted teeth. “Fuck, you’re going to stretch for me, Ellie. Your little cunt is going to bleed so much for me.”

Oh shit, he’s getting off on this. He likes the thought of me bleeding for him.

“Push your panties to the side. Let Daddy see your little pussy.”

His filthy words send a flurry of excitement through me, wiping out my nervousness. I push the cotton panties to the side. “You’re wet, baby. You’re all wet for Daddy’s cock.” He pumps faster. “Open yourself up nice and wide for Daddy to see your wet cunt.”

“Oh god.”

My hands move quickly, and I part my folds for him.”

“Fuck!” he growls. “You want Daddy’s thick cock to tear your little cunt open, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I pant out.

“You’re a dirty little fuck doll for Daddy, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” My chest heaves as wetness slips from me.

“Stroke your nipples, Little Doll. Coat your nipples for me.” I run my fingers through my wetness, then bring them to my nipples. He watches with heavy eyes as I cover them in my wetness. “Play with them while Daddy pushes his big cock inside you.” He mounts the bed and kneels between my legs. The heat radiates from him, and the moment I stroke over my nipples, I buck my hips, desperate for his touch.

His firm hands grip my thighs, and he thrusts my legs open wider, then tears through my panties. His cock leaks a stream of pre-cum onto the mattress, and my insides pulsate with need.

His finger trails down my slit, gliding through my wetness before he pushes it into my pussy. “Fuck, you’re tiny.” He pumps it in and out, watching the motion as he licks his lips. I sag into the mattress when he withdraws his finger, only to tense up again when he replaces it with the thick head of his solid cock.

He strokes the head up and down my slit, and I moan when he circles my clit. “You’re a greedy little slut for Daddy.”

I moan wantonly, and when he slaps his cock against my pussy, I practically buck off the mattress. “Please.”

“You want Daddy to force himself inside you, don’t you?”

“Yesss.”

“That’s right. My innocent little doll is a slut for her daddy, making him jealous.” A thrill shoots up my spine at him admitting that he’s jealous.

He rests the head of his cock at my entrance. “Daddy’s going to take you now, Little Doll. Daddy’s going to make you a big girl.” Our eyes lock, his stare drills into mine with such intensity I find it all-consuming. Every cell in my body is alive, waiting for him to spark the match, to detonate me, to wreck me completely for anyone else.

He inches inside and the stretch of my pussy has me wincing and my hands darting out to grip the sheets.

“Daddy!”


Rafael


Jesus. Fucking. Christ. I’ve felt nothing like it before. Her wet little pussy is stretched to capacity, and I’m barely a couple of inches inside and could already blow my fucking load. Maybe I should? Maybe giving her my cum would help ease inside her.

Screw that. I want to come knowing my cum will coat her womb and fill her with my baby—my ultimate goal. “Ahhh, I don’t think you’re going to fit.” She tries to push me away, and I smirk in delight at her lame attempt. Nothing could stop this from happening. Nothing would stop me from taking her now.

I want her to feel every fucking inch of me, to take some of the pain that I endure every day she’s in my vicinity. I thrust a little deeper, enjoying her little whimpers as I ease inside her. Her hands dart out to grab the sheets, and her thighs attempt to close around me.

“Daddy!” she screams as I push another inch inside her, clenching her legs.

“Hold your fucking legs open!” I bark, and she responds like the good girl I know her to be, only adding to exhilaration as my cock throbs with gratitude. Her hands clench her thighs so deep her fingernails will leave marks, and I smirk at the thought. “Hold them up for Daddy. Let me see you.” She moves her hands to accommodate my demand, and I revel in it. The position she’s in exposes her glistening pussy taking my cock, and I push in deeper. “Fuck, that’s tight, baby.” I grunt as my cock sinks inside her deeper.

“Ahhh. It hurts bad.” Her lip wobbles.

My balls draw up. “Shut the fuck up, Little Doll, and take Daddy’s cock like a good girl.”

My eyes roll in euphoria. I’ve never felt anything so powerful in my entire life. She’s my every-fucking-thing.

“Oh god!” Her eyes widen and her hands come up to my chest, pushing at me, almost tipping me over the edge with her struggle to take me.

I take a hold of her wrists in each hand and pin them beside her head as I thrust deeper until the tip of my cock touches her barrier, the perfect little line I’m about to cross over to make her a woman. My woman, and the mother of my children.

I withdraw to my tip, and a thrill shoots up my spine when her little body sags in relief before I surge forward with such wild abandon, her entire body freezes and her mouth falls open on a silent scream. When the warmth of her virginal blood floods my cock, I’ve no choice but to pump her full of my cum. Thrust after fucking thrust, faster and faster, forcing the headboard to bang against the wall.

As I withdraw, I watch in fascination at the streaks of her innocence covering me.

“You bled on Daddy’s cock, Little Doll. You covered my cock in your blood.” I power back inside her, and the force has her gasping for breath.

My hips move of their own accord while she lies still, in shock, as I slam into her torn little cunt, using it as I need it.

“Fuck. Fuck, that’s it.” Thrust. “Take Daddy’s cum, take my cock inside your tight hole, Little Doll.”

Her sobs spur me on, her tears a stimulant for my craving. My desire for her consumes me, every thick inch of my cock now assaulting my little doll, ensuring she’s mine forever. It’s perfectly molded to fit my cock. Only mine.

“My little girl, my little slut.” Slam. “My perfect little doll.”

My balls draw up, and my cock pulsates, my vision blurs in the most intense orgasm I’ve ever experienced, something so profound it’s fundamental in our relationship. My cum shoots inside her, coating her, enabling me to own her forever.

This dynamic between us has changed.

It’s the moment I realize she owns me.


Chapter Thirteen


Rafael

Sweat coats my skin, and my heart races as I withdraw from her small swollen hole. She doesn’t even attempt to hide her tear-streaked face as she watches me with trepidation in her eyes.

I slide out of her perfect cunt, and it drips with cum and blood, our combined desire. My cock is also streaked with the same innocence, and I fucking relish it.

A sudden need to taste her blood, to experience her first time on my tongue, has my still-hard cock throbbing.

“Touch your pussy, baby. Feel what Daddy did to you.” Her eyes widen and she sniffles. With a trembly hand, she touches her hole, and I almost combust again and have no choice but to wrap my fist around my cock as she explores herself.

“Put my cum on your nipples, Little Doll. Then let Daddy lick them clean for you.”

Lust fills her eyes as she removes her fingers and holds them up. “It’s . . . it’s covered in blood.”

The sight has my hips thrusting in rhythm with my fist. A deep-seated growl commands me. “I know. It’s fucking beautiful.” I exhale on a groan.

She nods, then her hand caresses her small tit and circles her nipple with our juices, and my mouth waters with a craving to taste her.

I scramble down the bed. “Rafael. Rafael, what are you . . .” I latch onto her perfect, throbbing clit. My hungry tongue toys with it before moving lower, and I breathe in our scent. I bask in our glory, and when her innocence touches my tongue, my blood burns with a possessive control at the taste of her innocence, and I become overwhelmed with feral passion, and a need to have her feel the same way powers through me.

I lap at our juices, suck on her clit, and devour her little pussy. Her hand fists my hair, spurring me on. I groan into her as she lifts her hips to grind against my face, coating me in our desire, painting my face in her innocence.

“Oh god, Daddy. Don’t stop. Don’t stop doing that, please. Mmm.” She thrusts into my touch, and this time, I plunge two of my fingers inside her up to my rings. Her pussy convulses, and her head is thrown back. She screams as I crawl up her body, and as she comes down from her orgasm, our eyes lock while I hold myself above her.

Without giving her any other option, I drive my tongue into her mouth while she attempts to shove me away with her small hand pushing against my chest, but need consumes me, knowing she is tasting her blood. Her innocence on my tongue only drives me wilder as I nip at her lip.

I pull back, breathless and desperate for more of her. “Taste your blood on my tongue, taste all your innocence, Little Doll. Taste us.” Our mouths collide in a messy kiss, filled with impulsive craving, covered in blood and driven by desire. Using my free hand, I push my cock into her hole once again, filling every inch of her with my thickness.

The mattress creaks and the headboard pounds against the wall in a drumming rhythm. My grunts and groans become animalistic as I sink my teeth into her flesh, marking her with my bite, determined to leave no part of her untouched. My steel cock drives into her harder and harder, and her whimpers turn into cries of pleasure when I swirl my hips to bring her comfort, rubbing her little clit in the process. “My little doll is taking Daddy’s cock so good.”

“So good,” she repeats breathlessly.

“Such a good Little Doll,” I grunt, and sweat coats me like a second skin.

Her whimpers and moans of ecstasy shroud my body in wonderment, and a feeling of pure contentment ripples through me.

This is where my future lies, with my little doll beneath me.


Chapter Fourteen


Rafael

Ierupted inside her again while her small body withered beneath mine, her orgasm hitting her so hard she passed out.

Now I lie beside her, taking in every inch of her marked skin, no longer flawless to the naked eye, yet even more perfect than before.

The tips of my fingers graze over the blemishes, a complete contrast to my usual fucks whom I abandon as soon as I’ve come, not even caring whether they were fulfilled. Yet, my little doll was given my everything, including my cum for us to procreate. I smile at the thought as my hand lingers over her small stomach, and imagining it filled with my baby has my cock hardening.

My phone buzzes from the floor somewhere, and I know my father will track me down. My absence at the club tonight has no longer gone unnoticed. With a heavy sigh, I throw off the sheet and grab my pants, digging around for my phone. Six missed calls from him and multiple messages from Kai, no doubt informing me of my father’s fury.

A soft whimper has my eyebrows furrowing, and when I turn to face her, my heart does a peculiar leap at the sight.

The lighting from the bathroom fills the room, and streaks of blood mark the white sheets, along with her thighs, while her messy hair is splayed out on the pillows, giving away her thoroughly fucked position. I smirk at the thought, proud of the way she’s on display for me.

If I wasn’t being summoned, I’d coat her skin with my cum while she sleeps, but with a twinge of irritation, I stride toward the bathroom, preparing to shower and go back to work.

Her toiletries line the countertop, and I smile inwardly as I bypass them to switch on the jets. Then I turn back to take in her products. Placing my phone on the counter, I lift them one by one to scrutinize which item delivers her familiar scent. My gaze latches onto my reflection in the mirror, and my chest tightens as I tilt my head to assess the mark on my neck. Bloody fingerprints paint me, and small indentations from her nails bore into my skin. My heart hammers and my pulse races as I lick my lips at the memory.

“Beautiful little doll.”

Washing away her touch is too much to bear, and my hands grip the counter to steady me as the thought hits me like a Mack truck. I refuse to do it. I refuse to wash away her touch, her innocence.

I’ll ensure her mark is permanent. No one will take it from me.

I snatch up my phone and dial Kai. “Thank fuck, your fathe—”

“Listen to me. I want Zed at my house in fifteen minutes. No excuses.”

“Zed?”

I’m sure Kai is wondering what the hell is happening, but I sure as fuck don’t intend on wasting time telling him. He’ll see soon enough.

“Zed,” I confirm. “Fifteen minutes.” I end the call with a grin when I imagine the expletives leaving his mouth at my insanity.


Chapter Fifteen


Ellie

Iturn over with a groan, my body feeling like I’ve been in an accident. When I move my legs, they feel bruised. My thighs have taken the brunt. “Jesus,” I grumble, moving to sit up as I wince at the brightness streaming through the tilted blinds.

Opening my eyes, I take in the sheets, and the blood coating them has my pulse racing. I dart my eyes toward the space beside me, sending my heart falling to the floor, thinking about his absence.

Memory after memory assault me from last night, each one heating my cheeks and causing my core to squirm. I bite into my lip with a smile, remembering how wild Rafael was for me.
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After showering, dressing, and taking my pill, I head downstairs and into the kitchen. It’s a little after ten, and Oliver is in lessons all morning, so I go about my business creating a quick breakfast and pouring a glass of juice. In a bubble of happiness, I bounce on the balls of my feet. Rafael told me to make myself at home, so I smile as I chop a few strawberries and place some aside for Oliver’s snack after his lessons this morning, eager to keep my little man happy.

Sitting at the counter, I sip my juice and scroll through my phone, looking for activities for myself and Oliver that might help with his verbal skills. It’s something we can do later, after his lessons.

A message from Jade pops up,

Jade: Heard you got yourself a Mafia Daddy.

Me: (roll eye emoji)

Jade: Rafael is hot as fuckkkk.

Jade: Just not my kind.

I smile to myself, kind of relieved my best friend isn’t interested in Rafael.

Me: I’m his nanny.

Jade: His or Oliver’s?

I spit my juice across the counter, then quickly bend over to grab the kitchen tissue and wipe it up.

Jade: Do you read him a bedtime story, or does he read you one?

I snort at her message.

Me: I’m Oliver’s nanny, dumbass, and you know it.

Jade: I can imagine. So did you suck?

My eyes widen.

Jade: His face, obvs.

I throw my head back on the laugh. She didn’t mean face at all.

Me: Go away. I’m planning the rest of my day with Oliver.

Jade: Sure. Have fun!

Flicking my finger, I scroll back through Pinterest and decide we will use paints. I glance around the kitchen, and a lady wanders in. She has thick black hair pulled into a messy bun, with silver strands littering it. She’s small but taller than me, with an apron around her waist, and looks to be in her sixties. I scrunch up my nose, knowing I’m not good with ages. I can only assume this is Rosalita, the housekeeper Rafael spoke of.

“Hello, my name is Rosalita,” she confirms with a beaming smile. “Housekeeper.”

I clear my throat. “Nice to meet you. I’m Ellie, the new nanny for Oliver.”

Her eyes scan me up and down before latching onto my neck, and she chuckles. “You’re more than a nanny. I know this.” She winks, and my eyes widen as heat travels over my face. She hums to herself while I continue scrolling through my phone, planning the perfect activity.

Glancing up, I scan the room, trying to figure out where will be best to let Oliver get messy with paints.

“You appear lost. What’s wrong, child?” she asks, lifting a brow as she takes ingredients from the fridge.

I ignore her referring to me as a child, knowing her sweet demeanor wouldn’t mean it as an insult.

“I want a space for Oliver and me to do arts and crafts, but I’m not sure where’s best.”

A smile encompasses her face. “Down corridor. In classroom.” She points toward a door that Rafael said was Oliver’s education wing.

“Is Oliver working in there now?”

Her face falls, and she nods, causing awareness to prickle beneath my skin and the hairs on the back of my neck to rise.

“Poor boy. Crying.” She clucks her tongue and shakes her head.

My body stills on her words. “Crying?” An urge to reassure him hits me in the chest.

She nods, but I don’t give her a chance to explain. I jump off the barstool and march toward the classroom to find out just what the hell that sweet little boy is crying for.

Opening the door to the room reveals that it’s not even furnished appropriately for its designated purpose. The walls are bare. They’re lacking color, emotion, and, more importantly, not fit for someone his age.

His sniffles garner my attention, and before I know what I’m doing, I’m scooping him into my arms to cradle him against me. His small arms go around my neck, and the hammering of my heart subsides with my little man in my arms.

“Shhh, it’s okay, little man. I’m here.”

A throat clears, and I spin on my heels to face an older gentleman with a stern face and even sterner eyes. He doesn’t look like someone who has a toddler’s best interest at heart; he looks like he’s a professor who belongs in a university. The thought almost knocks me for six.

“And you are?” He stands to his full height, his gaze sharpening for battle, and I swallow hard as I step back.

Panic sets in. I interrupted Oliver’s lesson with no forewarning or Rafael’s consent. “El . . .” Oliver’s tears drip onto my neck as he attempts to speak for me. “My El . . .” My heart crumbles at his muffled words.

“Shhh, baby. It’s okay. I’ll look after you.” He pulls back to view my face. Tear streaks mark his plump little cheeks and have my body tightening. Just how long has he been crying? I grind my teeth before bringing my attention back to the man standing before me. I straighten my shoulders, preparing to go to war for Oliver.

“Who the hell are you?” he snipes out, disdain oozing from him as he looks me up and down with a sneer. No doubt taking in Rafael’s shirt. It’s so long it covers my jean shorts, appearing more like a dress than anything else, or maybe he thinks I’m naked beneath it. The thought causes unease to creep over me.

I lift my chin. “I’m Oliver’s nanny.”

He chokes on a sarcastic laugh, startling me. “Nanny? The boy doesn’t need mollycoddling. He needs being made a man of.”

My mouth falls open. A man? “He’s three years old!” I spit back.

His eyes sharpen. “I’m well aware of his age. He can barely string a sentence together. He’s an embarrassment to the family.”

I reel back on my heels, my blood boils, and the sound of my heart beating creates a whooshing in my ears. Anger like never before overcomes me as I glare at the man.

Oliver’s small fingers stroke through my hair, reminding me he’s in my arms, and thankfully, grounding me enough not to rip the man’s eyeballs from their sockets and stamp on the beady offenders. Instead, I head toward the door, ignoring his grumbles along the way. I march through the kitchen and head straight toward Rafael’s office.

As I approach, I hear hushed voices and see a guard standing beside the door. He moves toward me but backs off after I glare at him and glance at Oliver.

Swinging open the office door, I ignore the men seated opposite Rafael, too angry to care. His darkened gaze meets mine and his shoulders relax until he sees Oliver in my arms. He’s out of his chair and standing in front of me in the blink of an eye.

“Leave,” he barks in the men’s direction as his eyes scan over Oliver. “What happened?”

The door shuts behind the men.

“That man you have teaching him is awful.”

Rafael’s hand strokes over Oliver’s hair, but stops when I continue my tirade. “I don’t want him anywhere near him, Rafael.”

His eyebrows shoot up, and his eyes narrow, but I refuse to back down. Oliver deserves better than having someone treat him this way.

“You don’t want him anywhere near him?” His words come out slow, with an almost deadly threat laced among them.

I let Oliver slide down my arms and onto the floor, where he moves to stand behind me, his small hand holding on to my shirt. That move alone anchors me to the spot, giving me the strength I need to stand up for him.

My eyes burn with fire, annoyed that Rafael allows this to happen but knowing he was probably raised the same way, worse even. The thought has sympathy trickling in and taking over the anger, allowing me to think clearly before I speak.

“That man is causing your son to cry, Rafael. Whatever historic educational system he has in place is nothing short of barbaric, and I refuse to let Oliver be a victim.” My voice rises with emotion as I explain my point. “He needs love and nurturing, not whatever rubbish that old goat is spieling to him.” Rafael’s lip twitches, and the move only angers me further.

“I’m telling you”—I point toward Rafael—“I don’t want him anywhere near him. In fact, I want a list of everyone that works with Oliver, and I want to meet them personally before I decide if they’re worthy.”

“Worthy?” Rafael rears back.

“Yes, worthy. He deserves the best, and that’s what he’s going to get. I refuse for him to have subpar or outdated so-called professionals; he deserves the best.” I stamp my foot, then wince at how demanding and petulant I’m acting.

He strokes his hand over his jaw as he watches me. “That old goat Doctor Philips is one of the best.”

A shocked noise lodges in my throat. “In what era? The man is a dinosaur. He’s so outdated he should be extinct.”

Humor spreads over Rafael’s face. “Are you suggesting I kill him?”

My heart skips a beat at his insinuation. Holy shit. I stare back at him, unblinking, searching for all seriousness. Then, like a tsunami, panic floods me, and I realize I may have gone too far. Rafael is, after all, the Mafia. What the hell have I done?

“Nnnn-no.” I drag a hand through my hair. “No, please don’t do that. I just don’t want him working with Oliver again.” My throat becomes dry, like sand, but I will myself to speak. “Please, don’t hurt him.”

He drags a finger over his lip, his gaze darting from mine to Oliver’s before his features soften, then he turns toward his desk and presses his phone.

“Kai. I want all staff associated with Oliver escorted off the estate and new applicants on my desk no later than Wednesday.” His eyes dart to mine, as if seeking for approval, and I bite into my lip, giving him a nod. A sense of accomplishment ripples through my body, and I find it difficult not to pump my fist in the air like a child winning an important game. All because Rafael has considered my suggestions, and better yet, acted on them.

Rafael looks down toward Oliver. “And tell Rosalita to collect Oliver from my office once she’s made him an ice cream sundae.” He winks in Oliver’s direction, and my heart soars. Ending the call, he turns his attention back to me. His face becomes stoic as he stares through me while I struggle to swallow at the intensity behind his eyes. “Now, what am I going to do with you?” His dark voice delivers a warning, one that has me taking a step back from him, knowing how volatile he can be.


Chapter Sixteen


Rafael

Fury flooded my veins at being interrupted without so much as a knock on the door, and when I delivered my deadly glare toward the perpetrator, my anger dissipated within a matter of seconds. Seeing Ellie standing before me, cradling my son in her arms, had me rushing to her side. My first thought was Oliver was sick. Never in a million years did I expect the issue to be regarding his home-schooling system.

Her simmering with anger at how Oliver is schooled only intensified my already ravenous, uncontrollable feelings toward her. She is not only beautiful, and completely innocent, but she is also strong and unperturbed about danger. Something I will need to address at a later date, but seeing her stand up for my son leaves me with no doubt she will be the perfect mother.

Rosalita clicks the door shut, taking Oliver with her, and Ellie’s cheeks pinken under my dark scrutiny. She fidgets on her feet and tugs on my shirt. My chest fills with pride at her wearing it.

“Are you wearing shorts beneath my shirt?” I raise an eyebrow.

Her mouth falls open. “Of course.”

I sigh as the air thickens between us.

“I just want to protect him,” she blurts, and her flush deepens.

My finger strokes her heated cheek, and a small puff of air escapes her lips, a clear indicator to the effect I have on her.

“I know you do, baby.”

Her tense body relaxes slightly.

“But you can’t come storming in here. Especially when I’m in the middle of a meeting.” I leave my voice firm. Even though I don’t fucking care about the meeting, I don’t let on it’s meaningless compared to her and my son.

She glances down at her feet. “I understand.”

“I should punish you.” My fingers tremble as I stroke over her skin. I want to punish her. Need to punish her. Yet, I’d rather give her pleasure. Another first for me.

I shake my head at the notion, unwilling to acknowledge it.

“Is your pussy sore?” The thought of her still feeling where my cock powered into her tight cunt has it thickening in my slacks.

“Ye-yes.”

I lift her chin with my thumb and forefinger, and her brown eyes latch onto mine, anchoring me, pleading with me to show mercy when every part of me screams to unleash, to break her.

Maybe I could have both. Maybe I could show her how I feel while delivering what I need.

“Take off your shorts and panties and lean over my desk. I want to see my little doll’s pussy.”

Her chest rises and her gaze darts to my desk. Noticing the pile of paperwork preventing her from finding a spot to follow my command, I swipe the contents to the floor and nod for her to undress.

Her coy smile has my blood pumping. My cock is going in her pussy, no matter how sore she is. It’s all I’ve been able to think about: her small whimpers and cries of pain and the way her cunt wrapped around me like a vise as I took what I needed from her, and she allowed it. My perfect little submissive doll.

I step back, and she drops her shorts and panties to the floor. “Unbutton your shirt, Little Doll. Let Daddy see those little tits.”

Her fingers shake as she opens each button, exposing more and more of her olive skin as she does, then she discards the shirt to the floor too.

“Lean over the desk,” I demand.

She audibly swallows, and I revel in her nervousness, but she complies without hesitation, and my cock spurts with excitement.

Unbuckling my belt, I tug it from my pants, not missing the shiver racking her slight frame as I do so.

My mouth waters to taste her, and when I kick her feet apart, her swollen pussy is barely visible, but enough to make me reconsider my actions. I ignore the foreign feeling of guilt as eagerness to taste her pumps through my veins like an uncontrollable poison, filling them with hostility and annoyance at the way my body begs for hers. The way I lose my carefully constructed control around her and question everything I’ve ever known is confusing. It’s dangerous and destructive, but I’m not even willing to attempt to stop it. Not when I want her so much.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Little Doll. Now Daddy is going to punish you.”

I fold the belt in half. “I’m going to whip your ass, and you’re going to apologize after each lash. Do you understand?” I trail my finger over her ass cheek, delighting in the goose bumps spreading over her skin like a wildfire.

“Ye-yess.”

Taking a step back, I raise the belt and swipe it through the air, and the crack on her ass forces her body to buck. When she cries out, my cock leaks in my boxers. “I-I’m sorry, Daddy.” A sob erupts from her, and a thrill of excitement surges through me.

I repeat the motion.

CRACK.

She sniffles as she gathers her words. “I’m sorry.”

CRACK.

Again, the belt sails through the air, slapping against her ass so hard, it leaves a crimson welt.

“Daddy’s little doll takes his belt so well,” I coo as I stroke my hand over her reddened globe. She cries out at my touch, then I step back and slap it against her skin, harder this time.

CRACK.

She screams but does not try to stop me, and the fact she’s accepting this only gets me harder.

“Daddy’s little belt slut. You need punishing, Little Doll.”

CRACK.

“I-I’m sorry,” she mumbles through tears.

Another lash rains down on her, and her body jumps at the impact. Then, as I raise the belt again and stare down at my little doll, I notice that the skin is slightly broken, and I drop the belt like a hot brick. I might enjoy punishing her, but I won’t have her hating me for pushing her too hard, no matter how much I’d enjoy tasting her blood on my tongue again.

She tries to curl her body into the desk, but I waste no time in pushing her hair to the side. Her startled eyes meet mine, and this time I handle her differently. I turn her, lifting her onto the desk, and ignore her wince at her tender ass touching the woodwork.

“Put your feet on the desk.”

She sniffles uncontrollably but does as I ask, causing arousal to flash through me, desperate to escape through my cock.

I kneel on the floor, my face level with her pussy, and the scent encompasses me. “It’s swollen, baby.” I observe, then tenderly stroke over her reddened plump flesh. My finger glides over her pussy lips, wetness coating them as I do, causing my mouth to water at my creation.

“I know.” Her sniffle turns to a pant, and my lip quirks at her sudden change in reaction toward me.

“Do you want Daddy to kiss it better, Little Doll?”

Her breathing hitches and a slight mewl escapes her. “Ye-yess, please, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” Moving closer, I inhale her pussy scent, then, with my gaze locked onto hers, I swipe my tongue through her slick folds. My mouth waters at her taste. It’s addictive, all-consuming, and fucking delicious.

Flattening my tongue, I lap at her juice greedily, curling it inside her small hole. She bucks beneath me, and her fingers tangle in my hair. I graze my teeth over her sensitive slit, and her reaction is gratifying as I work her into a frenzy, her ass lifting off the desk to meet my face with each thorough stroke of my tongue.

“Show me your tits, Little Doll. I want to see you play with your little nipples while I lick my little girl.”

Her fingers tug on her bra, and she pulls her small flesh over the top of the lacy fabric. Then I watch her as I suck her clit into my mouth and she plays with the hardened tips of her rosy nipples. They’re beautiful, the best nipples I’ve ever seen, perfect.

“I . . . I like it when you lick me, Daddy,” she pants wantonly. Her words are an aphrodisiac to my soul. I rub the scruff of my jawline into her, encouraging her to grind against me faster.

“You like Daddy kissing you better?” I pepper her soft skin with gentle kisses.

“Yes. Yes, Daddy. Don’t stop.” I swirl my tongue around her hole, then back up to her clit, paying extra attention to it when it swells against my tongue.

“Oh god. Oh god, Daddy.” Her hips buck, her pants become moans of pleasure, and her lips part as she screams her release, flooding my tongue with her essence.

Jesus, my little doll tastes divine.


Chapter Seventeen


Ellie

My heart pounds so loud I swear it feels like it’s going to combust. Watching Rafael kiss my swollen pussy so gently after unleashing hell on my ass has me confused, but shamefully begging for more. The man is a complete whirlwind of emotion, filled with volatile anger one minute and a parallel tenderness the next, leaving me clutching to understand his complex personality.

There’s so much more to him than the empty Mafia man he portrays himself to be, and yet I can’t decide if it’s done on purpose to show the world he is cold and deadly or if it’s truly a part of him. Something inside me tells me not to push him too much, both excited and scared to reveal his true persona. Would I be disappointed?

I shake my head, unwilling to believe it. He may be dangerous and a little unhinged, but behind his mask, I know he can love without him having to admit it out loud.

Rafael unzips his pants, and before I protest, he’s lined his thick cock up with my pussy and slammed inside me so hard I fall back onto the desk, a scream of pain slicing through me.

I’m still unbelievably tender and sore from him taking my virginity last night, and he’s filled me to the hilt before withdrawing and slamming inside again and again.

“Fuck, that’s it, Little Doll, take Daddy’s big cock in your little girl pussy.” The desk moves under his strong thrusts, and his grunts fill the room while I lie on the desk, unable to move. He uses me like a rag doll, and when he pinches my small nipples, my back arches off the desk and I clench around him. “Fuck, yes, Little Doll. Fuck!” he roars, and his release floods my pussy. I can do nothing but whimper as he withdraws his still-hard cock, leaving his cum trickling out of me.

He tugs me up, and I whimper, then he pushes me to the floor. I grimace at the pain radiating from my ass cheeks, but he seems too far gone in his heightened state of arousal to notice. The way his nostrils flare and his pupils dilate, it becomes apparent he’s enjoying this, and while that should concern me, it actually thrills me that I bring him so much pleasure.

My eyes latch onto a medical dressing on his neck, so I reach out to touch it, but he grips my wrist tightly in his hand. I tilt my head, trying to figure out when he was injured as worry swims in my stomach. “What happened?”

His lip curls into a half smile. “My little doll marked me.” I narrow my eyes, unsure of what he means, then he opens his top button, exposing more of the dressing, and rips it from his skin, causing me to wince while he doesn’t so much as flinch. Small red fingerprints mark his skin, bloodied and smeared. I gasp at the realization he’s replicated our first night together permanently.

“On the floor, Little Doll. Don’t keep me waiting,” he warns, nodding toward the floor.

Like the good submissive I am, I kneel at his feet, and he swipes his dripping cock up and down my cheeks, then over my lips—the act degrading, and yet, I welcome it. His hand tangles in my hair as he yanks my head back, forcing my mouth to fall open. He pumps his cock over my lips. “I’m going to cum on your face now, Little Doll. Daddy’s going to make a mess of you. You’re going to be my little cum slut.” Oh, sweet Jesus. My pussy clenches at his filthy words, and his cum drips from me. He hisses through his teeth, and his fist works quicker and quicker. The angry head of his cock drips pre-cum onto my lips, and his saltiness invades my mouth.

“Fuck, Ellie. You’re so fucking perfect.” Using my name and his sweet endearment has my heart constricting with a fulfillment I’ve never felt before. In this moment, I know I will do everything in my power to keep him, to be his everything, and with this knowledge, I become his perfect little doll.

“Please feed me, Daddy. I’ll be a good little doll, I promise.”

His body tightens, his lips part, and his footing wavers. “Fuckkk.”

I indulge in the control I have to bring him such euphoria. Hot cum splashes over my face, lips, and tongue as triumph floods me.


Chapter Eighteen


Rafael

Her small frame falls to the floor, as if unable to take any more, and I smile. She’s absolutely incredible, my perfect little toy.

I’ve never seen anything more beautiful in my entire life than her marked, exhausted body covered in my cum.

Tugging my jacket from my chair, I drape it over her and scoop her into my arms, cradling her against my chest. I cover every inch of her as I head out of my office and upstairs to her room.

“Oliver?” she says through heavy lids.

My throat clogs at the way she’s always so concerned about my son’s welfare. “He’s fine, baby.” I soothe her, placing a gentle kiss on her forehead while her eyes close at my words. The thrum of her heart against me sends a surge of longing deep inside me, a peculiar sensation that has me both want to fight it and welcome it. Unable to understand it, I concentrate on my task at hand.

I kick open her bedroom door and march toward her bed, then pull back the sheets with one hand and gently place her down. Then I stride into her bathroom and open the cupboard in search of some lotion for her ass, and sigh when I find it. Grabbing the cup on the bathroom counter, I fill it with water and snatch up the painkillers from her toiletry bag, smiling to myself at her replaced birth control sitting there.

It’s not lost on me that this is something new to me; I never bother with aftercare.

Ever.

The way she’s curled on her side in the fetal position has my heart thumping loudly with an acute need to care for her, so I kneel on the bed.

“Let Daddy take care of you,” I whisper while lathering my fingers in the soothing lotion. She flinches when I coat the welts of her ass in the lotion, but I ignore her, knowing it’s what’s best for my little doll.

“Open your mouth, Little Doll. Take your pain relief.” She does as I ask, and I place the pills on her tongue, giving her an extra one in the hopes it makes her night more comfortable, then I bring the cup to her lips, and she swallows them down. I stroke over her silky locks with pride. “Good girl.”

When I’m finished, I stand to look down on her, and my mind is at war with itself. I don’t want to leave her, but I’m not sure why I actually want to stay, not when I’ve finished using her for now.

“Will you stay with me?” she mutters, and my heart leaps.

I glance at my watch. I have a dinner meeting at my father’s house but can spare time for her. Pulling my phone from my pants pocket, I fire him a text informing him I’m running late because of an emergency.

Kicking off my shoes, I move around to the other side of the bed and slide onto the mattress beside her. She shuffles closer and whimpers. Unsure of what to do, I simply stroke over her silky hair as she rests her head on my thigh, bringing with it a sliver of comfort but also guilt for not helping her feel better.

“What do you want, Little Doll? Tell Daddy how I can make it all better.”

She sniffles, and my throat constricts. “I-I don’t know. I just want you.” Her hand clings to my waist, and a strange feeling overcomes me. I want to bring her comfort, much like when I used her throat in the car.

I pop open my pants, lower my zipper, and pull out my semihard cock, tapping it against her lips, seeking approval. Of course, my little doll complies and suckles on the head, and I hiss, battling with becoming hard once again.

Holding her head lightly in place with one hand, I rest the other behind my head, letting my little doll suckle my cock like a pacifier, bringing her comfort, as well as me.

Her content sigh brings a momentous feeling of satisfaction, like I’m repenting for the way I used her and letting her now use me.

I battle with the need to thrust inside her, to command her to choke around my length and gag on my control. Instead, I sit back, relax, and revel in her sweet tenderness, allowing her to control me.


Chapter Nineteen


Rafael

Loud voices fill the foyer as I step inside my father’s mansion.

Vincent Marino is the head of our Mafia family and an uncle of the Varro’s family Don, Lorenzo Varros, with whom we have an excellent relationship despite his ruthless reputation.

I disregard the raised eyebrow of my father’s right-hand man, Massio, and swing open the dining room door.

My father’s dark gaze slices toward me, but I ignore him and take my place beside him. He’s as commanding as ever. He was young when he had me and Tommy, and he continues to remind us we should be surrounded by a brood of heirs, much like he was at our age. He styles his silver hair to perfection, leaving his white shirt open at the top to expose his muscular form. His distinctive trademark is the way he rolls up his shirt sleeves, exposing his tanned skin and tattoos.

Women fall to their feet to please him, literally.

Our father has a taste for submissives, and while I’ve never delved into that world myself, I can appreciate the power you wield over someone with an act of praise or degradation. I shift in my chair, knowing I’m probably more like my father than I care to admit.

He glances at his watch.

“I text,” I grunt out.

“Papa doesn’t like technology. He’s getting old.” Rocco chides, with a smug grin across his face, then sits forward in his chair and raises his voice several octaves as if our father is hard of hearing. “Isn’t that right, Papa? You. Don’t. Like. Technology.”

Our father gifts Rocco with a sharp smack to the back of the head. “Shut the fuck up, you cocky little bastard.”

“You’re right. I am a bastard.” Rocco slumps back in his chair, and I wait for him to continue with his childish behavior. “A poor little bastard child.”

I dig into the lasagna, ignoring my little brother’s jest while my father’s eyes bore into me.

“No explanation?”

“No,” I respond.

“He was probably balls deep in some slut, Papa.” My gaze snaps up to Rocco’s, who rests back in his chair lazily, watching me with fixation, goading. He wears his signature leather jacket, much to our father’s detest, and with one arm draped over our brother Tommy’s vacant seat, a knowing grin fills his face that tells me he knows more than I’d have liked him to know. The smug little bastard knows about Ellie, there’s no doubt about that.

Trying to rein in my temper at him referring to my little doll as a slut, I take a deep breath and slowly wipe the corners of my mouth with my napkin, my deadly glare not leaving his, promising him retribution for his remark.

As if sensing the demise of his youngest son, my father chimes in. “I heard you let all of Oliver’s staff go. Even Doctor Philips.”

Slowly, I turn to face my father, and he sits back in his chair. It should piss me off that my father and brother know my personal business, but in the Mafia, there’s a need to know every-fucking-thing about everyone, including your own family.

Like I know my younger brother’s obsession with the enemy’s wife, despite him being promised to a Mafia princess.

“I did,” I reply, unwilling to discuss Oliver further.

My father drags a calculating finger over his bottom lip, watching, waiting for an explanation.

He’ll be waiting a long fucking time. I’ve always followed my father’s instructions with Oliver, and none have worked despite him constantly informing me the experience he has in raising children. “I raised my family alone,” he adds, as if reading my thoughts.

Rocco scoffs, pulling the attention away from me.

“I’d hardly call it alone. You’ve had a bunch of wives, whores, and nannies to help you.” He shrugs.

My father lifts his shoulder, then waves his hand at Rocco as if batting away his comment. “The whores didn’t come near you boys.”

This pulls my attention and pisses me off. “Apart from when you had us fuck them,” I grit out.

I lost my virginity at thirteen years old to one of my father’s whores. It was in his bid to forge me into a made man, and the same day, he had me put a bullet in her pretty little head for not forcing me to come.

He sees women as disposable and has always encouraged us to feel the same way.

“And kill them.” Rocco smiles manically as he draws his signature knife from his belt. The same knife that killed our father’s last wife for attempting to seduce him.

Our father locks eyes with the blade. “Mmm, you can’t trust any of them.”

Rocco rolls his eyes at his words. “What about Nancy? You liked her.”

Our father shuffles from side to side. As always, he squirms when he discusses Nancy. Out of all the women to enter his bed, Nancy was the only one he felt anything for, even if he refuses to admit it. His actions tell us everything. He still provides for her son, Robert, even though the scrounging little bastard never visits. He’s a couple of months younger than me, yet worlds away from Mafia life. The little prick lives off the money from our family’s legacy, though, while becoming a raging alcoholic insurance broker. The last I heard, he was married with a young daughter.

My father’s gaze lands back on me, and I grit my teeth, waiting for his next words. “This girl you’re shacked up with, does she know the score?”

“No.” I turn my attention back to my plate.

“Mmm.” His low hum and question irritate me, and my skin prickles with a need to destroy something. Instead, I simply clench my teeth to refrain from causing irreversible damage.

“She’s clearly important to you. Do you think you should explain—”

I cut him off with a menacing look. “No.”

He nods. “Very well. But when she finds out—”

“She’s mine,” I bite out, pissed I’m showing my hand much sooner than I anticipated.

Rocco throws his head back on an obnoxious chuckle, and I seethe with anger. “I don’t know what the fuck you find so funny, little brother.” I raise an eyebrow, daring him to continue. He swallows thickly and shakes his head, as if banishing his amusement.

He knows I’m well aware of his activities and the lengths he’s going in order to ensnare and manipulate the girl in question. The one he’s so obsessed with, he would create a war over. He knows I could end it all before he even dips his dick in her cunt again.

“Knock her up, then.” My father grins back at me.

“I intend on it.” I smile back, just as menacing. My brother’s lip twitches, telling me he’s planning on doing the same damn thing with his girl, and I exhale, knowing the shitstorm that’s going to bring with it.

“I want you both at the Halloween party this year, no excuses.” My father points at me, knowing how much I detest these public events, but when visions of Ellie dressed as a schoolgirl flood my mind, for the first time ever, I’m actually on board with the idea, so I give him a firm nod, and he eases back into his chair.

“Now, about this fucking warehouse!” he bellows, slamming his fist on the table, his erratic behavior not surprising to me or Rocco, who sits toying with the tip of his knife. “I want the informants found and their skin hanging on the warehouse gates.”

“That might raise eyebrows.” Rocco sits forward.

“I don’t give a fuck,” our father snipes out, then pushes back in his chair to stand and throws his napkin onto the table like a spoiled child. “Deal with it. I have somewhere to be.”

He slams the door shut behind him, and I relax back into my chair.

“Kai’s confident we have a target,” I inform Rocco.

He sits forward, excitement rolling off him in waves. “Yeah?”

I dab my napkin to the side of my lips, and he watches on with humor in his eyes. Being so much younger than me, the kid was brought up different. He lacks table manners, for a start. Our father would have never let me wear a leather jacket, let alone at the dinner table.

“You’re doing that thing again.”

I narrow my eyes. “What thing?”

“Where you’re deep in thought.” I shrug off the accusation. “So, when do I get to play?” Rocco licks his lips, and if I was a better man, a better brother, I’d be concerned about his passion for torture, but something tells me it will come in handy for him.

“Kai will give us a heads-up. In the meantime, Darryl Davis.” Rocco’s eyebrows rise at the name. “I want his school changed. I don’t want him anywhere near Ellie.”

“I heard he broke his nose.” He chuckles.

“He’s lucky I didn’t break his fucking neck.”

Rocco stares at his knife. “You want him roughed up a little more?”

“No. I don’t want any more attention coming from that family. Nor should you.” I stare at him pointedly.

“Hmm, you’re probably right.”

I place my knife and fork on my plate. “I mean it, Rocco. You need to ensure you have this shit under control.” Anger builds inside me. Of all the fucking women he could fall for, it had to be her.

“I’m not giving her up,” he spits out with confidence in his tone.

I swallow thickly. Our younger brother asks for nothing. Whereas Tommy barely has any input in our family and Ricardo fucked off to join a MC we’re not meant to know about, Rocco has stood by my side. He’s stepped up from the moment he became a teenager, taking on extra responsibilities and duties his brothers so easily shirked, and I couldn’t be prouder.

“Very well. Then do what you have to do.” I give him a firm nod, determined to stand by my little brother. We’ll battle the war coming our way because he deserves it.

He deserves our loyalty.

Rocco’s shoulders relax at my support, and I choose that moment to divert the conversation back to me and Ellie. “Rosalita said she needs softness.” I exhale heavily. “I’m not soft.” Irritation bubbles inside me, knowing I’m not everything she desires. I want nothing more than to be the man she not only deserves, but the man she cannot be without. I want to be her everything, like she’s quickly becoming mine.

“No shit.” Rocco laughs, and I glare at him, my fingers itching to pull my weapon and have him pay for his insult, no matter how useful he is. Then his face falls serious. “You need to take her on a date.” He points toward me and smiles while I narrow my eyes. A date?

I don’t fucking date. I simply take what I want, when I want it.

“Yeah, with that empty expression, I’m guessing you never went on a date, am I right?”

“There’s no reason for that shit.” I wave my hand at him nonchalantly.

Then he sits forward and his serious gaze drills into mine. “Trust me. Take her out, it’ll have her feeling all special. Then boom, she falls madly in love with you and accepts all your shit.”

It all sounds too easy, that’s too easy. My little doll has a lot to overcome, so maybe a date would help her become more accepting of the situation. I muse over his words while my mind whirls a mile a minute, coming up with ideas.

Then without giving Rocco another word, I push back in my chair and stride toward the door, eager to get back to my little doll, but a foreign feeling of guilt churns away inside me, clawing to get out.

If she finds out the truth, it will hurt her, and I’m not sure how I will make it right. Sucking on my cock will not cut it.

A date might help soften the blow.

For now, I banish the notion and stride through the foyer with determination.

I need her full with my baby, then I’ll get to keep her.

Our own little family.

My perfect little possessions.


Chapter Twenty


Ellie

Happiness fills me as I apply another coat of lip gloss and smack my lips together while staring at myself in the mirror, then smile proudly at my reflection.

Since arriving at Rafael’s house, I can’t help but feel like I’ve grown as a person, and not just because of the sex. Now that I’ve given in to his desires and his ownership of me, the burden of weight lifted makes me feel lighter, cherished, and full of a newfound confidence. I can be myself with him; he knows my weaknesses and turns them into something that benefits us both, lightening the heavy load that always pulled me down. Whenever Rafael is around me, I never have the loneliness ball of dread I’ve become accustomed to, because he simply helps me feel complete, like a treasured possession.

A sharp hiss has me spinning on my high heels.

There he stands, the man I’ve fallen for. His dark, heavy eyes roaming over my body like he could devour me, have the fire inside me simmering with anticipation. In his signature black suit, he stands tall, full of darkness, danger, and intrigue.

“You look edible, Little Doll.”

I bite on my bottom lip, pleased with the way his words slip from his mouth like warm honey, each delivering a promise of pleasure. He tenderly strokes over my long locks and tilts his head, both of us as hypnotized by one another. “Such a beautiful doll. So soft and pliable.”

Then he clears his throat, snapping me out of my consumption, and removes his hand, and my shoulders sag at the loss of him. The way I crave his attention and touch is probably classed as dependency, but I don’t have it in me to care, not when he’s just as obsessed, if not more so.

“Come, Little Doll. If we don’t leave now, I won’t be able to stop myself from fucking you into oblivion.” I beam back at him, torn between wanting just that, but also wanting one night of more.
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Amazement fills me as I glance around again and smile. Fresh freesias fill the room, and even the candle arbor has them entwined in a vine with freesias hanging from them.

“It’s beautiful.”

His lip twitches as if he’s trying to control the smile ebbing at the corner of his mouth. “I’m pleased you approve.” He takes another sip of his champagne while sitting back in his chair. “I’m taking you to my club afterward.”

This piques my interest, and I sit forward, struggling to rein in my excitement. “You are?”

He casually brushes his finger over his bottom lip, and his black orbs drilling into me have me fidgeting. “I am, but we’ll be in a private room.”

Confusion floods me. We’re going to his club but not to dance? “A private room?”

“Yes.” He leans forward and steeples his hands on the table. “It’s for the best. I don’t want to have to kill any of my patrons for simply looking at you.”

A giggle rumbles in my chest, causing my shoulders to shake. “Rafael, that sounds very dramatic.”

His steely gaze bores into me with such intensity, I’m stunned to silence. My mind catches up with the intentions behind his words, and when I glance around the room at the freesias once again, I’m starkly reminded of Jovie’s demise.

My mouth falls open, and he chuckles. Then I exhale the sharp intake of breath I’ve been holding. “You’re being serious.”

“I am.” The truth behind his words slams through me.

“Ma-maybe we should just go home.”

His eyes narrow and he licks his lips as if contemplating my suggestion.

A throat clears beside me, and I turn to find the server delivering our food.

When the pretty blonde server places the steak down on the table, I glance up toward Rafael, his gaze solely on me, and I couldn’t be happier about it. Not once has this man’s loyalty toward me wavered, and I wonder what I ever did to deserve him.


Rafael


I don’t know what I’ve ever done to deserve her, but I refuse to ever let her go, and I’ll do anything in my power to keep her.

Earlier, I made the call demanding the back room of my restaurant was cleared and only female servers would work for us. That way, I could keep my jealousy in check and enjoy my time with her. My sweet little doll was none the wiser. Even though she questioned my intentions at the club tonight, she still beams at me like I hung the moon and stars from the sky. That look in her eyes, that complete devotion she gives me, has me teetering on the edge of admitting I feel something, something more than the kinky fuckery we have going on between us. What it is, I don’t know, so I sure as shit won’t be admitting anything of the sort.

Instead, I sit back on my couch with my arms draped over the top and watch in rapture at the sway of her seductive hips. I widen my legs farther to give my cock room to grow.

When I told Kai I wanted the private room upstairs cleared and for me not to be interrupted, he grinned, knowing a request like this was so foreign for me. Usually, I ask for multiple women to be brought up and the drinks to be filled with a never-ending flow of the best champagne money can buy you, but tonight, with the music vibrating against the floor and Ellie dancing like her ass is on fire, I relax and enjoy the view.

The way in which the gold satin dress clings to her small hips and the way the creases of the dress on her chest hide her bare breast, pleases me like a drug hitting my blood and heightening my desire to ravish her.

She flicks her hair over her shoulder as she clings onto the railing, overlooking the dance floor, and I itch to grab her by her hair and fuck her wildly. But instead, I watch, allowing my little doll to have her fun, to have the date Rocco assures me women crave for their men to provide. All while I unravel inside, struggling to control the beast fighting to be released against my better judgment.

She sticks her ass out, and my pulse races, then she shakes it, and I swear to Christ I’m two seconds away from blowing my fucking load. My hands ball into fists. The struggle to rein in my need for her is bordering on unbearable and one I’m not sure I’m capable of achieving.

The way she circles those hips has me palming my cock through my pants like a teenager, and the way she throws her head back reminds me of the ecstasy on her face when she comes. I want nothing more than to wrap my hand around her throat while I force my cock inside her tiny hole, stretching her to accommodate every thick inch of me.

I mentally praise myself for insisting on adding the privacy glass only yesterday, knowing it would drive me to insanity if anyone were to catch a glimpse of my little doll in the throes of her pleasure.

As the bass booms around us, I admit this night has turned into one to remember, a night where not only has she gotten what she wanted but I will get what I want too.

As I stand and walk toward my doll dancing innocently, I can’t help but wonder if tonight is the night my seed will take form. Tonight, she will dance for the devil.


Ellie


His sandalwood cologne filters through my senses and I snap my eyes open and freeze when he cages me in against the railing.

“You dance beautifully, Little Doll.” His soft lips caress my jaw, and I tilt my head to accommodate him. As he kisses down my neck, I melt against him.

He grinds his solid cock against my stomach, and my breath hitches. “You’re hard.”

He chuckles against my throat. “You’re dancing,” he states, hissing through clenched teeth. Then he grinds it again, and I moan at the impact.

“I need you,” I whisper wantonly as my arousal drips from me.

A growl erupts deep inside him, so animalistic and desperate I almost second-guess myself. His rough hands find my thighs and he hoists me against the glass, the coldness of it shocking me. I hold on to his shoulders to brace myself.

One hand moves between us, then he freezes and pulls back. His eyes bore into mine, and the air is knocked from my lungs. Fury wraps around me as he stares back at me. The darkness in his eyes seems to multiply, leaving me breathless and full of trepidation.

“No panties.” His deep, accusing tone heats my cheeks. Then he leans his forehead against mine. “No. Fucking. Panties.”

My throat closes and my mouth becomes dry while his nostrils flare and the muscles beneath his shirt protrude.

“I did it for you,” I whisper, gripping his shirt in my fingers. “I did it for you, Daddy.” His features soften and his shoulders relax.

“You did it for me?”

I nod while chewing on my bottom lip. “I wanted to surprise you.”

He chokes on a sardonic laugh, then shakes his head. “Take my cock out, Little Doll.”

My hands work quickly, fumbling with his belt as I unhook it and slide his zipper down, his eyes never leaving mine. The moment I wrap my fingers around his thick cock, he hisses and closes his eyes, only briefly, but enough for me to know my touch pleases him.

“Force me into your hole, Ellie. Let Daddy stretch that little cunt.”

Excitement ripples through me as his words become fuel to the embers simmering inside me. “Oh god.”

Giving his cock a few pumps, I line him up with my wet hole. “Push me inside, Little Doll. Let Daddy stretch your little cunt.”

He rests one hand on the glass above my head and the other wraps around my waist, holding me securely.

I do as he asks and guide his thickness inside me while widening my thighs to accommodate him. “Oh fuck, Daddy.”

“That’s it. Let Daddy fill that little cunt.”

“Ahhh,” I whimper.

“Lift your dress. Let everyone see your ass while I fuck my little doll.”

As much as I know the glass is one way, I delight in the game we’re playing and lift my dress to expose myself to the glass. “Oh god.”

“Fuck yes.” He pulls back, then slams inside. “Dancing like a little slut for Daddy.”

“Yes,” I moan on his words, and the wind is knocked from me when he powers inside me harder, faster.

“Daddy’s.” He grunts as he works his hips. Slam after slam. Each more forceful than the last.

My orgasm builds from the tips of my toes, and tremors of pleasure whip up my spine with each roll of his hips.

“Feels. So. Fucking. Good. Little. Doll.”

“Yes, Daddy. Yes!” I cry out as my pussy clenches around him, and I throw my head back against the glass at the force as liquid lust consumes me.

“Fuck. Take it. Take all my cum.” His cock pulsates and his breathing becomes labored. “Give me what I want. Please, fuck, give it to me.” My heart skips a beat at his begging, and I lift my head to find him staring in awe at where we’re connected. His mouth open and his pupils blown wide.

I want to ask him what he wants, what he’s begging for, but I’m scared of his response, because what if I’m unable to give it.

He snaps his gaze back up to mine, and irritation mars his features, making my stomach sink.

Then his lips twitch. “I think I just put a baby in you.”

A chuckle rumbles deep in my chest at his sincerity, and I’ve no control when it spills over.

“I’m on the pill, Rafael.”

A smile spreads across his handsome face. “I know.” He winks before slowly sliding out of me.

When our combined cum slips down my thighs, I grimace, and this time it’s Rafael who laughs as he steps back and tucks himself away.

“Next time, wear panties, baby.”


Chapter Twenty-One


Ellie

My night was strange, filled with an awareness of Rafael mounting me and fucking me ruthlessly into the mattress. Was that a dream? My head feels cloudy and my mind hazy, so when I touch between my legs and feel the wetness there, I know it wasn’t a dream. I open my eyes on a wince and close them before trying again.

Ugh, I ache, so bad. Every part of me hurts. As I swing my legs out of bed and head into the bathroom to relieve myself, I try to ignore the soreness between my thighs and find delight in the fact that Rafael simply can’t help himself.

I use the toilet, switch on the shower, and chance a look at myself in the mirror. My eyes widen at the marks littering my body, then I turn to view my ass before grimacing at the thick welts, and quickly turn my back.

My gaze latches onto the open toiletry bag on the counter, and when I take my birth control out, a sliver of disappointment races through me. My hand finds my stomach and a strange longing bubbles inside me. I close my eyes, trying to push away thoughts of a baby with Rafael; that would be insane. To choose to bring a child into the Mafia would be irresponsible, cruel even, especially when I barely know anything about their way of life, other than violence.

Still, as I open my eyes, a flash of a little girl with Rafael’s dark hair and eyes like Oliver’s hits me in the chest, forcing me to suck in a sharp breath.

Walking over to the shower, I step inside, letting the water flow over my body, cleaning away the thrill of his essence that coats my skin.

With it, washing away thoughts of a future with a man I barely know anything about.

A man so deadly and unpredictable, his behavior is borderline insane.
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Rafael’s stern voice breaks me from my thoughts as I bounce down each stair and head toward the kitchen for breakfast.

“Oliver, you’re going to be hungry. Eat a little.” His firm voice leaves no room for argument.

I open the kitchen door and find Oliver shaking his head at his father. If it were anyone else, I’m positive Rafael wouldn’t stand for their refusal.

Rafael turns as I enter the room, and my heart jumps at the way his hungry eyes eat me up, roaming over me with hooded desire.

“Morning, Little Doll.” His lip curls at the side, something akin to a smile threatening to break out.

“Morning.”

“Come.” He pats his thigh, and I stare at him, unsure of what he means. “Ellie,” he warns, his tone darkening.

Oliver watches as I sit on his father’s lap. “Good little doll,” he whispers in my ear, creating a shiver to run down my spine. “Did my baby sleep well?” The warmth of his breath against my neck as he places a kiss there has me clenching my thighs, and when I inhale his sandalwood scent, I swallow harshly.

“Oliver, did you eat your breakfast?” Rosalita walks into the kitchen, ignoring Rafael’s display of affection toward me, and the thought causes me to jolt; is this normal for him? To cozy up with women around Oliver. Jealousy courses through me, and I know Rafael has sensed a change in my demeanor because he pulls back to scan over me.

“Nn-no,” Oliver replies coyly.

Rafael straightens. “He won’t touch it.”

I glance at Oliver’s solemn face, then down toward his breakfast. A mixture of fruit sits in a bowl, alongside a plate with a croissant and various spreads, but the poor boy looks miserable.

“Watch this, Oliver.” Moving quickly, I lean over the table and nudge the croissant to the edge of the plate. Then, rummaging through his fruit with a spoon, I pick out the grapes and place them on his plate into a line. I take a raisin, adding it as an eye to the caterpillar I created. Next, I scoop out some chocolate spread, creating a trail from the caterpillar. “You need to eat that croissant before the naughty caterpillar eats it. Then you can munch on him too.” I smile at him. His cute little face lights up, and he beams back at me before nodding and picking up the croissant. “Dip it in the mud.” I encourage, pointing to the trail of chocolate sauce.

“You’re fucking brilliant, you know that?” Rafael turns my chin in his hand, then slams his lips against mine.

A throat clears and Rafael freezes, and the moment his lips leave mine, I feel his loss and whimper.

I turn to face a pretty blonde-haired woman in a tight green work dress and matching high heels. The way she glares in our direction has me tensing. “We have an appointment, Rafael.” Hostility rolls off her in thick waves.

“I’m aware,” he spits back, with anger in his tone.

She glances at her watch. “Would you like to change it to a working breakfast?” She throws her hand out toward the table.

“No.” He slides me off his lap and stands, placing me on his chair. He bends and places a soft kiss on my lips, then pulls away, leaving me breathless and eager for more. “Can you look after Oliver today until we have interviewed for new staff?”

“Of course.” I smile.

“Good girl.” He places a kiss on the top of my head before turning and striding toward his office. “My office, Kendal.” She throws me a smug smile and a wink before following behind him with a sway of her hips, and my stomach drops as they disappear. Does he fuck her in his office too?

Unease creeps inside me, jealousy curdled with worry.

“Do you like her, Oliver?”

Oliver scrunches up his nose and shakes his head.

“She’s lawyer. Family are lawyers and very important to family,” Rosalita adds. “But don’t worry, Ellie. Rafael doesn’t eat breakfast. He was waiting for you. Rafael never waits for anyone.” She smiles as she pounds her fist into the dough on the counter.

“Papa likes El.” Oliver smiles, and butterflies flutter through my stomach.

“You think?” I ask him with a smile.

“B-big like.”

I widen my eyes and drop my mouth open. “Big like?” Then I widen my arms. “Like this big?”

He nods frantically, and I can’t help but giggle at his adorable face.

When Rafael’s office door slams and her heels click down the hall toward the front door, I can’t help but bite into my lip to stifle a smile threatening to spread over my face.

“Big like.” Rosalita smiles, nodding toward the front door, and this time I can’t help but smile with relief.


Chapter Twenty-Two


Rafael

The sooner I knock her up, the better. My need for her is bordering on insanity, and I can’t dull the warning inside of me that tells me she’s going to hate me, she’s going to run and never look back. What then?

Both Oliver and I will be without her, when she was always meant to be by my side. She was put in my path for a purpose, one other than serving as a nanny to my son.

She was meant to be his mother. If only things could have been different and he hadn’t got lumbered with the bitch he did. Now that she’s out of the picture, I intend to do everything in my power to ensure my son has what he deserves—Ellie.

The way she handles him with such intuition and ease has my cock pleading to fill her with babies, one after the fucking other. Yet, I know if I let her in on my little plan to impregnate her, I risk scaring her off. At only just eighteen and not part of this world, she won’t understand it. No, I need to continue with my plan to keep her at all costs.

“Are you even listening, Rafael? What has gotten into you?” Kendal bites out. Her red talons tap on my desk. “It’s not like you to knock me back.” Hurt laces her words, and if I was a better person, I’d sympathize, but I’m not.

“I’m done with you.”

“Done with me?” she gasps. “What the hell does that even mean?”

I flick my finger from her to me and back again. “Us. We’re done.”

“We’re not done, Rafael. Our families work together.”

“Find someone else to send over from the office, then,” I grit out as I stare back at her, the hurt in her eyes quickly replaced with spite.

“Is this about the little girl in the kitchen? You were affectionate toward her.”

Hmm, clearly the little bitch has noticed too much. I should deny it, but I don’t intend on denying her. Not when I plan on having her as the mother of my children.

“Her name’s Ellie. Either use it or don’t address her at all. Preferably the latter.”

Kendal’s mouth falls open, and there’s not so much as a flicker of interest from my cock to fill it.

“You’re really choosing her, over me?”

“There was never a choice. You know that.”

Her eyes narrow and she sits straighter. “We can still work together.”

“No.”

“No?”

“Absolutely not. I won’t have her disrespected. Now leave before I have you escorted off the estate.”

She exhales loudly and fakes a laugh. “Rafael, this is silly. We’ve known each other a long time.”

“I saw the way you looked at her, Kendal. You and I both know what a bitch you are to the women I sleep with. I won’t have you treat her the same way. She’s staying.”

“For how long?” She lifts a brow and pouts while crossing her legs slowly. I avoid looking between her thighs, knowing she forgoes panties when she comes to my office.

“She’s going to be Oliver’s mother.”

The shock on her face would be amusing if it didn’t have a hint of disgust.

“That’s ridiculous.”

“No more than you still sitting here. Do I need to call security?” I lift my phone, and she pushes back her chair.

“You’ll regret losing me, Rafael. Your father won’t be happy!” she declares while pulling open my office door with a loud huff.

“Go suck his cock instead, Kendal!” I chuckle as she slams my door shut, then I sag back into my chair with relief.

My phone vibrates with a call from Kai. Pressing the answer, his gruff voice fills the room. “You told Kendal to fuck off!” I roll my neck from side to side, reveling in the crack that frees up the movement but pissed at how it’s known before she’s even off my property. Another fucking downside to the Mafia.

No privacy.

“Hmm.”

Kai chuckles. “Rocco passed a job onto Tommy last night. Think he was balls deep in his woman.”

“As long as the job gets done. Was it anything to be concerned about?”

“No, Tommy dealt with it,” he confirms.

“See you at The Vineyard.” I end the call.

Why Tommy insists on shunning his responsibilities is beyond me. He’s a petulant brat who needs to man the fuck up and get over his past. Pain surges through me thinking about someone taking Ellie away from me like our father did to him. Is that how my younger brother felt?

Only now can I begin to imagine.

Dread freezes my bloodstream, making my lungs feel like they’re being crushed.

I can’t lose my little doll.

I refuse to.


Chapter Twenty-Three


Ellie

Iroll over in bed and sigh when I see the clock flashing 3:30 a.m. back at me. I haven’t seen Rafael since he left me at the breakfast table with Oliver. He left soon after Kendal, and I’m not going to lie, I was worried he’d chased after her. It’s all I could think about for the rest of the day.

Oliver and I played an abundance of games to help with his speech without him realizing. Then we took a swim in the pool. Again, I encouraged his speech with a game of Marco Polo. I bathed him, then we made pancakes for dinner and watched a movie before I carried him to bed. He clutched my hand as I read The Hungry Caterpillar to him, then I placed a gentle kiss on his forehead and wished him a good night’s sleep before taking a long soak in the bath to soothe my aching ass.

Turning on my side again, I tussle with the sheets and check my phone, disappointed to have no messages from him.

“Why aren’t you asleep, Little Doll?”

My entire body freezes at his deep voice coming from the doorway.

“I was worried about you.”

His forehead creases as he narrows his eyes. “Worried?”

I sit up, taking the sheet with me. “Yes, Rafael, worried,” I snap back. “You left this morning, and it’s”—I glance at the clock—“three forty a.m. now.”

Rafael unbuttons his shirt as he closes the door and steps toward the bed.

“You don’t need to worry about me.” He kicks off his shoes and drops his pants and boxers in one swoop. “Show me those tits, Little Doll. They make me so fucking hard, baby.” I drop the sheet and brush my hair over my shoulders, exposing my tight buds to him.

“Fuck, I love how small they are.”

He kneels onto the bed, his cold hands find my small tits, and he kneads them in his palms. His calloused touch sends a pang of desire through me, and my pussy becomes wet.

Rafael licks down my neck, then peppers kisses back up and across my jawline to my waiting lips. His tongue invades my mouth roughly, and I fight him for control, but of course I have none.

He grunts as he thrusts against me while his hand finds the back of my hair, holding me in place.

“I want to fuck my baby in you, Ellie.”

Oh Jesus.

His tongue pushes inside my mouth again, not giving me a chance to respond. I can only moan as his thumb flicks over my nipple, sending sparks of electricity through my body.

I pull back from him, and he nips at my lip as punishment. “Pl-please.”

Before I know what’s happening, he spins me around, pushes my head to the mattress, pulls my thighs apart, and spits on my ass.

“Rafael?”

His finger trails down my spine so lightly I barely feel it. “Shh, Little Doll. Daddy wants to play and make you feel good, then he’s going to come so deep inside you, you’re going to grow him a baby.”

When he reaches my ass, I can’t help but try to clench my legs closed, but he positions himself between them, preventing me from moving, the hand on my hip bruising.

Then he dips his head between my legs and his wet lips tease over my slick folds. His breath breezing over me has me relaxing. Dipping his tongue in and out of my pussy, he slides it up toward my asshole, making my muscles tighten.

He chuckles against my ass cheek. “Let Daddy lick your hole, Little Doll.”

He stretches my ass cheeks, holding them open, and licks around my sensitive hole. “Fuck, Daddy is going to feast on his little doll’s ass, baby.”

Wetness gathers between my legs, and I can’t help but to push back into him with a heavy moan of pleasure. The forbidden touch is overwhelming. “Daddy,” I pant as he pushes a finger into my pussy, and I clench around it.

“Tell Daddy to keep licking your ass, Little Doll. Tell Daddy you like being used like a filthy little slut for him.”

“Oh god.”

He withdraws his finger and smacks my ass hard, causing me to whimper at the pain because of the welts.

“Daddy. I like you using me.”

“Mmm.” His tongue thrusts into my ass, then circles the sensitive skin before repeating the motion while his finger slides back inside me with ease.

“I’m your little doll, Daddy, your little slut.”

“Yes, you fucking are. Mine.” He slaps my ass, causing pain and pleasure to ripple through me.

I push my ass back, enjoying his forbidden touch more than I ever thought possible. “Lick my ass, Daddy.”

“Say please.” His tongue skims over my hole, and he toys with me.

“Please lick me, Daddy.”

“Fuck. Does it feel good being my dirty little doll?”

He flicks his tongue over me, and I push back into him, and the scruff on his jaw adds to my need while I coat him. My wetness covers him, and I revel in the way he growls, as if loving it as much as me. I’m his dirty little doll who likes her daddy using her. “Feels so good.” I moan.

“Beg me to put a baby in you. Beg me to make you a mommy.”

“Oh god.”

He withdraws his finger again and smacks my ass.

“I’m on birth control.”

“I don’t give a flying fuck, Little Doll. If I want you pregnant, then I’ll do it.” He yanks my hair to turn my head to the side, then surges his finger covered with my pussy juice into my mouth, making me gag when he hits the back of my throat. Then he drags it over my tongue, and I suck on it, like the compliant little doll he created. “Understand?”

All coherent thoughts leave my brain, and I can do nothing but comply. “Ye-yes.” He withdraws his finger, and this time, he pushes it deep into my ass without warning. I try to move away from him, the intrusion jarring and uncomfortable, but he holds me steadfast, then his steel cock slams inside me, taking my breath away. “I’m going to fuck you so deep, Little Doll. Use you to breed for me.”

Holy shit. Why the hell do I like that idea so much?

He pulls almost all the way out before slamming inside again and again, harder, each surge more powerful than the last. His finger in my ass works in time with his thrusts, and when he pushes another finger inside me, forcing a whimper to escape me, the burning sensation hurts, and I want it to stop while also wanting to plead for more.

“Fuck, Daddy loves those little whimpers.” He slams inside me harder, cementing how much he gets off on my pain and pleasure. “It gets me so fucking hard,” he says through clenched teeth, then he sinks his teeth into my neck, causing me to cry out at the sharp pain.

The slapping of our skin fills the room, along with my moans as a tsunami of pleasure builds inside me.

“What are you?” he snaps out as one hand pulls me up by the hair.

“Daddy’s little doll.”

He drops me onto the mattress. “That’s right. Daddy’s little doll to use.”

“Yes. Yes.” I chant as the pressure inside me escalates. “I’m Daddy’s to use.”

“Daddy’s to breed. To put babies inside this little pussy.” He grunts with each thrust.

My vision blurs as my orgasm explodes around him. The creaking of the mattress and the wooden headboard hitting the wall plays out as background noise while I scream into the pillow, clinging onto the sheets as he erupts inside me, promising me a future I could only ever dream of.


Rafael


I fall onto her back, catching my weight on my elbows, then withdraw my cock, roll onto my back, and pull her on top of me. After positioning my weeping cock at her dripping hole, I stuff myself back inside her.

My hand finds her hair while her dainty fingers glide over my tattoos. “I like this one best,” she whispers sleepily. The tip of her finger follows the ink spelling “Oliver” over the center of my chest.

“Mmm, I thought you might.” I kiss the top of her head.

“I was worried you’d left to be with her,” she admits, then lifts her head to face me.

“Kendal?” I question, already knowing the answer.

She nods, a flush covers her cheeks, and I’m satisfied that she’s jealous, maybe she feels just as strongly as I do.

“She was nothing. Just a fuck.”

She swallows. “What am I, then?”

I tuck her locks behind her ear and answer her truthfully. “You’re mine. You belong to me.”

“I won’t share you, Rafael. I don’t want to be a whore, no matter how much I approve of in the bedroom.”

“Just the bedroom?” I lift my eyebrow playfully.

“You know what I mean.”

I nod. “She’s gone. She won’t return, and when I say you’re mine, I’m yours too.” Her shoulders slacken. “Only yours.” She bites into her lip to fight the smile creeping on her face.

We lie in a comfortable silence, and I wonder what she’s thinking. I know she’s holding back, no doubt the appearance of Kendal plaguing her thoughts. As much as I hate it, I’ve no control over her existence, but if she becomes an issue, I’ll put a bullet in her head and deal with the fallout with her family after.

“My mother, she killed herself.” I feel her swallow against my chest and my arms band around her protectively, hating the way her emotions bleed from her like a wound I can’t fix. “My father had lots of affairs, women of all ages. She hated being the other woman, being second best.” Her words hit me like a shot to my heart, leaving me speechless, unable to do anything but listen to the wobble in her voice as she speaks. “I always told myself, I’d never be second best. That I always deserved to be more, my children too. You know?” She lifts her head to search my face, and I can only nod, my mouth dry at the enormity behind her words. “To know my worth.”

Unshed tears fill her eyes and pain lances through my chest as I realize my inability to cure her sadness. So instead, I try to reassure her with the truth from somewhere deep inside me. I take a hold of her chin between my fingers, our eyes lock, and I tell her my truth.

“You’re worth every-fucking-thing.” The intensity behind my words has her throat working and my heart pounding erratically, because in that truth, I know she’s worth so much more than me, but that’s the one thing I refuse to give her. She will never be free from me, she’s mine.

We stare at one another for what feels like a lifetime, then she licks her lips. “What about your mother?”

I clear away the odd, scratchy sensation taking over my throat. “My father killed my mother.”

Her delicious little mouth falls open, forcing me to chuckle, and I feel the need to reassure her, as always. “It’s the Mafia way.” I shrug as I brush off the pain behind his actions.

“Do you know why?”

“No. I never wanted to know. I guess I always wanted to see my father as the man I respected, and I worried his response would cause me to hate him.”

Her eyes glisten, and I fidget at the clawing inside me over not knowing how to make her feel better. It’s one thing to have her crying for me when I fuck her. That comes from a place of our fucked-up pleasure, but it’s another thing when her tears come from sadness, something I hate.

“At least we’re broken together, Rafael.” A sad smile encompasses her face, and I will it to expand, to become a smile of joy instead of solitude.

“I’ll always fix you, Little Doll.” I lean forward and place a gentle kiss on her forehead, meaning every word, no matter how much the gnawing feeling of dread wells inside my stomach at saying them.

She rolls her bottom lip between her teeth, and a satisfied smile sits on her face as she rests her head back on my chest, then traces the tattoo of Oliver’s name.

“Did you love Oliver’s mother?”

“No,” I snap back without thought. My heart hammering at the turn of conversation.

“Never?”

“No.”

“Then why did you marry her?”

I sigh and throw my head back against the pillow, pissed I’m having to have this conversation with her while my cock is still stuffed inside her tight cunt.

“It was an arranged marriage. It’s common practice in the Mafia.”

She nods, no doubt already aware of this; she’s friends with Jade, and it’s obvious the girls chat about this shit.

“You don’t like to talk about her?”

“No. I like my little doll’s tit filling my mouth, so climb up here and let me see if I can suck it all in.”

Her brown eyes flare with arousal, and her pussy clenches around my cock, so I know I’ve changed the course of conversation.

The flush travels down her face and over her chest, and when my cock slips from her pussy, it weeps from the loss. I grip her ass and force her to straddle me, hardening at the wetness coating my torso due to her pussy dripping with my cum.

She pushes her hair over one shoulder and lowers her chest to my mouth. Tilting my head back, I give her room to place her delicate tit against my lips. Then I grip her soft flesh and push it into my mouth, sucking it roughly to leave my mark. My tongue works over the tip of her nipple and plays with the surrounding tenderness, delighting in the mewls of appreciation that leave her lips.

“Mmm, wait until Daddy is feeding from you, Little Doll. Wait until I drink my milk from these little tits.” I pump her tit as if milking her. My cock spurts pre-cum over my abs, and my balls draw up with need. Fuck me, she’s incredible.

“I want to feed you, Daddy.”

A groan rumbles in my chest at her admission.

“Play with your clit, Little Doll. Get yourself off while you feed your daddy.” She grips my hair with one hand while quickly maneuvering to give herself access to her pussy. My eyes roll when she humps my chest as she rubs against me and her hand works in time with her, circling her clit while her eyes become heavy.

“I like you tasting me, Daddy.”

My hips buck and I grunt as my cock throbs painfully on her words. I wrap my free hand around my cock and close my eyes and imagine her full with my baby while I take milk created for our firstborn from her tit.

Other than needing an heir and doing what is expected of me as a made man, I never imagined having children with anyone, definitely not with the bitch Oliver got dealt as a biological mother. But with Ellie, I want that. I want that so fucking bad it consumes me. She whimpers softly as I suck hard on her pointed nipple as if pulling milk from her.

Our breathing becomes labored, and she writhes, moaning as her wetness coats my chest. The thought of my cum dripping from her pussy while she feeds me sends me into a frenzy.

“Daddy, I’m going to come on you. Take my milk, please take it.”

I tug her nipple between my teeth and suck away the bite, and my fist works faster while tightening my grip on my cock like a vise.

Her small body tenses, and the grip she has on my hair pinches my scalp as she erupts, and I explode, sending spurts of cum over my stomach, creating a victorious mess.

Spent, I release her tit, and she slumps on my chest. “Fuck, you’re perfect, Little Doll.” I kiss the top of her head. “Absolutely perfect.”

“Look in there. I have something for you.” I nod toward the drawers beside the bed, and she leans over and opens it. She removes the small pink pussy plug I bought to ensure she is kept full, and stares at it. Turning it over in her hand, I chuckle at the look of confusion on her face.

“It’s to plug your pussy. To make sure you stay full of me. Now, give it to me, lie back, and open your legs.” My firm voice leaves no room for argument, and she slips it into my hand, then lays back. Using her hands, she spreads her legs apart for me. The sight of her swollen pussy seeping my seed is a vision of beauty. I glide the plug through the remnants of my cum and push it inside her, determined to keep my seed nestled deep enough to take form. Her pussy clenches around it as I slide it into place. “You’re to do this after every time I fill you, do you understand? It’ll ensure I force my baby inside you.”

She nods, almost robotically, and I smirk at her stunned reaction.

I need my little doll to breed for me, to ensure our future together, and with that thought in mind, I close my eyes and imagine our future with her by my side.


Chapter Twenty-Four


Rafael

The sun streams through the blinds, waking me, and I shift my attention to Ellie. Waking up with someone on my chest is new and never something I considered doing, more preferring the option of pumping and dumping. Even Oliver’s biological mother didn’t stay for the night. Our wedding night was a disaster. I was wasted and shocked I even managed to get my cock hard, and after doing the obligatory filling her with my cum, I left her room to continue drowning my sorrows in another bottle of scotch.

So, as much as having her small frame on me, against my beating heart, is an unfamiliar experience, it’s one I know I never want to be without. The thought of her not being on me has my muscles coiling and my teeth grinding, then I quickly shake away the thought and slide her off me so I can relieve myself.

I slip out of bed and drag a hand through my wayward hair as I glance into the mirror, then crack my neck from side to side and rest my palm over Oliver’s name. I need hers there too and our future children’s. My gaze latches onto her toiletry bag. I wonder if she’s pregnant now? Picking up the pills, I see they’re up to date; she’s taking them. That shouldn’t piss me off, but it does. Even though she’s none the wiser that they are fertility enhancers, I don’t like the thoughts of her taking birth control, especially after the sex we had last night where she embraced the idea of me putting a baby in her.

Flipping open the toilet lid and lifting the seat, I take a hold of my cock, aiming it into the bowl.

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

I glance over my shoulder and see my little doll covering her eyes with her palm. The fact we’re both butt naked in the bathroom and coated in dried cum, but she’s embarrassed by me pissing, causes me to chuckle.

“Come here, Little Doll.” I hold my free hand out to her.

She drops the hand covering her eyes, and her mouth falls open. “Y-your . . .” She waves her hand toward my cock.

I nod. “I know. Now come here.”

She swallows, and uncertainty plays out on her face. Then, as if banishing her thoughts, she shakes her head, sending her silky locks over her shoulders. Her hand slips into mine and I tug her by my side, wrapping my arm around her, then I kiss the top of her head. “Take Daddy’s cock in your hand while he pisses.”

I revel in the way she sucks in a sharp breath. “You want me to hold you?”

My cock twitches in my palm, but I try to ignore the arousal building inside me. Otherwise, taking a piss will become very difficult. “I want you to be a good little doll and relieve Daddy.” I gift her with another kiss, and her small hand reaches for me, setting my heart to thunder.

Jesus, tamper it down, Rafael, fuck. I grit my teeth, determined not to become too hard.

Handing myself over to her, she bites into her lip, and she looks adorable. “Point my cock into the toilet.” She nods while I stroke her hair with praise. “Such a good little doll for Daddy.”

I hiss when my piss finally makes an appearance, and don’t miss the proud smile on her pretty face that has me stifling a laugh.

When I’m finished, she bends toward the toilet tissue, but my hand shoots out and grips her wrist roughly to stop her.

I shake my head. “On your knees, Little Doll. You need to clean Daddy up.”

Her eyes widen. Then she nods, and I half expect her to run, but she surprises me when she kneels behind me and waits. I turn to face her, taking in her innocence, her beauty, and the way I spoil her with my darkness should cause me to step back and set her free, but I never claimed to be anything other than what I am, and she agreed to accept me. So, I’ll take everything from her, everything she willingly gave me.

She opens her mouth and pleasure zips through my veins. “My compliant little doll is such a good little slut for me.” I hold my cock out for her. “Clean the piss off your daddy.”

She leans up, her small tongue darts out, and my heart skips a beat, and then she licks along the ridge of my cock, and I groan. My hand finds her satin hair to hold her in place, and she dips her little tongue into my slit and swipes away the bead of piss remaining there. Jesus, that’s hot.

Fuck me, I’ve never experienced anything so erotic, so euphoric in my entire life. I’ve never been into watersports, it’s not something I’ve considered, but seeing her innocent face serving me so obediently, submissively, in such a filthy manner has me desperate to soil her even more. To push her to the brink, to my brink too. So, as she licks down my shaft and circles my balls, trailing her tongue back up to the tip, I take what I want from her. I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her head in place and thrust hard into her mouth, ignoring the shock on her face and the way her teeth scrape me. Then I use her throat vigorously while banding the other hand around her neck and tightening my hold on her. I can feel myself in her throat when I press the tips of my fingers against her. She gags and splutters, but it only spurs me on more. I thrust up harder, relishing the way her eyes bulge. Saliva drips between us as I fuck her throat with wild abandon while she claws at my thighs, then she moves her hands to grip onto my ass cheeks, only adding to my heightened state of need. Fuck, my little doll likes to fight, and I relish it.

Her brown eyes bore into me, pleading with me to take pity on her as tears stream down her face. “Pretty little doll,” I hiss. “Such a pretty”—my nostrils flare at the need to come—“fucking”—I thrust harder—“little”—I surge deeper, delighting in the feel of her warm throat—“doll.”

Cum shoots out of my cock, and I stumble at the force, causing her to gag further as I spill into her mouth.

“You possess me, Little Doll,” I coo as I slowly come down from my incredible high.


Chapter Twenty-Five


Rafael

We’ve been staking out our own fucking warehouse for the past four hours, and my ass is numb. I shuffle from side to side to try to ease the discomfort.

Staring toward our building, we know the dim light on means Stein is in there: the little shit who’s been stealing our weapons and is also potentially a rat.

Hence why we’re dealing with him ourselves until we know who is involved.

“You figure shit out with your girl yet?” Rocco side-eyes me.

“No.” The line of questioning he’s about to go down has my blood boiling, so I spin it back on him. “You figure shit out with your girl yet?”

He sighs heavily and drags a hand through his already messy hair while resting his combat boots onto my dashboard, causing irritation to sliver inside me at his disrespect. “I’m working on it.” My lip twitches at his words. My little brother will most definitely be working on it, and when our father finds out, he will flip his fucking shit at how much he’s worked on it.

“I’m going to force a baby inside her and give her no choice but to wear my ring and accept me as her husband.” I scoff at his words, knowing how much we’re alike. That should soften the blow for our father; he’s at his happiest when Oliver is in his vicinity. It’s funny how he barely tolerated us growing up.

Rocco shuffles in his seat and adjusts his cock, causing me to grind my teeth together.

“Can you contain that thing until we’ve finished here?” I bite out.

He chuckles, then unclips his blade from his shoulder holster. “My blade gets me hard, what can I say?” He follows the glistening of the metal with his gaze as he turns it from side to side, looking as deranged as ever, then brings the tip to his mouth and drags it over his tongue while stroking over his jean-clad cock.

“Fucked her with it. Still tastes of her pussy.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose and stare at the roof of the SUV. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

His loud chuckle fills the vehicle, and when the call comes, I exhale with relief and press the button on the steering wheel to answer. “Talk to me.”

Kai’s voice filters through the SUV. “Three black trucks heading your way. Two minutes out.”

Sharing a look with Rocco, I take in the fact his eyes are alive with vengeance. “And the rat?”

“On the inside, probably fucking with the cameras.”

“Probably.” I nod.

“I have you covered,” he confirms.

“You better.” Then I end the call.

For the first time in my life, I reconsider if keeping all our men out of this was a good idea. It could go disastrously wrong, and then who would look after her? I’d be another man letting her down, and an indescribable pain surges inside my chest at imagining her alone, or worse, with someone other than me by her side.

“You good?” Rocco frowns, his eyes searching mine, pulling me from my wayward thoughts.

“There’s another weapon under your seat.” He leans forward and grabs the gun, checking the magazine before clicking it back into place.

We freeze as we watch three black trucks speed down the hill and into the alley beside our warehouse. I count as six men climb out of the vans. “You think that’s all of ’em?”

I drag a finger over my lip. “Yeah. They need the backs empty for the shipment.”

Rocco nods.

The men disappear inside our warehouse and sparks burn my veins, threatening to ignite with a fury so grave the consequences will be catastrophic.

“You ready?”

“Fuck yeah.” He grins while bouncing in his seat. I chuckle as I throw open the door and close it quietly behind me.

I straighten my jacket and roll my head from side to side, preparing for battle.

Scanning my gaze over Rocco, he gives me a chin lift. “Let’s do this shit.” I nod in response.

We stroll across the road like we don’t have a care in the world, like we don’t have thieving fucking scumbags trying to screw us over.

“Are we going to knock or just walk in there?”

I glance at my brother. “I own the place. We’re going straight in.”

He looks over his shoulder. “Where exactly did you say Kai was?”

A chuckle bubbles in my throat. “I didn’t.”

He rolls his eyes. “I have a girl to slide inside tonight.” He shrugs. Meaning he wants to return home in one piece.

“You and me both.” I wink at him as my hand clamps down on the door handle.

Hushed voices infiltrate my senses as we step inside our dimly lit warehouse. The creak of the heavy metal door doesn’t draw attention to us as I expected, so we stride toward the voices.

“What the fuck?” a guy says. Standing tall with broad shoulders and a bald head, he’s dressed in black. He steps away from the wall, and knowing my brother has my back covered, I continue on my pursuit with confidence. He drops to the floor with a bullet between his eyes. I step over him, but the office door flies open, and I remove my weapon and take aim before he’s even considered drawing his own.

He falls to the floor, bleeding out from his neck.

Two down.

A shadow moves to the side of the door and another on the opposite side. I hold up my hand, instructing Rocco to pause.

“Stein. Get your ass out here right now!” I grit out.

“Not a chance!” he yells.

Fucking coward.

Gunfire pursues, and I step behind one of the concrete pillars while Rocco and I shoot toward the office. I glance at my brother, who is taking cover behind one of the pallets, no doubt ready to be shipped tonight. Our product. His eyebrows dance back at me, and he tilts his head toward the office.

Don’t you fucking dare, I mouth, and he throws his head back on a chuckle before ignoring my instruction and jumping out, leaving me to cover his ass while he somersaults and fires at the pricks taking solitude in my office. “Come get me, motherfuckerrrrrs!” he screeches, and I briefly close my eyes at his childish actions before continuing to cover him.

A guy jumps out in the doorway, and before my bullet can penetrate his face, Rocco grunts, then I wince.

I step out and march toward the fucker that dared to shoot my brother. He’s bleeding out on the floor, but I don’t give a shit; I’ll drain every last breath from him. Lifting my shoe, I stamp hard on his neck, relishing the crushing beneath my foot as blood spurts from every direction and life drains from his face. Perfect.

“That all you got?” Rocco throws in their direction, and I want to kick him in the face and tell him to act dead to give me some peace. Instead, I clock Kai moving in the shadows and gift him a nod.

He pulls the tab on the smoke canister and throws it into the office.

Three men rush from the room, and Rocco and I aim shots at their legs while Kai steps behind them, knocking them to the floor. Then he disappears into the office before returning with a flailing Stein.

Stein coughs and splutters, trying to catch his breath, while I focus on my brother.

He surveys the hole in his jacket. “You ruined my leather, motherfucker!” He kicks one of the guys who lies semiconscious on the floor in the head so hard the loud crack of his skull is a giveaway to his demise.

“Fuckkk.” Kai grimaces when blood splatters across the concrete. Then he checks Stein for weapons, discarding a gun across the floor before pushing him face down and tying his hands behind his back with cable ties. He yanks him up, gripping Stein’s head in his hand, forcing him to face me while his other hand lands on his shoulders, keeping him in place, kneeling at my feet. I glare down at him, and panic flashes across his face as he pales.

“Rocco?” Rocco’s head snaps in my direction. “You’re going to use that weapon of yours tonight.”

His lips tip into a knowing smirk. “Yeah?”

I nod and step back, allowing my brother to step forward while Kai’s firm hold keeps Stein in place.

Rocco slices through his clothes with well-practiced ease, leaving them pooling to the floor. Then he slices his chest, taking slivers of flesh with each swipe, leaving Stein wailing and struggling in Kai’s firm hold.

Towering over him, I glare down into his pleading eyes. “Explain,” I bite out, beyond pissed at his betrayal.

“I needed the money, man. It wasn’t much. You can afford it.”

Wrong answer.

Rocco scoffs, then he cuts into his forehead, down the side of his face, across his jawline, and follows it up by joining it at the top where he started.

“Shit. Please tell me you’re not.” Kai blanches.

“Oh, I am.” Rocco’s eyebrows dance with delight.

Yep, my little brother is fucked in the head and eager to peel the flesh from this piece of shit’s face.

“Was anyone else involved?” Boredom laces my tone.

Stein coughs, sending a flurry of spittle, blood, and snot in our direction, but Rocco doesn’t so much as flinch while I grimace at the cowardly display.

“I-I paid—” He swallows hard, then coughs again. “A couple of guys to look the other way.”

“Names?”

He doesn’t speak, angering me further. Instead, he sucks in air while sobbing uncontrollably.

“Names,” I grit out, anger thrumming through my blood. He’s wasting my time away from my girl.

“Chris and Andy,” he eventually spits out, with bloody dribble cascading down his chin.

Rocco catches my eye, and I nod at him to take care of them too.

“Who are they?” Rocco waves his hand toward the guys on the floor.

“Russians. The-they approached me.”

My back molars grind together. Fucking Russians.

“What about the police? How’d they know about the shipment?” Kai asks.

I drag my finger over my lips as I wait for a response.

Nothing.

“You know, I’m about to peel the flesh from your face unless you tell us what we want to know.” Rocco stares down at him callously, his fingers twitching to follow up his threat with the action.

“I-I swear. I never ratted.” Blood oozes from his face profusely. “Oh God, I swear I never spoke to no police.”

Kai’s gaze meets mine, and we have a silent conversation. He knows nothing, therefore someone else is feeding them intel, but who?

“Pl-please. I swear I just wanted cash.” His trembling voice is desperate, and I give Rocco a firm tilt of my head, letting him dispose of the piece of shit as he deems necessary.

Rocco always liked to play with his toys, while I never had time for any.

Until her.

“Finish up here Rocco, then get a clean-up team in. The last thing we want is the FBI showing up.”

He gives me a playful salute, and I roll my eyes.

Then I spin on my heel, determined to get back to my girl as quickly as possible.

“Check the trucks,” I snipe out to Kai as I throw open the door of the warehouse and march out of the alleyway toward my SUV.

“Boss?”

I glance over my shoulder as he stares into the back of one of the trucks.

“We got a problem.”

A girl hog-tied in the back of the van locks eyes with me, terrified and pleading.

“Fucking great.” My shoulders sag, knowing it’s going to be a long night.


Chapter Twenty-Six


Ellie

It’s been eight weeks since I moved in with Rafael and Oliver, and I couldn’t be happier. I finished schooling shortly after. Darryl was noticeably absent in school, which was odd, but I didn’t want to reach out, knowing what happened between us would only anger Rafael. Truth be told, his behavior that day made me uncomfortable, so it’s for the best that our friendship has come to an end.

Rafael encouraged me to stay home with Oliver and oversee his staff while I followed through with an online course in child psychology.

Me and Oliver are closer than ever, and his speech is progressing in the right direction, much to Rafael’s approval. Oliver has become my little shadow, and I love it. He’s so sweet natured, which is jarring, considering the world he is growing up in. I can’t help but wonder if Rafael would have been softer given the chance, but then I remind myself I love him the way he is.

I realized I’d fallen in love with him at the beginning of our relationship, but I tried telling myself it was infatuation because of his attention toward me. But the way he looks at me like I’m his everything, and the tender kisses he presses on my head, have me hoping he feels the same way. Something tells me Rafael hasn’t shown affection before, and I’m constantly telling myself he never had this sort of relationship with Oliver’s mother. My jealousy over her makes my heart feel like it’s shattering. Even though I know she’s passed away, I can’t help but feel cheated out of the fact she gave him Oliver, the sweet little boy I wished was my own blood. She gave him something I didn’t, and for that, I hate her.

Turning around, I glance into the mirror again; I’ve come a long way since I last wore this school uniform, and as I button up my blouse and straighten out the creases, I stand taller. I’ve gone from an innocent virginal schoolgirl to the perfect little doll for her daddy. The bedroom door opens, and Rafael leans against the doorframe. His stare fills with lust as he scans me up and down. Then he licks his lips like a predator, his eyes eating me whole.

My heart hammers and heat gathers on my cheeks at the way his lust-filled gaze sears into me with a promise of retribution.

Scanning over his clothes, my brows furrow. This was meant to be a Halloween party, and he’s not in costume. Of course, he looks as hot as ever with his black pants and black shirt, his hair slicked back, giving him his signature look. I hope I’m not the only one dressing up. Rafael informed me I would meet his father and brother tonight, and I don’t want to create an idiot out of myself by being the only one in costume.

Ironic, really, that my outfit is now deemed a costume, yet only a few short months ago it was my reality, my life.

He drags a calculated tattooed finger over his lip. “Where’s your costume, Rafael? You said this was a costume party.” I huff.

A dark chuckle escapes him. “I have a mask, Little Doll.” He withdraws his hand from behind his back and holds out a black mask with neon crosses for eyes, and excitement thrums in my veins. The way he says my nickname has me clenching my thighs, and he chuckles as if knowing the reaction I have toward him.

“Come on, let’s get this party over with.” He holds his hand out for me, and I step forward, slipping mine into his. He pulls me against his chest, then grinds his hard cock against me. “I’m going to fuck you in this uniform.” He nips at my ear with a groan.

I go up on my tiptoes to capture his lips. “I’m counting on it, Daddy.”

Then I step back, push past him, and revel in the growl that leaves him as he follows me down the stairs while I add extra sway to emphasize my ass.


Rafael


There’s a reason I avoid my father’s parties. Not only does it mean I have to mix with people I don’t like, but it also means I have to feign not being bored.

This party, however, is worse than every other party I have been to, ever. Because the girl I’m obsessed with is getting glances from every man in the room, creating an aggressive need inside me, which threatens to spill over at any minute. The veins on my forehead pulsate, and my muscles are coiled so tight they’re painful. As soon as I can get her alone, I’ll punish her little ass for forcing me to feel so goddamn riled.

Eyes scan her small frame up and down, each trying to figure out who she is, and I smile internally, imagining they’re trying to guess if indeed she is just a schoolgirl.

“I think they all think you’re here by mistake, a naughty little schoolgirl.” Rocco flicks his finger through her ponytail, causing it to sway, and I growl in his direction while holding her tighter against me.

Ellie’s cheeks redden, and I can’t lie, the splash of crimson across her skin only adds to the innocence of her costume.

“Rafael looks like he’s going to explode,” Rocco mocks while pointing his beer bottle toward me, releasing a baiting chuckle when I deliver him a scowl in warning.

“Aren’t you enjoying the party?” Ellie tilts her head up to me, and I scan her face for all seriousness.

Fuck me, she’s being serious.

“No.”

She rolls her eyes, and I want to tan her ass for the action, but I won’t give everyone that view of my girl, so instead I grit my teeth.

“I like your costume.” Ellie turns to face Rocco, and I immediately tense with jealousy at her attention on my younger brother. His teasing gaze meets mine, and he licks his lips as if about to say something he knows will aggravate me further, but I give him a shake of my head. He does not want to fuck with me tonight. I already feel like ripping someone apart. I’m teetering on the edge of insanity. Even I worry I’m unable to control it.

“It’s not a costume, he always dresses like that.” My baritone voice sends a shiver over her as I tilt my head in his direction.

“Oh, I thought you came as a biker.” I grind my jaw at her analogy, the use of the word biker stinging more than she could understand, given I never told her a damn thing about my brother Ricardo.

“Nope, not a biker. But I love to ride. Hard.” Rocco’s eyebrows dance, and I have an immense need to cut them from his smug face. Provoking me is not a good idea. It won’t end well.

“I’m pretty sure I just saw Jade go outside.” Ellie points toward the patio. “Can I go see?” The fact she asks for my permission forces my cock jump in delight, and her brown eyes lift toward mine, seeking approval.

“I’ll watch from here. Behave.” Then, as much as I want to kiss the top of her head, I refrain from doing so, conscious of the guests watching my every move. She waits for me to do something, and I hate the fact disappointment mars her pretty features before she glances away with hurt in her eyes.

She slips away, and I immediately feel her loss and hate the way she left without my reassurance. Just another reason I’m so infuriated at having to be here.

“I wouldn’t have acknowledged her either,” Rocco adds, drawing my attention to him. He leans back against the wall, his eyes flicking over the crowd. “Too many fucking vipers.”

“I saw Robert here earlier. What does he want?”

Rocco scoffs. “Money, what else?”

“Have security follow him. I don’t like him hanging around our father’s house. Then get rid of him before I lay eyes on him again.”

“What? You mean you don’t want to welcome our stepbrother home?” Rocco chuckles.

Ignoring him, I change the conversation. “Have you seen our father?” I quirk a brow at my brother. I’m slightly disappointed I haven’t been able to introduce him to Ellie yet. After all, she is the future mother of his grandchildren.

“He had a blonde on his arm and went into the games room.” I chuckle, knowing my father is probably balls deep in some girl right now.

The man might be a grandfather, but there’s no slowing him down.

My gaze latches onto my girl outside. Poor little doll looks lost as she searches the crowd for Jade, my brother’s addiction.

My attention is drawn to a figure watching my girl with interest, and when he pushes off the wall and follows her, anger pierces through my chest, creating a protective adrenaline so strong I’ve no choice but to push my way through the crowd toward him. Fury builds with each step. If he touches one hair on my little doll’s head, I’ll rip him apart until there are only unrecognizable remnants of his existence.

Nobody hurts my little doll.

Nobody but me.


Chapter Twenty-Seven


Ellie

Imove through the crowd of people in search of Jade and into a free space, taking a deep breath now that I can finally breathe easier.

For the first time tonight, I understand why Rafael was reluctant to attend. The disapproving looks and assessing stares have me feeling like I am on display for all to see. There is a dangerous toxicity in the air, one that tells me the party is much more than something fun. Enemies, lovers, deceit, they all swarm the air like a battleground while the innocents among them float by unaware.

Footsteps coming from behind me startle me, and when I stop to look around, I realize how far I’ve wandered away from the party. I glance back and can only see the dim lights of the patio, and shadows shroud me in a cloak of darkness.

Panic wells inside me, and with my heart racing, I lean against the wall of the mansion to catch my breath, and I become acutely aware of the fact I am surrounded by dangerous people, yet so vulnerably isolated out here alone.

“Stupid Ellie,” I grumble to myself.

“What do we have here?” A man steps out from the shadows dressed as Gomez from The Addams Family. His voice is slimy with a threatening edge to it. Attempting to step away, my back hits the wall, and again, I could kick myself for being so dumb.

He reaches out to touch me, and I turn my head away and squeeze my eyes closed, but his touch never comes. When I pry my eyes open, I’m stunned to see Rafael’s mask-covered face. His broad build dwarves the man who tries to hit Rafael.

Rafael dodges him with ease, chuckling darkly at the lame attempt to free himself.

“Nobody touches what’s mine.” Rafael grips him by the neck, pressing hard as the man’s eyes bulge while I watch on in horror.

Then Rafael grabs the top of his head with the palm of his thick hand and pushes the man to his knees.

“Apologize to my little doll.”

My body trembles against the wall as the man stares up at me, then he leans forward and spits at my feet, causing me to grimace while I edge away from him.

The moonlight catches onto something shiny, and I realize Rafael has flicked open a blade, and my breathing stutters as I watch motionless. Then, before the man can blink and I can warn him, Rafael surges the blade into the side of his face. The horror of the action spills from the man in an almighty wail as he scrambles against Rafael’s hold.

A pain lances through my chest and I feel like I’m on the brink of a panic attack as copper fills my senses, but it’s Rafael’s maniacal laughter that sends me over the edge, the insanity behind it hard to comprehend.

This is different from a bullet. This is pure torture, for enjoyment, and it is too much.

Rafael’s shirt tightens against his shoulders, then he twists the man’s head sharply to the side. The crack of his neck rings out in my ears while my mind plays catch-up on what just happened.

He killed him.

Holy shit, he killed him like a savage. Like a Mafia man.

The thud of his body hitting the ground confirms it. My mind races, begging me to run, warning me I’m in too deep, that I’m in danger.

He killed him.

I swallow back the nerves as I step away from the wall, and Rafael lifts his head, his mask covering his emotions. He moves to step over the body, yet I move quicker. With the target of the forest in sight and my pulse quickening with adrenaline, I rush across the lawn toward the tree line.

Rafael’s loud, demonic laughter fills my ears. “You can run, Little Doll, but Daddy will always find you,” he bellows across the open space, encouraging me to quicken my pace, and a surge of horror and alarm spurs me on.

This is all too much. I need to get out of here.

He killed him. He took his life with such brutality that sickness waves through me with each step.

Terror floods me when I hear his footfalls behind me, and I thank God I took gym class until the end of my schooling.

Reaching the forest, I hesitate briefly.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” he roars, his voice edging closer.

Instead of listening, I dash into the darkness, ignoring the branches snapping beneath my feet and the thorns catching my legs.

My bloodstream pumps with fear and desperation as I head deeper into the darkness. The whooshing noise in my ears means it’s easy for me to block out the sounds surrounding me. The only ones I’m concerned with are the crunching of his shoes as he moves at a much slower pace than me.

“Little Doll . . .” he taunts, adding to my anxiety. “Daddy’s going to punish that ass, Little Doll.”

There’s not one sliver of his tone etched with anger, concern, or guilt, and while that shouldn’t infuriate me, it does. He thinks this is a game, that me running is a game.

Am I a game to him?

A sob erupts from deep within me and the crunching stops, causing me to pause and glance around in the dark.

Neon lights flicker briefly on and off, his mask illuminating as he calmly walks toward me. Then it switches off. My heart feels like it’s going to combust as I slowly edge away from the shadow of a tree.

It flickers on again, closer, and I don’t know whether he can see me or not, but I know he can sense me at the very least, just like I sense him.

The lights flicker off again, causing anxiety to course through me.

The wind howls, the trees sway, and the leaves rustle, adding to the chilling sensation creeping over me.

A branch snaps, and my heart leaps as terror slivers through me.

I scan the forest, the ominous darkness bringing with it a warning of danger. I want to scream and cry, yet I find myself frozen. My eyes flick from side to side; do I run, do I go farther into the forest, into the unknown?

The crosses of his eyes illuminate once again, and I squeeze my eyes shut as fear renders me powerless, and when I finally open them, it’s to nothing but darkness and a longing of disappointment, which have me whimpering with a need for him to comfort me.

“Shhh, Little Doll.”

My breath hitches knowing he can hear me, and fear prickles my skin as I wrap my arms around myself.

Do I run?

“Don’t run, Little Doll. Daddy will hunt you down. Daddy will punish you.”

I suck in a sharp gasp. If I run, I’ll give away my position, but what if he knows where I am already? I’m frozen to the spot. My breathing is ragged and my stomach swims with apprehension, a thick ball of panic gripping my throat as my eyes dart from left to right for an answer they cannot find.

His mask flickers on again, and he’s within reach, so I spin on my heels and run for it. The deep chuckle echoes through the forest, and suddenly, he yanks my hair back, causing me to slam into his solid chest.

“Tsk tsk, naughty little doll,” he whispers in my ear, sending a tremor through me. “You’re about to get punished, and it’s going to hurt so fucking good.” He slams me to the ground.

While I remain stunned on my stomach, the sounds of his belt and zipper have me turning to glance over my shoulder. “Ra-Rafael. Wh-what are you doing?”

“You’re going to learn that I’ll always find you, Little Doll, and when I do, you’ll be sorry.”

He leans down and pushes my skirt up with one hand, then slides my panties down while I attempt to crawl away. I dig my fingers into the wet ground and push up onto my knees, but he uses his other hand to force me down, his grip on my back bruising as he holds me in position. Pushing onto my knees, he slams me face down into the dirt, his palm pressing against my cheek.

“Fuck, Daddy likes it when you fight.” He chuckles darkly. Then I lash out, kicking my legs behind me. “Fuck, that’s it, fight me.” My heels hit him, but he doesn’t budge. He only mocks me by chuckling. “You’re going to get your little ass fucked so hard, Little Doll. Daddy’s cock is begging for you.” He grinds his cock over my ass cheeks, laughing as my body tenses. We’ve never done that. Sure, he’s put his finger inside me, but never has he put his cock in there. He always laughed, saying he wouldn’t waste his cum inside my ass when it was meant for my pussy.

Rafael kicks my legs apart, and again, I claw at the dirt in a lame attempt to stand. “Rafael?”

“Shh, Little Doll, let Daddy get you ready to take him.” Spittle lands on my ass, and his calloused fingers drag it down to my asshole. My pulse races with horror as I push up with all my strength, only for my face to slam back down into the ground.

“Be good, Little Doll.”

Holy shit.

I whimper and tense when he touches me there, but my pussy drips with need at his words.

“Please.”

“Try to run now, Little Doll. Try to run from Daddy while he fucks your ass.” There’s no malice in his voice, only amusement, reiterating this is all part of a game.

Pressing my elbows into the ground, I push up hard, only for him to chuckle and force me back into the soil again. My cheek connects with the ground, and my body falls lax, defeated. It’s pointless trying anymore. I’m tiny compared to him. He wields all the power; his strength and weight above me rendering me useless. The head of his solid cock swirls my asshole, and I can’t help the flood of desire pooling between my legs at the turn of events. We’ve gone from me being terrorized to Rafael turning this into a game—a game he intends on winning. A game I hadn’t even realized I was playing until now.

He pushes the tip in slowly, and I choke on thin air, the burn too much to bear.

“Oh, Daddy.” I claw at the wet ground. “Please, Daddy.”

“Fuck.” He grunts as he pushes farther inside me, ignoring my pleas. “Your screams are going to make Daddy come, Little Doll.”

A sob catches in my throat. “Daddy.”

He pushes farther in, and my ass feels like it’s so full there’s no room for more. Stupidly, I push back at the same time he surges forward. My screams ricochet off the trees as pain slices through me.

His movement pauses, and a strangled sound leaves his throat. “Fuck, you’re soaking Daddy’s balls with your greedy cunt, Ellie.”

My breathing hitches as I try to regain some form of clarity. “I wonder if your pussy is wet because you like Daddy hurting you.”

He’s right, my pussy is wet. His filthy words and warped methods of showing he cares are somehow creating a desire inside of me just as brutal as his.

He growls when he shoves all the way inside while I give up trying to fight back.

“Fuck, Little Doll. So tight.” He pulls out to the tip, then slams back in again and again.

With one hand holding my neck, the other moves to my clit, rubbing it with fervor as he attempts to bring me the same pleasure as him.

When he strokes over my swollen nub, I buck beneath him, encouraging him to thrust faster, wilder. “Take it,” he grits out, like it pains him to speak.

The way he plays me so easily has me complying with equal need.

“Daddy, please. I want it.”

“Oh fuck. That’s it, like that, baby.” He strokes over me, adding pressure onto my clit, and my orgasm slams into me out of nowhere, and my mouth falls open on a silent, choked scream.

He moves above me as I float into the abyss, working faster and faster, using my body as a vessel while I become his to own.

The pain in my ass has now subsided to a strange fullness that I no longer dislike. He uses me for his taking, and when he explodes inside me with a muttered “Fuckkkk,” I vaguely register he’s finished, too spent to care, too satiated in my post orgasmic state. He tugs up my panties soaked with his release.

Then he pulls me toward him by my hair and roughly brushes a finger over my face as if smudging something on me. “You really are Daddy’s dirty little slut.” His dark orbs flare with arousal once again. “You’re my possession, Ellie. Don’t ever forget it. No matter where you run, I’ll always find you, Little Doll. Always.” His words are laced in a dark threat; they’re deadly, haunting.

Then he nuzzles his face into my hair and inhales, sending a wave of goose bumps over me. “Daddy will always protect you,” he whispers, my heart fluttering at the emotion behind his words. A complete contradiction to only moments ago.

As he straightens my clothes almost lovingly, a proud smile settles on his face. “You were perfect.” I bite into my lip at his praise, trying to withhold the need to beam back at him.

The thought is not lost on me just how much I embrace this kink of ours, and that’s what it is, it’s ours.

I might be Rafael Marino’s possession, but he’s mine too.


Chapter Twenty-Eight


Rafael

Ellie can barely function as she walks stiffly on shaky legs. I smile with pride as heads turn in our direction and they take in her bedraggled state. The way her hair screams just fucked and the dirt coats her previously clean clothes, it’s obvious I’ve fucked her into a stupor.

As she sways, I tug her into my side and pull a server toward me. “Two scotch and a bottle of water.” He nods and disappears into the crowd while I guide us over to a familiar face I actually don’t mind seeing.

I drop into the chair beside him and pull Ellie into my lap.

Whipping my mask off, I blow out a deep breath and throw it on to the table, barely missing the drinks gathered there.

Bren O’Connell’s loud chuckle causes me to smirk as a server slides one scotch into my hand. I pass the water bottle to Ellie and nod for the server to gift Bren with the other.

He salutes me. “Cheers.”

I give him a nod, then take the bottle from a dazed Ellie and open it for her. She takes a sip and rests her head against my chest like a tired child. Protectiveness engulfs me, and I band an arm around her slender waist.

“It’s not like you to make an appearance at these events,” I state.

He drags a thick hand over his mouth. “Yeah. Got dragged here.” He tilts his head to the small blonde woman beside him. She’s young-looking, innocent, and his wife.

I heard through the grapevine how they became a couple; she was found in a crate after being sold as a sex slave, and the crate somehow ended up in the O’Connell family warehouse, and it seems it was love at first sight.

Bren is the Don of the O’Connell family, an opposing Mafia family, who are allies in our world. Having Bren here tonight proves as much to the watchful eyes.

“This is our date night,” his wife declares with a sweet smile that has me chuckling.

Ellie raises her head. “Oh, that’s lovely. Rafael took me on a date recently.” Her brown eyes exude happiness.

I grin into my drink, remembering my first date while Bren rears back, as if stunned at her admission.

“I love your outfit choice. You look like the schoolgirl who just got fucked in the woods by the big bad guy.” Bren’s wife beams in Ellie’s direction, wagging her finger up and down at my girl. “So realistic.”

Bren chokes on his drink while his knowing gaze meets mine, and a smirk plays on his normally stoic lips.

My lip curls, and I can’t help but toy with the girl. “What gives it away?”

Ellie shifts in my lap.

His wife scans over Ellie. “The debris in your hair is perfect, and the way the mud clings to your knees and clothes, and oh my gosh, you even went as far as getting it in your nails, it appears like you’ve been dragged through the woods.” She giggles.

Bren leans closer toward me, his broad, muscular shoulders stretch the shirt he wears, and I wince at imagining him busting out of it. Not something I want to see.

“Heard you’ve been having problems.”

I take a slow sip of my scotch and analyze my ally’s expression, not a flicker of distrust on his face, so I simply gift him with a nod.

“Let me know if you need a hand, I know a team I can trust.” His blue eyes bore into mine. “You can trust them too; you have my word.” I swirl my drink in my glass as I consider his proposal and what he will get from this.

“What’s in it for you?”

He throws his head back on a loud chuckle, causing Ellie to startle, and I want to pummel his face with my fist for causing her distress.

When he finally locks his gaze with mine, all humor is wiped from his face and he gives a shrug. “Never know when I might call on you for support.”

I muse over his response. “Send me the details.”

He digs his thick hand into his pants pocket and pulls out his phone. Within seconds, mine pings, alerting me to a message, and I glance down and the message reads, STORM.

“Rafael, we got a problem.” My brother’s panicked voice cuts through our conversation and has every muscle in my body coiling as I snap my attention toward him.

“What kind of problem?” I take a sip of my scotch, feigning nonchalance, when in reality I know he wouldn’t interrupt me without it being necessary.

He shuffles from foot to foot, and his gaze roams over Ellie, and my hold on her tightens. Poor little doll is still in a too much of a dazed state to notice.

Rocco bends to whisper in my ear, “The Nikita kind.”

The hairs on my neck prickle with awareness, my mouth dries, and as Ellie shuffles in my lap; my initial thought is she felt the change in me too.

“Ahhh, what do we have here?” A calculating voice I wished I would never hear again sends my stomach plummeting.

Rocco winces and mutters a “Fuck” as the distinct clicking of heels approach.


Ellie


Rafael’s body freezes at the sultry voice, and I turn to face the female I know he’s slept with, and I hate her for it. How he reacts to her has me wondering if he has feelings for her, and the thought has sickness rolling through my stomach.

She’s tall, so much taller than me I feel insignificant, and I shrink into Rafael’s chest as if needing protection from her. Her figure is amazing, with an hour-glass body and tits that spill over the top of her Catwoman bodysuit; it’s plastered to her, emphasizing her figure, and jealousy courses through me. Her long blonde hair doesn’t look like her natural shade, but it doesn’t take away from the fact that she’s beautiful. Her face has such perfect sculpting that she seems handcrafted; she is undoubtedly one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen, and when she looks at me, my mouth becomes impossibly dry.

“Rafael, darling. What’s this little plaything you have with you? Did nobody tell you to leave your toys at home?” She throws her head back on a condescending laugh, and I sit forward with irritation.

“Enough, Nikita. What the fuck are you doing here?” His deadly tone has a gritty edge to it, a promise of violence, and relief floods me at how obvious it is that he feels nothing for this woman. If at all, I’d say he feels hate.

She clucks her tongue. “I want to see Oliver.”

My heart races at the mention of the little boy I’m so fond of, but why the hell would she want to see him? Did Rafael have a relationship with her and let her bond with him too? Unbridled hurt lances through my chest, a betrayal I’ve no right to feel, yet it’s catastrophic.

In the blink of an eye, Rafael scoops me up and slides me onto his chair. He stands so quickly that it draws attention to him, and I watch in horror as his hand snaps out to grab hold of her arm. Then he marches her through the crowd, and her legs can barely keep up.

She attempts to pull away. “Get your hands off me. I’m still your fucking wife!”

My world tilts on an axis as pure devastation infiltrates my bloodstream and her words echo in my ears. “I’m still your fucking wife.”

He lied.

She’s not dead.

A sob catches in my throat, and I’m grateful to be seated, knowing my legs couldn’t possibly hold me.

I close my eyes, but all I see is her.

Her beauty.

Her son.

Her and Rafael.

“Are you okay?” I snap my eyes open to the sweet woman from earlier. She strokes my back as my mind remains clogged with hurt.

He’s married.

He’s not mine.

We cheated.

My heart stutters and my stomach rolls.

I don’t belong to him.

I was always just his little toy to play with.

A toy for him to possess.


Chapter Twenty-Nine


Ellie

Rocco drives me home in silence as I stare out of the window and wonder how the hell I got myself in this position of being the other woman, a mistress no less, after everything I told him.

The notion sits heavy in my stomach, leaving me feeling dirtier than the mud coating my skin and clothes.

“He cares for you, ya know.” Rocco’s smooth voice filters through me, but I shake my head, refusing to accept his words, and watch the lights flashing past as he drives through New Jersey and back to Rafael’s home. A home I no longer want to be a part of, no matter how much it pains me.

“Just hear him out, Ellie.” The window reflects Rocco dragging a hand through his wayward hair. “The Mafia life is different to any other. We have little to no choice sometimes, and that has our actions appear extreme to some.” There’s emotion laced in his tone, and for the first time ever, I know there’s more to Rocco Marino than the joker of the family. There’s resentment and hurt, a deadly concoction that has me wondering what the hell is going on in his life.

“He lied to me.” My voice comes out trembly and weak, and in all honesty, it’s how I feel, coupled with a sore ass. Every inch of me hurting beyond repair.

“He cares for you,” Rocco repeats, as if convincing himself. I huff at his statement, unwilling to be drawn into an argument.

As much as I know that to be true, I refuse to let the words sink in and refuse to be the other woman. How can he have me around Oliver so blatantly, knowing he’s cheating on his mom with me. Not only is he disrespecting his son and mother, but he’s also disrespecting me, and not one part of that screams he cares for me.

When the car pulls up outside the mansion, I’m out and into the house as quick as I ran in the woods. I dash up the stairs and into the bedroom, slamming the door behind me. Then I sink to the floor, finally able to let the sobs rack through my body, feeling worthless, spent, and destroyed as I wrap my arms around my legs for comfort, realizing I’m alone once again.


Chapter Thirty


Rafael

Iglance down at the latest text from my brother.

Rocco: She’s in the house. I think she’s going to try to leave.

Fuck! Out of nowhere, a sadistic chuckle lodges in my throat. Let her fucking try.

Me: She won’t.

Rocco: How can you be so sure?

Me: I used your favorite weapon.

Me: I drugged her.

He sends me a laughing emoji, confirming my brother is just as fucked up as me. It also confirms he knows I’m aware of his little trysts and the way he manipulates his girl in order to capture her forever.

My cock hardens thinking about Ellie lying vulnerable in our bed for the taking.

“You’re not listening to me, Rafael!” Annoyance rumbles through me at an alarming speed, and I settle my fists beneath the table so she doesn’t see the effect she has on me.

Cracking my neck from side to side to reduce the growing tension gathering in my head, I lift my eyes to focus on the bitch sitting opposite me.

“What do you want?” I spit out.

“I want to see our son.” Her calculating smile does nothing to appease me and only aggravates me further.

“My son.”

She scoffs. “I delivered him from my pussy. Which he destroyed, might I add. So he’s partly mine.”

The way she talks about my son as if he’s nothing sets every cell in my body alight with a need to expel my demons, preferably on her, but she knows, just as I do, that isn’t going to happen.

Her cunning smile encompasses her carefully constructed face as if reading my thoughts.

“I’m sure you’ve had work done to fix it. Much like your face.” I sneer back, unable to help being drawn into the familiar battle with her.

She sighs heavily and glances around my father’s sitting room before settling her focus back on me. “I just want dinner with him. That’s all.”

I sit forward, trying to gauge her plan. “Dinner?” She’s never eaten a meal with Oliver in her entire life. Why the fuck would she want to now?

“Yes, dinner. A little more money would help too.”

Of course she wants money, she always wants money. Whenever her devious little head pops up, she wants money. “I’ll have some wired to you. But you’re to stay the hell away from Oliver.”

I push back in my chair, done with the conversation, my skin itching to get back to Ellie to put things right.

“No.”

That one word stops me in my tracks, and I turn my head over my shoulder, firing daggers at her audacity.

“No?” The coldness in my voice does nothing to prevent her from continuing with whatever little plan she’s come up with.

“No. I want dinner with my son.” She crosses her arms over her enhanced chest, and the movement sickens me. How I could ever get hard by her is beyond me. Instead of giving her more argument and wasting more of my time, I decide to give her what she wants. This way, I can gauge her tactics.

“Fine.”

“Fine?” Her mouth falls open before she quickly shuts it to mask her surprise.

“Yes. Tomorrow night at mine, seven p.m. Then you’re gone.”

Her eyes light up with glee, but I pay her no attention as I stride toward the door. Now I need to determine my little doll is okay, inform her of our dinner plans, and get rid of Nikita once again so we can continue living our life.

I open the security app on my phone and locate her sleeping form in her bed. Just where I want her, all ready for the taking.

Mine to use.

Mine to possess.

My little doll.


Chapter Thirty-One


Rafael

Islip into her room silently, not a peep from the little girl hidden beneath the sheets. Scanning the room, I latch onto the bottled water beside her bed and smirk. Earlier, I text one of my men to follow out my command to drug her water with sleeping pills.

Mm . . . I stroke over my cock as it hardens. My compliant little doll is going to be filled with my baby.

Opening the buttons on my shirt, I quickly strip, not stopping until I’m naked. I graze my fingers over the tattoo created for her, our lasting memory for eternity.

I reach past her and flick on the lamp beside the bed. She doesn’t so much as murmur as I pull back the sheets and take in her fresh panties, clean skin, and camisole top. I reach out and stroke her silky hair, and the touch comforts me. My hardness against her softness is a bitter contrast I simply can’t deny myself.

Small red marks graze her legs, and leaning over her to inspect them further, I smile at the memory of my little doll running from me. “I’ll always find you, Little Doll. You can run, but you can’t hide from Daddy. I’m keeping you,” I whisper against her ear.

I peel her shorts down her legs and throw them to the floor as I ignore the annoyance at her attempting to cover herself from me.

Next, I roll her over onto her back. Her small lips part on a soft snore as I straddle her small waist. My cock aches at the sight of her, then pre-cum drips to her stomach. I have a sudden urge to come on her, marking my territory, reminding her who she belongs to.

With both hands, I tear her top from her small frame, exposing her delicate little tits that don’t even fill my palm. My cock jumps as I bend down and pull her adorable little nipple into my mouth. Sucking hard on the tip, I glide my tongue over it, forcing an adorable sound to escape her lips. “Mm, Daddy enjoys tasting his little girl’s tits.”

Wrapping my hand around my thickness, I pump my cock, taking what I need and giving her my all in return. I unleash on her, with sharp sucks around her tit, determined to leave my mark, followed up with a glide of my tongue over the area.

Then I sink my teeth into her soft flesh, determined to leave my scar. I’ll ensure everyone is aware of who she belongs to. Yes, fuck the eyes that roamed over her body with the questions lingering in their gazes. I will provide the answers through my actions when they see her again. She will bear the mark of my child, leaving no room for uncertainties.

I drive myself into my fist, hovering over the top of her small hips. “Mm, Daddy is going to paint you, Little Doll. Daddy is going to paint you in his cum.” I buck wildly above her as I tug on her flesh. The taste of her blood on my tongue is like a drug to an addict as I become more and more feral with each thrust.

Pleasure zips up my spine, and my entire body moves in motion to fucking her, desperate to leave mark after mark on her innocent skin.

“Let Daddy paint you.”

My balls draw up and I clench my jaw as my cum shoots from my slit and lands on her body, coating her nipples. I aim for her tits and stomach and bask in awe at my creation.

When my orgasm eases, I kneel over her, looking at my masterpiece, then slide my finger through the thick cum and paint the word “doll” over her chest before scooting down and giving her stomach a gentle peck. “Are you in there, little one? Are you growing for Papa?” I smile at the thought. Ellie shuffles with a whimper that provokes my heart to constrict and has me moving to be by her side.

“Shh, Little Doll.” I stroke down her cheek to the corner of her lips, where she sucks my cum-soaked finger into her mouth.

I tilt her head to face me. “My little doll needs feeding, don’t you?”

Then I maneuver myself so I’m kneeling over her head, and remove the pillow so that her head lays flat against the mattress. Then I take my wet cock in my palm and drag it over her lips until she opens her mouth.

“Open up, Little Doll. Clean Daddy and then you can have your feed.”

She opens her mouth, letting me slide inside, and her tongue slowly swirls over the sensitive head. I thicken on each action, my balls filling as I push deeper on each stroke, and she chokes and gags in her sleep-induced state. Then I pump my hips up and down, wrapping one hand around her delicate throat as I fuck her mouth with vigor.

My compliant little doll takes every inch of me, every dangerous, ruthless inch, as I use her body all night long.

Determined to keep her at whatever cost.


Chapter Thirty-Two


Ellie

Ithrow open my bedroom door. How fucking dare he?

Bite marks cover my skin, dried cum coats my tits, and my pussy is wet from his pleasure. Yet I wasn’t awake for any of it. I’m pretty sure the bastard drugged me.

After washing away his sins, I dressed quickly in jean shorts and a T-shirt, determined to have this farce of a relationship out with him.

His voice echoes through the foyer as I detour into his office, once again refusing to knock before I march inside.

He turns to face me as I slam the door behind me, the anger clear on my face. “How fucking dare you?”

Rafael’s lip curls as he smiles into the phone while scanning me. His pupils dilate as he latches on to one of his handiworks on my neck. “I’ll call you back.” He ends the call and places his phone on his desk.

“You’re mine,” he responds, angering me further.

“I’m not yours, and you sure as hell aren’t mine!” I scream back at him. “You have a wife, Rafael!”

All amusement falls from his face, and his jaw sharpens on the word wife.

“You. Belong. To. Me.” He emphasizes each word slowly, but I shake my head.

“I don’t want to be anyone’s whore, Rafael. I won’t be your mistress. If I knew you were married . . .” My words hang in the air as the veins on his temple pulsate.

“If you knew, you wouldn’t have had a relationship with me.” He confirms what I was about to say.

“You knew how I felt, how much my father hurt us, hurt me, and yet you did it anyway!” I stab a finger in his direction. “And this is not a relationship. We can’t have a relationship.” My voice gets louder, then my finger trembles. “You’re married.”

He waves his hand. “She doesn’t mean shit.”

My mouth falls open. “I’m sorry, what?” I rear back, stunned by his words. “She’s Oliver’s mother.”

He rolls his eyes. “You’re his mother. You’re the one who cares for him, loves him. You’re his fucking mother. Nobody could ever compare to you.” My heart races faster, and a surge of love swells inside me as he continues. He grits his words out with certainty. “She just fucking birthed him.” His head falls forward and his chest rises, then he tilts his head to face me. “You’re his mother,” he repeats, lower this time.

His words shock me to my core. I’m his mother. Is that really how he sees me? The tension and anger in my body dissipate. The truth in his eyes drills into me, imploring me to agree.

I swallow thickly as the room around me feels like it’s closing in. No matter how much I want that, crave that, he’s married, and while he’s married, that’s something I can never have.

I can never have them.

He shakes his head and drops it forward. “Don’t you see, Ellie. Nobody could ever compare to you.” Then he lifts his eyes to meet mine, and they glimmer with a hint of helplessness. “Nobody.”

Straightening my shoulders again, I stand taller, determined to remain strong. There’s only one other option for us to continue. “You need to divorce her. I won’t be the other woman.” My words come out with confidence, determination in each and every one of them.

His head falls back against his chair as he laughs before rolling his head toward me. He bites into his lip with a look of pure defeat combined with despair flittering over his face, and the action causes pity to rush through me at the vulnerability flashing through him. So unlike the Mafia man he portrays, it makes me want to comfort him like he comforts me.

This beautiful, strong, deadly man is hurting, and I hate it.

With a trembly hand, he strokes over his hair. “There’s no divorce in the Mafia, Ellie. None. The only way out is death.”

He chokes on a sardonic laugh, and his eyes flash with sorrow. “I can’t kill her. I can’t do that to Oliver.” His Adam’s apple slides slowly down his throat while he stares back at me as if waiting for me to tell him everything will be okay.

Then he leans forward, tugging on the edge of my T-shirt. “I need you, Little Doll. Tell me you understand that. Tell me I’m not going to lose you.” I allow him to pull me to his lap, and give him the comfort I know he needs, and he strokes my hair. “I don’t want to break you where I can’t fix you, Little Doll,” he whispers, and I know he’s talking about our relationship, about us.

A knowing feeling itches at my skin as I let the man I’ve fallen in love with find solace in my touch.

Will he love me back? Will I always be the other woman when I desperately want so much more?

Can my heart handle the fact that I may always simply be his possession?


Chapter Thirty-Three


Rafael

My entire body is on a knife’s edge as she rushes around her room like a woman possessed gathering her belongings. “I’m done!” she announces, causing panic and anger to claw at my chest. The thought of losing her has me using the wall for support. My reaction is simply unheard of as my heart hammers irrationally at her leaving us.

Just when the hell did I become so dependent on her?

“You’re not leaving.” I shake my head. No way in hell is she leaving me.

“Watch me! I refuse to be your whore.” She stamps her foot as she glares back at me and crosses her arms over her chest. The action would look adorable if she wasn’t threatening to not just break my heart but Oliver’s too.

I step forward. “I’m telling you. You. Are. Not. Leaving.” My tone is laced in a threat, and she swallows while stepping back, then a sliver of guilt ripples inside me at the fear in her eyes; outside of our rampant sex life, I don’t like seeing it. I sharpen my jaw and refuse to acknowledge the fear. Instead, having her comply by any means necessary in order to get what I want. Her.

“You’re staying, Little Doll.” I stroke over her cheek in a move I hope soothes her, but she bats my hand away, and I clench my teeth to refrain from lashing out in anger. Then I grip her throat, and my cock hardens when she swallows against my palm. “You’re not going anywhere; you’re going to be a good little doll for Daddy.” A tear slides down her cheek, and I lean forward and swipe it away with my tongue. Her pupils dilate, and I relish it. “I understand my little doll is lashing out and upset, but threatening me is not going to cut it. You will do as I ask.”

Her bottom lip trembles. “I don’t want to be the other woman, Rafael.”

The anguish in her eyes guts me, and I tell her the truth, hoping she can see the sincerity bleeding from me. “You’re the only woman.”

Then I step back. “Now, stop with this tantrum of yours and get dressed. She’s joining us for dinner.”

Her nostrils flare, and she erupts yet again. “What the hell do you mean, she’s joining us for dinner?” I sigh, not used to having to explain my actions to anyone, let alone a woman—my woman. My lip twitches at the thought.

I’m not blind to the fact Ellie is pissed and devastated at finding out about Nikita, nor am I ignorant to believe this will be the last conversation about her, but I intend to get back to our normalcy as quickly as possible, and this ensures it.

We simply play ball, show a united front, and then show her the door, until she needs another check sent her way.

All that matters right now is that I keep Ellie by my side and show her how important she is to me and Oliver, a united front against the bitch who bore him.

“She wanted dinner with Oliver. Then she’s leaving again.” I shrug, unsure of my words as I say them. The vindictive cow is up to something, I can feel it, and I intend on using this time to figure out what.

“How long for?”

I spin on my heel as I fasten the top button of my shirt, my gaze lingering in the mirror on the tattoo that marked me as hers.

She lets out a loud huff, and my eyes lock with her blazing ones reflecting back at me. My beautiful little doll looks adorable all fiery.

“Huh?”

“How long will she be gone for?”

I shrug. “Until she wants more money.”

Her mouth falls open, and I want nothing more than to stuff it with my cock. “You pay her?”

“Pay her to stay away, yes.” I turn to face her. The way she pouts with her hands on her hips has my lip quirking. I pull her against me, ignoring the rage seething from her innocent face.

Then she sighs heavily, and I hate it. The way her confidence slips due to Nikita’s proximity.

“I need you by my side where you belong, Little Doll.”

“I-I don’t . . .” I tip her chin up to face me and slam my lips against hers, hoping I can convey my feelings for her through my touch. I need her.

When I pull back, she’s breathless, and the tension has slipped from her slender body.

Having her by my side will solidify this is where she was always meant to be. “I don’t know if I can do this, Rafael.” Her soft voice has my resolve crumbling, and I take her face in the palms of my hands.

“You can, baby. You don’t have a choice, just like I don’t.” I gift her soft hair with a kiss and pull away, determined not to see the disappointment I know will be swimming in her pretty brown eyes.

So instead, I throw open the bedroom door and head downstairs to pour a scotch. Something tells me I’m going to fucking need it.


Ellie


Blowing out a deep breath, I hesitate with my hand on the door. Jesus, this situation is screwed up. I’m about to have dinner with the man I’m in love with, his wife, and their son.

My throat clogs as I attempt to swallow while nerves swim in my stomach, threatening to expel the meager contents. I’m pretty sure the only thing I’ve consumed over the past twenty-four hours is Rafael’s cum.

As much as I hate him having a wife, I’m trying my best to understand the predicament he’s in. In my heart, I know he doesn’t want her, and I believe him when he says he hasn’t slept with her in years. I’m torn. I want him with all my heart, but every moral I have is disintegrating at the knowledge of his marriage. No matter how much he tells me it’s a sham, I can’t help but feel like I’m the other woman, yet when I look into his eyes, I can tell I’m anything but. He makes me feel alive and loved, like the most treasured woman on earth. With that thought in mind, I tamp down the feelings of disgust and refuse to acknowledge the doubt swirling inside me, determined to get this meal over with so she can be on her way and leave us alone.

Glancing down at the spaghetti-strapped gray satin dress, I bite into my lip with worry. I look like a child compared to her.

Rafael told me not to wear shoes, and that only has me appearing even smaller compared to him, compared to her too.

My brown locks are straight and smooth, touching my ass, and my face is makeup free, as usual. I straighten my shoulders and pull open the door.

Rosalita’s cooking invades my nostrils, encouraging my stomach to roll when normally my mouth would water. Clearly, my nerves are getting the better of me.

Walking down the stairs, angry voices infiltrate my ears, and each step feels heavier than the last.

“I can’t believe you’re shacked up with the nanny,” she snipes.

“Not your business,” Rafael counters.

“Ugh. You show me no respect at all.” I imagine her pouting with her perfect lips.

“The same respect you show me with the multiple men you have coming and going in the house I pay for.”

“Jealous?”

Rafael scoffs. “In your fucking dreams.”

I round the corner, and he turns to face me as if some magnetic force felt me. He licks his lips, his eyes darken, then narrow, and his jaw tics. He strides toward me, and I take a step back from his angered face. His hand snaps out, and he lifts my hair over my shoulder, exposing his bite marks.

“Better.” He kisses the top of my head.

Nikita forces a gagging noise. “Oh, please.” Rafael ignores her as if we’re the only two people in the room.

“Come.” He takes my hand in his, then brings it to his lips, kissing my fingers with an affection that causes my heart to melt and my love to soar. I don’t know whether to love him for doing it or hate him for showing rare affection in public. Something tells me he’s staking his claim.

I just wish he wasn’t doing it in front of his wife.


Chapter Thirty-Four


Ellie

Oliver sits stoically still, staring down at the table, and I hate it. His whole demeanor screams that he lacks the confidence I’ve been working tirelessly to build.

The room is silent as we begin our meal. Rafael and my body are coiled tight while the viper seems relaxed and shoots venom from her eyes in my direction.

Rafael takes his seat at the head of the table, with me on one side of him, Oliver on the other, and Nikita beside my handsome little man.

Nikita flicks her long golden locks over her shoulder, and her beady eyes bore into me with such hatred, if I didn’t have Rafael by my side, I’m sure I’d be cowering like the little girl he calls me.

Doing my best to ignore her attention, I take a sip of my water to quench my dry mouth, the scrutiny almost too much to bear. “Are you even legal?” She clicks her long talons on the table, her gaze never leaving mine.

“Nikita,” Rafael bites out, “enough!”

She rolls her eyes so dramatically it’s a wonder she doesn’t lose them at the back of her head.

I ignore her jibe and cut into the steak the chef provided. “Do you work or sponge off my husband?” I clench my teeth and ignore her, pissed at Rafael for putting me in this position.

Rafael slams his fist on the table. “Enough, Nikita. I won’t fucking stand for it.” Oliver startles under Rafael’s abrupt tone, and I feel guilty for being the one who inadvertently caused his anger, yet elated Rafael is protecting me against her vicious tongue.

She downs the glass of wine on the table as if it’s water, then brings her attention back to me, forcing me to want to shrink back in my seat.

“She’s not your usual type,” she clucks, scanning me up and down while speaking about me as if I don’t exist.

“I don’t have a usual type,” Rafael counters.

She grinds her jaw and sneers back at him. “Never could keep it in your pants long enough to give someone a chance, that’s why.”

Rafael chuckles. “There was never anyone I wanted to give a chance.”

She scrunches her nose as she surveys me. The disgust on her face saying I’m nothing more than dirt on her shoe. “She doesn’t even look like a grown woman. Really, Rafael, are you into that shit?”

The fury radiates from him. The way his fists tighten on his cutlery and the way the veins on his tattooed neck pulsate have me rushing to defuse the situation, knowing only Oliver will suffer. With that in mind, I sit forward and lean onto the table. “For someone so keen on dinner with her son, who she hasn’t seen for months, you haven’t paid him any attention. In fact, I don’t think you’ve even spoken to him yet.”

Her eyes narrow on me. “My son is my business, not yours. He’ll love me however I treat him because I’m his mother.” She flicks her hair over her shoulder again and smiles. “I gave birth to him, not you.” Her words slice through me like a dagger, and I feel myself pale, thinking about their unbreakable bond. “So you can play happy families all you want, but he’ll always choose me.” Then her lip tips up into a snide smirk I want to wipe from her perfectly made-up face. Her words cut deep, deeper than anyone would ever know. I wish he was mine; I wish the little boy staring back at me, with beautiful black eyes like his father’s, was mine in blood as much as love.

A longing takes hold of me, a pang so deep in my heart I feel cheated, like he’s within reach but will never truly be mine.

I’ll always just be the nanny that sleeps with his dad.

His father’s mistress.

Tears fill my eyes, but I blink them away, determined to remain strong and get through this farce as quickly as possible.

As I seek Oliver’s little gaze, his thoughts seeping out of him like an open book, spilling from him.

Every moment we’ve shared, every tear I’ve wiped away, each bedtime story I’ve read him. They’re all there in his eyes.

My little man loves me as much as I love him. I smile back at him, feeling the words he struggles to say. He gives me a coy smile in return, as if confirming, and that little smile alone strengthens my resolve, so I broaden my shoulders, refusing to let her words hurt me further.

“Do you like the trees, Oliver?” I point to the broccoli that sits tall on his plate. Since realizing Oliver picks at his food, I’ve made a conscious effort to create a meal plan around him, something I’ve passed onto Rosalita and the chefs, and it’s working to encourage him.

“Ohhhh god, you’re one of them, aren’t you?” Her dramatic drone echoes in the room.

I reluctantly meet the witch’s eyes and lift an eyebrow. “One of what?”

“A do-gooder. You do realize this is a Mafia life. The boy will be a killer the moment he turns thirteen, and if he’s anything like his father, he’ll be fucking whores by then too.”

“Enough!” Rafael booms, and Oliver looks to me for reassurance. I gift him a nod that he reciprocates.

Rafael’s phone cuts through the tension like a knife, and he lifts it to his ear. “What?” His shoulders tense. “Seriously? Fuck. I’m on my way.”

He pushes back in his chair and grabs his jacket, not giving any of us a second glance. “Ellie, put Oliver to bed.” He strides toward the door, throwing it open, taking with it a piece of my heart.

He left me here. Left me without so much as a goodbye.

Left me to deal with his fucking wife.

“Ahhh. Poor baby.” Nikita fake pouts, then claps her hands. “Still, that’s the way of the Mafia life. We just open our legs, let our bodies go to shit because we have to produce their heirs, and they go and fuck every whoring nanny while we remain on lockdown, expected to not have a life.” She sighs.

I blink. Then I blink again. The way she speaks as if Oliver doesn’t exist is appalling. “Oliver, buddy. Why don’t you go and get your pjs on? I’ll bring you milk and a cookie. Choose a story for me to read, will you?”

“The ca-cat-caterpillar one?”

“He can’t even fucking speak right yet. Did your father not hire therapists for this shit?” She stares down at him with so much animosity it bleeds from her, and a sickening feeling swirls in my stomach. She despises him.

My heart catches in my throat. Then, as my need to shield him from her poison kicks in, I smile toward him. “Oliver, go now, buddy. Get The Hungry Caterpillar one.” He slides off his chair and sulks out of the room while I turn my attention back to the bitch sitting across from me.

“Listen here, you little slut. Don’t think for one minute you can come in here trying to take my family away from me. You’re nobody special. Rafael will be out there fucking whores and coming home to you, giving you God knows what. There’s no getting rid of me. I’m his wife, and he knows if he even tried, he’d hurt his precious son.”

How she speaks with such calculated confidence has my heart hammering against my chest. Of course, Rafael said it himself that the only way out is death, and he admitted to never wanting to hurt her, in fear of hurting his son. She knows she holds him trapped with her.

But something inside me snaps. Maybe it’s the way she talks down to me, or how she speaks so confidently about her position, or is it the way she talks about Oliver so begrudgingly? Without giving it another thought, I let my words tumble from me. “Nikita, the only thing Rafael gives me is his cum, repeatedly.”

Her eyes widen as shock covers her face before she quickly masks it. “At least when he came inside me, it was for an heir. He’s abusing your body for no reason other than you’re stupid enough to let him, and if you got pregnant, you and your child would be an outcast. The mistress and the bastard.” She giggles with cruel glee. “Society will hate you and that baby. But Oliver will hate you more for it.”

Her words gut me. It’s true. Every word of it is true, no matter how vicious.

“And worse, my son will hate you more. Knowing you came between him and his real family, pushing me out and instead tried to create your own, hurting his mommy in the process.” She clucks her tongue and sticks her bottom lip out, and when I think she’s finished her vicious spiel, she continues. “Who do you think he will take to the Mafia events, little girl.” She sits forward, reveling in the way her words pain me and the way I sink back in my chair as each one strikes me. “You and the bastard? Or the wife and his heir.” She ends her tirade with a cruel laugh. One that tells me she knows she’s hit me where it hurts. Tears well in my eyes as pain surges through me, causing palpitations so strong it becomes difficult for me to breathe, yet somehow, I do.

Trying my best to keep my reserve, I slowly push back in my seat, discarding the napkin on the table.

“You know, Nikita, keep pushing. One day, Rafael will have enough of you. One day, Oliver will learn what a bitch his mother is, and when the time comes, I’ll be the one to comfort them. Both of them. Much like now. Goodnight.”

I raise my head as I march toward the door.

“The only thing that will be pushed is you. Watch your back, little girl. Daddy won’t always be around to save you, but Mommy will always be here. Just where she was always meant to be.”

Her menacing laugh echoes through the halls as I rush up the stairs toward my little man.

I can’t help but feel her words hold a threat. A threat wrapped so tight around my heart it feels like it’s being smothered.

A heaviness swims in my stomach as I sink down beside Oliver and stroke over his hair. He will always protect his son, even if it means protecting him from me and our relationship.

Her words replay in my mind as a lone tear slips down my cheek. “You and your child would be an outcast. The mistress and the bastard. Society will hate you and that baby. But Oliver will hate you more.”

When his soft hand touches my cheek and his sweet voice fills my ears, I know I’m exactly where I want to be. “El, no cry.”

I bend, taking his cute cheeks in the palms of my hand. “I love you, little man.”

His smile fills the void in my heart.

If only temporarily.


Chapter Thirty-Five


Rafael

Sitting through a meal with my wife and girl and son was a whole new kind of hell. Nikita showed Ellie so much disrespect it made my blood boil. Something she will pay for, but hurting the woman has to be done differently. I can’t physically touch her, and she knows it. Maybe cutting off her latest boy toys will be a lesson she listens to.

When Kai called to say Oblivion was on fire, I made a quick exit to rush to the scene.

I snap out of my thoughts. “Anyone inside?” I glare up at one of my most lucrative clubs, still ablaze while firefighters tackle it and police swarm the outskirts.

Kai lifts his shoulder. “Couple of dancers and clients in the private rooms. Security got them out.” He sighs heavily. “They didn’t come back out yet.”

I nod solemnly.

“You get hold of Rocco?”

He shakes his head, ducking it low as irritation floods my veins at where my little brother probably is, all while I’m left to deal with this shit. “He’s safe.” Kai tacks on, causing guilt to lance through me. Shit, I never even considered that he might not be, but I know my little brother can look after himself.

“You got security footage?” Kai’s jaw tightens, and whatever he’s about to say will just piss me off more.

“From first glance, it’s all been wiped.”

I throw my head back on a sardonic laugh. Of course it fucking has. Someone is screwing with us. Taking a deep breath, I tug my phone from my jacket pocket and press call.

“You’re speaking to Owen. Rafael Marino, I see your club is up in flames.” My spine straightens at the notion he already knows the predicament I’m in. His chuckle is husky. Then I hear him moving around and a door shutting while my mind whirls about getting the full lowdown on who Owen Stevens and his company STORM Enterprise are.

“You need my help.” I can sense his smile through the damn phone, and it causes my blood to curdle and my body tense with irritation.

“I need some answers.”

“Then you came to the right man.”
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I don’t know what fucking time it is when I finally arrive home, but it’s daylight. Too late for bed, yet too early to start the day.

Instead, I stride upstairs, shocked when my old bedroom door opens and Nikita leans against the doorframe. Her barely covered tits heave over the top of a red lace playsuit, and I clench my teeth so goddamn hard it’s a wonder they don’t shatter.

I don’t have time for this shit.

What I want is a shower to wash away the smell of smoke from my body and to slide into bed with my little doll, but it’s clear she has other plans for me. Plans I don’t intend on reciprocating.

In three strides, I have her backing into the bedroom, and the way in which her face encompasses a sultry smile tells me she doesn’t realize the danger she’s in or she doesn’t care. Each outcome was deadly for her.

My tattooed hand snaps out, gripping her throat until her eyes bulge. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re still doing in my house, Nikita. But you’re not fucking welcome.”

She licks her lips, the red lipstick, perfected makeup, and styled hair an indicator she’s been awake a while, no doubt stalking the halls waiting for me.

“I-I—” I cut her off with my grip and a shake of my head.

“If you ever fucking disrespect my girl like that again, I’ll cut you so fucking bad no man would look twice at you.” That grabs her attention, judging by the whimper that clogs beneath my touch. She always was so fucking vain and desperate to be a socialite.

“Nod your head. Tell me you understand.”

Her head tilts slightly, but it’s enough for me to know I have her understanding.

Releasing her throat, I step back, delighting in the way her hand rushes to her neck as she sucks in sharp, desperate breaths of air.

I spin on my heel, done with her and this conversation, ready for the day to be over, even though it’s only just begun.

“I’ll sign over custody of Oliver.” My body freezes on her words. This is something I’ve wanted so many times—her out of his life once and for all, but she’s used him as a weapon. She loves the fact she’s married and has a son with a Mafia heir, the notoriety to it meaning too much to her to give him up. “But I want one thing from you first.”

Finally, I turn to face her, and her face breaks out into a sly smile.

Like I didn’t just have my hand wrapped around her neck, threatening her demise.

I crack my neck from side to side, my temper wearing thin. “Name it,” I grit out. Determined to do anything it takes to give my son the security and love he deserves, even if it means giving in to the bitch.

She drops onto the bed and parts her legs while her pupils blaze with triumph, and as the words “Here’s what I want” slip from her lips, I can’t help but feel like I’m doing a deal with the devil himself.


Ellie


My mind raced all night as I paced my bedroom, chewing on the corners of my fingernails like I would when I was a child.

What had him rushing away so quickly without looking back?

Is he hurt?

Why is it 6:30 a.m., and I’ve not heard anything from him?

I glance at my ruffled bed sheets. There’s not been a day since me moving in here that we’ve not had time together in this bed. Our bed.

And now, with his wife around, he’s suddenly nowhere to be seen.

I try to stay out of my head, to ignore the war raging within me, telling me to run and stay away from Rafael, his wife, and son. That there’s only going to be more heartache and destruction at the end of it all, and the end will be me.

What else do I have?

I’ve dropped my college plans; I barely have any friends. Hell, even my own father doesn’t want me.

Here, I have Oliver and the man I love.

I have a home.

So with that in mind, I swing open my bedroom door, deciding it’s probably easier if I get up and start my day. Maybe baking fresh cookies for Oliver will take my mind off things.

There’s movement down the corridor, so I step back into my room. My heart thumps wildly as the sound fills my ears, and when Rafael emerges from his old bedroom, pain steals my breath. What the hell?

He tugs the collar of his shirt to his nose and sniffs at it. “Fuck,” he mutters, and glances around before disappearing into one of the spare rooms.

Nikita appears in the doorway only a moment later, her hair messy and her hand clutching her throat. I know the feeling well, so well.

The lacy suit she wears is see-through, leaving nothing to the imagination. “Go and wash away your sins, Rafael. Go and wash away my touch,” she spits in his direction, and his response is to slam the bedroom door closed.

My footing wavers as I stumble back into the room, pushing my bedroom door as quietly as possible until it clicks shut.

Vomit creeps up my throat as I rush toward the bathroom. I rush to the toilet barely in time to throw up into the bowl. I gag until there’s nothing left, only the sour burning in the back of my throat as my body quakes. Crumpling into a ball on the cold floor, I allow tears to spill freely, each one of them more bitter than the last as devastation racks through me.

He did it.

He made me his whore.

A strangled sob lodges in my throat as tears spill down my face.

He destroyed what we had.

I clutch my hands into my hair and pull. “Why?” I sniffle. “I loved you. I loved you so much, Daddy.”

My vision blurs, so I close my eyes, and yet all I see is her. Her words echo in my head. “Go and wash away your sins, Rafael. Go and wash away my touch.”

Why was I so blind to think this could work? That he was different, more of a man than my father.

And yet, deep down, I always knew I would get hurt. I just refused to accept it.

I’m nothing but his toy to break, and this time, he won’t piece me back together.


Chapter Thirty-Six


Ellie

Istraighten my T-shirt and glance in the mirror again, then pull my hair into a slick ponytail. My face is pale and my eyes empty as I stare into the mirror.

When did I become the doll broken beyond repair? He promised to always fix me? Protect me. But he never promised me anything else. He never promised me love, and since learning of his wife, I know he could never promise me a solid place in his family.

“Hey, you look pale. Are you feeling okay?” My eyes dart to his. I wasn’t even aware he’d come into the bedroom, that’s how out of sorts I am.

My morning was a mess of tears, crying for a man I can never have, a boy that will never be mine, and a life that never truly existed.

When I finally pulled myself together, I made a plan.

I need to get as far away from here as possible. Loving him is hurting me, but staying will kill me.

“Ellie, I said, are you feeling okay?” His furrowed gaze flicks over my face. Then he licks his lips and settles his hands on my stomach, forcing me to want to pull away from him and his warmth.

“Do you need a doctor, Little Doll?” His scent invades my nostrils, and as his lips find my neck, his touch pierces my skin, seeping into my bloodstream, and I try to swallow back the hiccup of hurt that builds inside me.

I can’t allow it to escape. I need to remain strong. I need to take back control of my life, a clean break.

“No.” I push away from him and slip on my sneakers.

He turns to face me, watching me as I try to act as calm as possible when inside I’m screaming for him to rescue me from my dark thoughts.

“Where do you think you’re going?” he snipes out, then drags a hand through his hair.

“I want some fresh air.” I shrug a shoulder.

He shakes his head. “No can do, Little Doll. I’m dropping you at my father’s.” This is news to me. I’ve never even met his father. “Jade asked for a girls’ night. I thought you could do with a friend right now.” My pulse races. I haven’t seen Jade in weeks, and though the gesture is sweet, it’s also out of character for Rafael.

“Where are you going?”

He darts his eyes away from me. “I’m working at one of the clubs.”

“Am I taking Oliver with me?” So easily I sing to his tune, and I hate myself for it.

“No. Rosalita will watch him. I want you to have a good time.” He’s in front of me and holding my head in place as he breathes in my hair and places a soft kiss on top of my head. “When do we leave?” He pulls the band from my ponytail, forcing the locks to fall down my back. Then he strokes over my hair, as if needing reassurance and soothing himself, reminding him I’m still here.

Guilt sits like a heavy weight in my empty stomach.

“Now. But Daddy needs you, little girl.” In one fell swoop he has me bent over the bed, my yoga pants down, and my panties shoved to the side while he unbuckles himself and slams inside me before I can even blink. His strong thrust sends my small body sliding across the mattress, but he tugs me closer, then holds me in place with his heavy palm on the middle of my back.

“Fuck, Little Doll. Daddy needs this. He needs it so damn much.” He grunts with another thrust.

A rebuke is on the tip of my tongue, to ask him if his wife wasn’t enough for him. Instead, I close my eyes and imagine him fucking me before he shattered my heart, before I knew she existed.

I relish his touch and pretend we are Daddy and his little doll before he broke me; I need this too. One last time, I need to feel him before I break him like he broke me.


Chapter Thirty-Seven


Ellie

“Let me get this straight.” Jade blows out a deep breath. “He’s. Fucking. Married!”

My eyes close of their own accord, the hurt at hearing it out loud almost too much to bear.

“Yeah,” I whisper.

“The fucking pricks. They said she was dead!” The horror in her voice is evident, causing me to wince.

“I know.”

She strokes over her swollen stomach, and I watch the motion with a lump gathering in my throat. Rafael spoke about us having children.

She shakes her head again. “I just—” She blows out another deep breath. “I can’t believe it.”

“And I had to sit through this meal with her, Jade. It was fucking awful. She was fucking awful.”

Her mouth drops open, and her fists pump beside her. Jade can be a little firecracker when she gets riled despite her innocent little-girl looks. Something people underestimate her for.

When she discovered she was pregnant, Tommy had left her without a word. Now she lives with his father, who vows to stick by her and their baby. She assures me Vinny Marino is like a father to her, and each time she mentions Tommy, he shuts her down, leaving her heartbroken that she’s bringing a baby into the world without a father.

I blink back tears. “I love him, Jade. I do, but . . .”

“But what?”

“I can’t stay.” I hold her gaze, and her face falls, but when she stares back at me with pity coating her pretty features, I know she understands.

“You’d always be the other woman.” Her solemn voice stills me, and I know my friend is hurting after discovering Tommy left her for his ex. “You deserve more than that.” Her voice grows stronger on each syllable, giving me the confidence I’m going to need.

“We both do,” I reply, meaning every word. My friend is beautiful inside and out. All she ever wanted was a family, much like me.

“Yeah, but I got this little one. My family is here.” She strokes over her stomach, not a sliver of regret in her tone, and I love her all the more for it.

My phone vibrates on the couch beside me, and when I lift it and open the message, the feeling in my heart becomes irreparable.

He isn’t at work.

The photo is of Rafael and Nikita dressed up at an evening event, with her hand on Oliver’s shoulder, causing the pain inside me to grow deeper. My airways feel like they’re closing.

UNKNOWN: A family. The way we will always be.

UNKNOWN: He will always choose us.

“What is it? Should I call Rafael?” Jade panics.

The sobs are overwhelming as I try to breathe through ragged breaths. I can only shake my head as tears stream down my face, but with them comes a resolve. I’m not coming back.

I spin the photo to face her, and her face twists in disgust. “We’ll ensure he never finds you. You deserve more, Ellie.”

“Know your worth,” I whisper to myself, then straighten my shoulders, determined to prove I deserve more.

I nod, yet his words ring out in my ears.

“You can run, Little Doll. But I’ll always find you.”


Chapter Thirty-Eight


Rafael

Seven months later . . .

My world has turned into a shitstorm.

The night Nikita asked for one thing in return for custody of Oliver, I never expected it to be to attend the wedding of a billionaire friend of mine. It was a shame she insisted on dragging Oliver along to it. Apparently, she wanted one final day with him.

What a crock of shit.

Ironic she spent most of that day cozying up with one of the groomsmen, which led to me later finding her getting fucked by him in a hotel room while my son threw a tantrum because he wanted his fucking caterpillar book Ellie has him hooked on. I shut the door and left them to it, laughing at the relief on the poor dude’s face when he realized I wasn’t going to do a damn thing to stop it.

When I finally returned home with the papers in my hand telling me Oliver was all mine, it was only to discover Ellie was nowhere to be found.

Anger rippled through my body so strong at her leaving that I turned the house upside down in a crazed rampage. I shattered every piece of furniture in her room, and every surface we ever fucked on received the same brutal treatment, as if it needed punishing for the reminder. I punched holes into every wall in the house until my knuckles cracked and my body was spent, but still, the anger didn’t ease. My body was alive with a fury hell bent on retribution.

Jade was sitting tight-lipped, and if the girl wasn’t pregnant, I won’t lie, I’d have tortured the truth out of her. Instead, her knowing face said it all. You fucked up. You’re a bastard and she deserves better. It said the fucking truth, but I refused to accept it.

I searched her house and discovered the cash she’d harbored was gone. The phone I bought her was tossed in the trash, but sitting in her inbox were a bunch of messages along with a photo from the event I was coaxed into. A parting gift from my bitch of a wife.

I bet she’s still fucking smiling now, counting her millions while I wash away my sorrows in a bottle of scotch.

It was at this low point I realized how much I loved my little doll. So fucking much it hurt, yet I never got to tell her. My heart felt like it had been destroyed under the heavy feeling of my lungs being crushed while I struggled to breathe without her presence. She was gone.

Only the memory of her filled my rooms, and worse, they left a void in my previously untouched heart. She said she hated my scars, yet the ones she left behind were deeper than any others.

The foreign feeling of devastation felt too much to bear, crippling to the point I couldn’t function without her. If it wasn’t for Tommy stepping up and vowing to support me in my quest to find her, I don’t know how I would have continued. A piece of me was missing. I was lost without my little doll.

The link in the chain that tethered us together was broken, and I was detached without her, unhinged even.

The worst was yet to come. I somehow had to explain to Oliver about her absence, but instead of the truth, I opted for a lie to protect him. He still took it badly. Devastation was an understatement, and I had no idea how to comfort him, and this only emphasized how much I missed her, how much I needed her guidance to be the father I longed to be. Our boy insisted on sleeping in her bed with me by his side, both missing her too much in our own way that we needed her close. So, I spent the nights reading him The Hungry Caterpillar, and I’d lay beside him stroking his hair much like I did with her. All the while, I repeated the lie that felt like acid on my tongue, yet it also gave me a glimmer of hope because if I said it enough, maybe I could believe it too. She was on vacation and would be home soon.

Where she belonged.

Three weeks after tearing through New Jersey in search of her, I was arrested for fraud and manslaughter, and it took a further two weeks before I was released without charge. They were trying to pin the fire on me, saying it was an inside job due to lack of security footage.

I’m just grateful Kai kept the young girl we discovered in the back of the truck under wraps. The last thing we needed was for charges to be brought against me for human trafficking too. He assures me the girl is safe and happy, and I trust my best friend like a brother.

Once the actual footage was found, along with the perpetrator, thanks to Owen, I was released without further charge. The little prick walks free but with a big black cloud hanging over him. He knows we know it was him and that we’re coming for him.

My brother will be the one to deliver his punishment when he finally gets his girl.

Owen was taken away on a business trip, so the search for Ellie took a backseat, and I was handed over to a colleague of his. Something tells me it was more personal than business.

Sitting in the office of Oscar O’Connell, I roll my head from side to side. “What the fuck do you want, O’Connell?” I narrow my dark eyes at Oscar, Bren’s younger brother. He’s a tech whizz who has close dealings with Owen, and it’s this knowledge that has me wondering if I have in fact sold my soul, agreeing to deal with Owen to begin with.

Shaking my head, I banish the thought.

Doesn’t matter, I’d sell it all for her.

His lips twitch, but other than that, he sits stoically still. “Velvet.”

I reel back in my chair. My father’s first club, gifted to him from his father, then gifted to me. I move to shake my head, but he holds up his hand. Anger flares through me at a lightning speed at his disrespect, and my fingers twitch to pull my gun and end this meeting now.

“I found her.”

Three words knife through me, cutting into my heavy heart, yet spurring it back to life. “What?”

“I found her,” he repeats, slower this time.

Thud.

My heart beats louder.

Thud.

I lick my dry lips.

Thud.

“Where?”

He shakes his head. “Velvet.” The little bastard is building an empire. It wouldn’t surprise me if he didn’t know where she was all this goddamn time and saved it up, reveling in my self-destruction along the way. No doubt waiting for me to become desperate. So desperate I’ll sign over one of our most notorious and profitable clubs.

Sweat gathers on my forehead, and the thud of my heart rings out in my ears as I tug on my hair. “Fuck’s sake!” I slam my fist on the table, yet the prick doesn’t even flinch as I bare my teeth like a rabid dog.

She’s within reach. So close, yet so far.

“Is that a yes?” He raises an eyebrow at me, and I’ve never felt so fucking ferocious, so cornered in my entire life.

I slump back in my chair. “I’d need to get the papers drawn up.” My mind races with how fast I can achieve this.

“Already done.” The devious smile on his face looks out of place and downright creepy.

“Of course you have,” I grunt as he grabs a folder from out of his drawer and lays the paperwork out on the desk. “And don’t fucking smile at me like that. It’s creepy as fuck.”

Then, feeling like I have no other choice, I grab the pen pushed into my hand, skim read the terms, and sign our forefather’s club over to the gloating prick, pushing the papers back abruptly in his direction.

“Where is she?” I push back in my chair, looking toward his smug face.

He sits back, taking his sweet ass time before he finally meets my eyes, his expression now serious, and I know I won’t like whatever it is that spills from his lips before he even says it.

“Amber’s.”

White noise plays out in my head as I stride toward the door. Knowing my girl is working in a strip club has fury like no other ravishing through me, and to know it’s one owned by the O’Connell’s, confirms the sons of bitches knew where she was the entire time.

I’m coming, Little Doll, and when I do, I’m going to break you so much, there’s no putting you back together.


Chapter Thirty-Nine


Ellie

Iignore the hoots and hollers of the college guys lining the bar, celebrating another football win. Keeping my head low and my mind on target so I can earn as much in tips as humanly possible and get the hell back to my apartment in one piece, preferably without someone pinching my ass like they have every night I’ve worked here.

I’ve failed so far. A girl can only hope.

When I showed up here for an interview four months ago, I was desperate and not sure the manager would even take me on, but the way he looked at me had me questioning if he recognized me somehow. Nerves clawed inside me, telling me I would be exposed, but then his kind blue eyes met mine and he told me he would help me while keeping my identity a secret.

His words shook me to my core, and I questioned him, asking how he could have known I was running from something.

He said he saw it in my eyes. Whether that was the truth, I don’t know, but the manager, Reece, became my savior that night, and every day since. Then he told me I could work the bar and that he knew of an apartment in a safe housing block he managed.

My situation suddenly seemed so much better, especially with Maggie living next door. A sweet woman in her late sixties who took me under her wing and someone I could trust wholeheartedly. She became the mother figure I didn’t have, and I couldn’t be more grateful for her.

While I knew I couldn’t risk contacting Jade, Maggie became the closest thing to a best friend, easing the pain of losing her.

“Yo, sweetheart. Get me another beer, yeah?”

I’m snapped out of my mind and back to the here and now, and the college guys have moved to a table near the bar, and now each time I pass them by, I have to plaster on a mega-watt smile I don’t feel. Whatever gets me a tip, I guess. I shake my head and weave through the crowd with the empty glasses, sliding them onto the bar, then I lean over to place the order for him.

“Tiffany, when you have a minute, can I get another three pitchers of beer for table four, please?” Tiffany glances over my shoulder and raises an eyebrow before giving me a chin lift.

Just as I’m about to move back, a hand clutches my butt cheek, causing me to grimace. Great, I failed.

Again.

As quick as the touch arrived, it disappears, and I spin to face the assailant.

My chest tightens as I take in Rafael’s furious stare. Somehow his eyes are darker than ever, colder, and my blood freezes under the intensity. He has a hold of the guy’s hand, squeezing it tightly. “Ahhh. Fuck, dude. Come on, that’s my throwing hand.” The guy’s face is twisted in pain as Rafael continues to bend it, and the guy squirms in his hold.

“You touched what doesn’t belong to you.” His deadly voice sends a shiver washing over me, and when the sound of bones snapping rings out in my ears, my feet move of their own accord as my mind screams at me to run.


Rafael


The moment I set foot in the club, I see her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Her tight little ass is snug in some booty shorts that have my blood boiling, and as she pushes off the bar, some jerk with a death wish steps into her space. I crack my neck from side to side, push past the countless drunks as I stride toward her, but when the little prick touches what’s mine, I see red.

Uncontrolled fury blurs my thoughts as I take his wrist in my hand and twist it. “Ahhh. Fuck, dude. Come on, that’s my throwing hand.” His face contorts in agony that gives me no satisfaction. “You touched what doesn’t belong to you,” I respond with a tone so cold it could turn the biggest motherfucker’s blood to ice. The feeling of accomplishment only comes when I hear the snapping of his bone penetrate his skin and he wails like a pussy.

“Holy shit!” His friends surround me, and my lip twitches at their confidence. To hurry things along, I drop the little bitch to the floor while he squeals. The move diverts their attention briefly, long enough for me to pull my guns from my shoulder holster and aim them at his friends.

Immediately, they hold their hands up.

“What the fuck, Rafael?” My gaze locks on to Reece O’Connell, the devious little bastard who thought it was wise to meddle in my private life. A move he will pay for later, him and his uncles.

With a bored expression, I glare back at him. “I want my little doll back.”

He crosses his arms over his chest. The little prick has bulked up since I last saw him, and he’s also not so little anymore.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He smirks, and I take a menacing step forward, over fucking around. Then I grab a hold of his shirt and twist it in my fist, pulling him toward me.

A loud chuckle rumbles through his chest as I glare at him.

Then he licks his lips slowly. “Ya know, if you ask me nicely, I might have a tiny snippet of information.”

Wasting no time, I bring my gun beneath his chin. Yet he shows not a glimmer of fear.

“Let’s not risk either of us getting our brains blown out.” He tilts his head to the side, and I follow his eyes. Three men stand with guns trained on me. “Saturday nights, my girl rides my pole like a stripper.” He chuckles while my mind whirls with that he said. His woman used to be a stripper, but there’s no way O’Connell would have her working here now. “Roleplay.” His eyebrows bounce up and down, and I rear back and let him go. He is certifiably insane, for sure. I had a gun to his chin, and he was talking about sex?

Then I give my head a quick shake, past playing with him, and his bright-blue eyes bore into mine with jest, and I know I’ve been played, that he’s prolonged this for a reason.

“My. Fucking. Doll,” I growl.

Slowly brushing his palms over his shirt, he delivers a tsking sound. “She’s running out the back door now.” He tilts his head toward a staff-only exit, and I drop my hands, tuck my guns back into my holster, and ignore the chaos echoing around me at Reece and his security seeing the trash out.

A flash of brown hair sways as she rushes toward the fire exit. My pulse races with adrenaline at each step I take. “Little Doll. Little Doll, Daddy wants to play.” She pushes through the door, and my stride turns into a run at the thought of losing sight of her when I only just found her.


Chapter Forty


Ellie

The sound of his heavy footfalls has anxiety rippling through me as I dart toward the fire exit. “Little Doll. Little Doll, Daddy wants to play,” he taunts, as I push against the bar. The cold air forces me to suck in a sharp breath while my eyes flick from left to right, searching for the perfect getaway.

A flashback of him chasing me in the forest at his father’s party hits me and sends a thrill of adrenaline through my body.

The crowd of people on the open street looks safest, so I heave my backpack up and break out into a sprint. With the crowd in touching distance, I can practically feel the relief running through me, but it’s short-lived, as I’m suddenly slammed to the ground.

My body feels winded, and my mind is in shock. “Daddy’s here, Little Doll.” His familiar scent invades my nostrils as he buries his nose in my hair, breathing me in as much as I am him. Nostalgia leaves me breathless, the heat and weight of his body covering mine familiar and not unwelcome. I whimper at the thought; he came for me.

“You’re mine, Little Doll.”


Rafael


She’s stunned. My little doll is in shock, and it’s fucking adorable. As much as I plan on punishing her, I’m far too intoxicated on her to care. That can come later when I’m not as high on her mere presence.

I’ll force her to fucking pay, all right.

After sliding her into the passenger seat of my SUV, I buckle her seatbelt, much like months ago, when I collected her from school. I treat her like my precious possession, not the girl who defied me, stole my heart, and spat it out only to stamp on it. I don’t treat her like the woman trampled on my son’s feelings. No, I’m too delighted to care right now.

She tries the handle as I move around the vehicle and slide into the driver’s seat, pleased that I put the child lock on as I shut her in.

“Rafael.” She tries the handle again as I start the engine. “Rafael, what are you doing?”

I ignore her, practically preening over the control that I have her back in my hold. Everything will be perfect again. I grin to myself as happiness thrums through my veins like a drug. She won’t get away from me again. I’ve already put measures in place to ensure it.

“Rafael, listen to me. You have to let me out.” I ignore her as I pull out of the VIP parking lot and onto the road.

“Rafael, please.” She hiccups on a sob that grabs my attention, and for the first time tonight, I turn to face my little doll. Dirt from her fall coats her face, tear marks streak her cheeks, and her lip wobbles, so I tighten my grip on the steering wheel. I hate seeing her like this unless we’re fucking, and she fucking knows it.

I snap my gaze back to the road, determined to remain strong and not allow her any control over me. The last time I did, she betrayed me.

And my son.

Her small cold hands cup my cheeks, and I allow her to turn my face to hers. “Daddy, p-please.” Her eyes swimming with fear grab my attention and have me questioning what in the fuck I think I know about her leaving me. Leaving us.

All this time, I thought it was Nikita’s meddling, but is it more than that?

The tremor that leaves her burns my skin, and my resolve falls away like charred ashes.

“We need to go to my apartment.” My nostrils flare, but she continues. “Please, Daddy. I have something there to show you.” She breathes out in a resigned sigh. “Please.” She begs so beautifully it pains me to witness.

The sincerity in her tone leaves me with no choice. I nod, turn the wheel and head in the opposite direction toward her apartment block. One she wouldn’t be able to afford if it wasn’t for the O’Connell’s and, frankly, I’m torn about whether to kill them for interfering or thank them for keeping her safe.


Chapter Forty-One


Ellie

His eyes bore into me as I fidget under his watchful stare. Ignoring him, I glare at the elevator numbers in front of me. Each floor we ascend causes fear to strike through me.

He shuffles behind me, but I remain frozen to the spot. “What are you scared of, Little Doll?” he whispers into my ear, and it sends a chill down my spine. His hand tugs on the strands of my messy hair, then he strokes through the silky locks, bringing with it a comfort I know I shouldn’t feel.

My mouth becomes dry, unable to answer him.

His hand stills, and I feel the loss of his tenderness immediately. “If you have another man in there, I’ll kill him and drown you in his blood while I fuck you in it.” He’s unraveling, so in tune with his feelings I can read him so fluently.

“I would never fuck someone else,” I spit out with spite.

His hand continues the stroking. “Nor would I, Little Doll. Nor would fucking I.”

His response confuses me, but I’ve no time to decipher it as the elevator pings and the doors open, stealing my breath as they do.

Dread bubbles beneath my skin as we walk toward my apartment. “I’m going to tan your ass so bad,” he grits out as he sneers toward each door we pass. “Anything could have happened to you.”

I stop at my door, take a deep breath, and slip the key from my shorts pocket and into the lock. Pushing the door open, the lamp in the corridor illuminates the space. Maggie jumps up from the chair. “You’re home early, honey.”

Plastering on a smile, I tell her what she’d want to hear. “Reece gave me the night off. Paid for.” I tack on the latter so as not to raise suspicion; I don’t miss the flinch of Rafael on my manager’s name.

“Oh, who do we have here?”

Rafael moves to step forward, but I glare at him, causing him to pause. “A friend.” He stills on my words and his jaw sharpens. The way the veins on his tattooed neck pulsate and the heat radiating from him is enough to cause a combustion. There’s a tic in his temple, exposing how angered he is at being referred to as a friend.

“A friend? Oh, I see. I’ll get out of your hair.” She bends and grabs her purse. “Play safe now.” She looks at me pointedly, then gives me a playful wink before slipping past Rafael and closing the door behind her.

“A fucking friend?”

Blowing out a deep breath, I ignore him and his control issues and move toward my bedroom.

“And just what the fuck do you think you’re doing having strangers in your apartment. I’m part of the Mafia, Ellie. She could have been anyone. Do you know people would hurt you to get to me?”

A strangled noise lodges in my throat, and I’m suddenly paralyzed with a fear like no other. So consumed with getting by day to day, that is something I never considered before, and now more than ever, that’s something that absolutely terrifies me.

I’m pulled from my thoughts when the soft gurgling noise beside my bed draws our attention farther into the room. Rafael’s footing wavers, then he freezes beside the bed.

“Please don’t hate me,” I whisper as I shuffle toward the bassinet and lift our son into my arms to cradle him.

Slowly, I raise my eyes toward Rafael, and the fire behind them blazes through me. “You stole my baby.” He speaks so low; I can barely hear him. But I do. I hear the hurt in his tone, the betrayal behind his words, and I hate myself for it and yet, selfishly, I can’t be sorry about my reasons for leaving.

“I didn’t know I was pregnant when I left.” I rock Hudson gently.

“But you didn’t think to fucking call and tell me I was going to be a father!” he bellows, startling Hudson into a loud wail.

Rafael’s face falls, and he drags a hand through his hair. “You didn’t think I was deserving to be a father.” He speaks low this time, and somehow, I hate that more than his shouting, knowing how difficult he finds it to remain controlled.

“I’m sorry.” I cry, the tears slip down my face in a mixture of relief and dread. I knew this day would come, and sometimes I even hoped it would. On those days, when I wanted nothing more than to run back into his arms, I reminded myself of why I was doing this alone. We would become second best, Oliver would grow to hate us, our son the bastard child, while his mother was a whore and we’d always have the target of our betrayal on our backs. While Nikita would stand proudly at his side where she belongs, leaving me and our son open and exposed, leaving us with a life I never wanted. If I couldn’t be his everything, I wanted to be nothing, because I know my worth and my son’s too, and it’s so much more than any of what he was offering.

He bites into his lip and turns his head away, every muscle in his body coiled tight, dangerously so.

Hudson fidgets in my arms, and a soft cooing noise leaves his little lips. “Are you ready for a feed, Hudson?” I try to ignore Rafael and his frozen state as I concentrate on the baby in my arms, so I sit on the bed, placing the pillows behind me while I slide Hudson into position. When I’m working, I pump, but whenever possible, I like us to have skin-to-skin contact. It’s easier to feed this way. I lift the T-shirt and lower my bra to feed him.

“A boy?”

As Hudson latches onto my nipple hungrily, I raise my head, and the pain on Rafael’s face stuns me to silence, so I simply nod.

“What’s his name?” The way his normally strong demeanor looks so defeated as he clings onto the doorframe as if it’s his lifeline has regret flooding me. “His name, Ellie. What the fuck did you decide to call my son?” The harshness of his words is justified, leaving my throat dry as I struggle to respond.

“Hudson. Hudson Oliver Marino.”

His nostrils flare. “And just how in the fuck was my son born and registered without my knowledge?”

“Reece, my manager, he knows people.” I dart my eyes away guiltily.

He scoffs. A mocking laugh bubbles up from him, and I can’t help but stare at him and wonder if he’s having some sort of breakdown from the shock of my news. “Reece O’fucking-Connell is in the Mafia, Ellie.”

“Wh-what?” Panic ripples through me as I cling Hudson to me tighter. Did I put his safety at risk all along? The thought sickens me.

“That’s right, Little Doll. You’ve been involved with the Mafia all along. They were just using you to get to me.”

My lip wobbles as realization takes over; I was always in danger. I was never free.

I’m his possession, after all.


Chapter Forty-Two


Rafael

Iwatch her feed my son from her luscious tit, and as volatile as I feel, relief overpowers it. They’re both safe.

I’m a father again and I finally have what I always wanted—Ellie and my baby. My plan slipped into place despite how we got here, and the fact it did overrides anything else.

It overrides the anger, the deceit, the way I want to hurt her back, punish her for stealing my son from me, the moments we should have shared, for stealing Oliver’s ability to be a big brother.

Yet I don’t care, as long as I have them.

The O’Connell family should pay for their sins too, but in this moment, all I care about is having her back in my life.

She places Hudson back into his crib. The name is not something I would have thought of myself, but coupled with his brother’s name, it’s growing on me by the second. Perfect even.

“What happens now?” She tugs on the hem of her T-shirt and the fact she slipped it into place so soon after feeding our son has my nostrils flaring. Her body will have changed, she will have changed, and I missed it all. She stole it from me.

Standing, I loom over her like a predator, her pretty little face still coated in tears. I trail my finger through them until I reach her parted lips, and when her breath touches the tip of my tongue, it’s game fucking over.

I spin her to face the bed, pushing her roughly onto the mattress as adrenaline sparks through me like electricity, shocking my body back to life. “Rafael. Rafael, listen to me.” She panics while I unbuckle myself.

“I’m-I’m still bleeding.”

My body freezes and I wait for her to explain. “I’m still bleeding from having Hudson.” I lick my lips as I stare down at her, her head tilted to the side, her hair silky and her hips fuller. Then my gaze roams over her ass and a powerful need to feel her wet, bloody cunt around me sends a feral surge through my entire body. The force makes my veins protrude to unleash, to feel her blood against me once again. Only this time, it’s because of our creation, and I intend to bask in the glory of it.

Kicking her feet apart, I drag her shorts and panties down to her feet, and her bloody pad only drives me to the brink of insanity. My nostrils flare as adrenaline pumps through me at a rapid speed, adding to my heightened state.

It will be like the first time we were together all over again: her warmth spilling onto my cock as I take her. My desperate hands shake in a frenzied need to feel her soft pussy walls wrap around my cock. I tug my cock out, then drag it up and down her bloody hole. “I’m bleeding, Daddy.”

Jesus, she feels good. She feels like home. “Fuck yes, you are. You’re coating my cock, Little Doll.” I hiss through my teeth as I stare down at the tip of my cock coated in her blood, and a force of wild exhilaration pumps through my veins.

Mine.

All mine, and she’s never leaving me again. Ever.

“My little doll. All fucking mine!”

I rear back, then slam inside her. Grabbing her flailing hands in one of my own, I then draw them behind her back and hold her in place as I piston inside her snug, wet little pussy. “Fuck, Little Doll. Daddy forgot how good you felt.” My footing wavers with exhilaration. “Jesus. You feel so good for Daddy, all warm and bloody,” I groan in awe, knowing I have her back in my hold where she belongs.

“Cry for me while I fuck your bloody little cunt. Cry for Daddy while I fill you, Little Doll.”

“Oh. Oh god, Daddy.” The sound of my nickname on her traitorous sweet tongue has my hips powering with a determination to leave her raw with my strength, to leave her pussy so tarnished she knows who her daddy is.

Who fucking owns her, once and for all.

My possession.


Ellie


Each powerful slam of his hips has the mattress squeaking and me wincing with the bite of pain it creates.

I’ve not had sex since we were last together, and I’m grateful my body welcomes him, even if it feels like I’m having sex for the first time all over again.

“So”—slam—“fucking”—thrust—“good.”

Then he quickly pulls out, rolls me over, and surges back inside. His face twists as he tears my top from me, leaving me in only a bra. His eyes come alive as he takes in my full tits bouncing with each thrust.

“Daddy made them grow, didn’t he? Daddy filled them for his little girl.”

I tense around him and his filthy words.

“Jesus, you feel so good with your slick little cunt molded around Daddy’s thick cock.”

“More,” I pant out. He moves a hand toward my clit and pinches it. Stars dance in front of my eyes as I pulsate around him, my entire body reacting for him.

“Fuck!” he grunts, then his warmth floods me.

He pulls his cock out, and I sag in disappointment, then my eyes roam up his body. At some point, he removed his shirt, and my mouth waters to drag my tongue over every muscle, every vein and tattoo woven into his skin.

How I missed his touch, his controlling way of caring about me. I missed him.

His cock stands tall, dripping in our cum and my blood, his eyes transfixed on my pussy. Then he pushes two fingers inside me, and I arch into his touch, but just as quickly, he removes them. He brings them to my chest, over the swell of my tits still encased in my bra, and writes something, and I stare in awe at him, both enamored and shocked at his moves.

“Touch yourself,” he whispers, and I do as he commands while he paints my body in our essence. The wetness coats my fingers as I withdraw some of his cum to circle my clit. Arousal surges inside me, and I miss his thickness filling me, claiming me as his. I buck up into him, desperate to feel the painful pleasure of him stretching me.

“Daddy’s possession. Mine.” He speaks low, as if to himself, and I realize that’s what he’s written.

When he lifts his head, our gazes lock. “Yours,” I whisper. He gifts me with a nod before positioning himself, then he slides back inside me achingly slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Feed me your cum, Little Doll.” My eyes narrow and then he takes hold of my hand and sucks my blood coated fingers into his mouth. “Daddy made this,” he growls, and my pussy reacts to the darkness behind his words, and I want nothing more than to pull him toward me and push my tongue into his filthy mouth, to feel his tongue entangled with mine. Before I have a chance to act, his fingers surge into my mouth, making me gag at the force. “Suck Daddy too. Suck what Daddy created.”

His eyes flare as we feed one another with our filthy, bloody mess that gives my pussy no other option but to contract and my blood to pump with desire as I come undone around him. I pull my fingers from his mouth and wrap my arms around his neck, holding on and never wanting to let go again. Ever.

He snaps his hips against me with a feral snarl, and his cum bursts out in sharp spurts I feel deep inside my walls.

Then he rests his forehead against mine. Sweat coats it, but it’s the glimmer in his eyes that holds my attention, holds me captive as he speaks. “You’re fucking mine, Little Doll,” he whispers with tenderness, and I embrace it while it’s there, knowing the switch could happen at any moment.

Then he withdraws sooner than I’d like, but the familiar use of my nickname has me rolling over on the mattress with a painful ache in my chest that causes a sob to catch in my throat. I never knew how much I loved it until I didn’t hear it anymore.

The nights I spent crying, alone, I longed to hear his voice, to be called his little doll.

“Shh, Little Doll. Daddy is here now.”

The thick head of his cock swipes his cum up and down my ass, and I jolt at the realization. “Shhh, let Daddy have his fill.” I attempt to crawl away from him, but he kneels onto the mattress and takes hold of my hair. His palm holds my face against the sheets, forcing me to collapse beneath him as he surges into my ass, and this time, he doesn’t give me a chance to pleasure myself too.

His knees dig into the mattress as he ruts into me like a wild animal, his heavy breaths filling the room. “You feel so fucking good.” Thrust. “I missed this. I fucking missed you so damn much.” He drills into me harder, the pain behind his words coming out in his actions. They’re brutal and hard, but I take them, each of them, because I deserve it, and I give him what he wants in return because I know how much I hurt him.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.”

His hips quicken.

“I’m so sorry. I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

He surges deeper with each slam.

“Jesus, yessss.” His thrust hits deeper, causing me to wince.

“I’m sorry,” I whimper.

“Fuckkkk,” he grits out as he stills and pumps my ass full of cum.

He collapses onto my back, and his heavy pants fill my ears. “You’re never leaving me again. You hear me?”

My heart constricts on his words, not because I’m scared or sad, but because I never want to be away from him again.

I’m right where I belong, with my daddy.


Chapter Forty-Three


Rafael

Ellie is silent as I slide her into the seat behind me, and Hudson is sound asleep in his carrier beside her, tucked up in a little blue blanket.

I ignored all her grumblings about what she wanted packed, opting to leave everything behind while, unbeknownst to her, I placed a call back home informing Kai to instruct Rosalita to buy everything her heart desires for another little one and to have Oliver choose something too.

“What about all my clothes?” I glance in the rearview mirror at her pouting.

I scoff. “You barely had anything. None of it worth keeping.”

“Some of those rompers I loved on Hudson.” The fact she’s acting so bratty over fucking clothes pisses me off, and the fact she had the time with Hudson without me, infuriates me.

I slam my palm on the steering wheel. “Then I’ll buy fucking new we both love on him.”

She swallows. “You’re right. I’m sorry. How’s Oliver doing?” Her voice quivers on my son’s name, and I can’t find it in me to take pity on her. She left my little boy without the only mother figure he knew, and I had to lie to my son and tell him she was on vacation, hoping the vacation would be a short one, not fucking months and a baby brother coming back with her.

“He hates you,” I spit, interjecting my own feelings on her.

Her loud sob fills the SUV, and my body floods with a dire need to reassure her. Fuck!

I clear my throat. “He doesn’t hate you.”

She sniffles and swipes at her eyes, but the tears flow thicker, faster, and I hate myself for her pain.

“He was sad you went on vacation without him.”

I look at her pointedly, and she nods. “It hurt me so much to leave him, Rafael.”

My jaw tics, and I snipe back. “Yet you did it anyway.”

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” Her words deliver a surge of arousal to my cock, but I shake it off, turn up the music, and ignore her choked sobs as she cradles her legs to her chest and buries her head into them.

I have my family back now, and nobody will take it from me.


Ellie


The drive seems to take forever when it’s only been a few hours. Hudson has slept the entire trip, and when we pull up outside the mansion, a warm feeling wraps around me.

Home.

I bite into my lip with excitement, thinking about seeing Oliver again, but I can’t ignore the gnawing in my gut when it comes to Nikita. This isn’t the life I want to live, yet it’s everything to me.

They’re everything.

I’ve no choice but to accept what Rafael is telling me, and I can only hope that something changes where I become more than the mother of his child and bit on the side.

Rafael slams his door shut, and before my hand clutches the door handle, he’s opened the door and lifting me into his arms like a wounded animal.

I glance over my shoulder to see Kai following behind with Hudson in his carrier.

He takes us straight upstairs and into my bedroom. As soon as we enter, the feel and comfort of the room wraps around me like a warm blanket, and yet something about it is different. Rafael sets me down as he stands outside the closet door, then he opens it, allowing me to see inside.

A ragged sob steals my breath at the intricately furnished nursery decorated in The Hungry Caterpillar theme.

“Do you like it?” His hand lays loosely around the back of my neck, but I lean against him, needing to feel him.

“I-I—” I swallow back the tears, knowing how much he hates seeing me cry outside of our games and how much I’ve done it since seeing him again. “I love it.”

I can feel the relief pour from him as his shoulders slump. “Good. Oliver helped choose it.”

Spinning to face him, I step up on my tiptoes to reach the corner of his mouth. “Thank you, Daddy.” He growls and his hand grips my hip.

A throat clears behind Rafael. “Where do you want this?”

Kai holds Hudson up in his carrier.

“Give him fucking here and get out of our bedroom.” Rafael snatches Hudson from him, and Kai throws his arms up and backs out of the room, closing the door with a soft click. Rafael stares down at his sleeping son. His mop of black hair is fluffy, and his little lips are pulled into a tight line like his father’s.

“Shall I get him out so you can hold him?”

His Adam’s apple bobs, and he nods. “Yeah.”

He places the carrier on the floor, and I quickly work at unbuckling him, taking him out of the carrier, and holding him toward Rafael. His startled eyes meet mine. “I’ve never held a baby before.”

My eyebrows furrow. Surely, I didn’t hear him right. “What about Oliver?”

He shakes his head. “I had nannies.”

I lick my lips and give him a nod. Then I move his arms into a cradle position and place Hudson in them.

“He’s only four weeks, so he still needs you to support his head.”

Rafael stares down at him, transfixed. “I don’t want nannies.” His eyes shoot up to meet mine. “I don’t want nannies, Ellie. I want this.” He nods down at Hudson, and my heart soars. He wants to be a father. To be the man he craves to be, not the man expected of him.

“I mean, technically, I’m your nanny.” I chew on my bottom lip. “If you still want me?”

He backs me up against the wall, shifting Hudson to rest in one arm. My breath hitches when he bends down and presses his lips against mine.

“No nannies.” Our eyes meet, and my heart hammers at the intensity between us. “Just you, the mother of my children.” I crash my lips against his and wrap my arms around his neck as our tongues glide together.

Pulling back, I’m breathless as I stare into his lust-filled eyes, then my gaze latches on to the tattoo creeping up his neck. I reach out and stroke over the trail of bloody fingerprints, a reminder of our first night together. Goose bumps spread over his skin, and he hisses between gritted teeth, then snaps his hand out, gripping my wrist to stop me from touching him further.

His cold eyes glare down at me, and I swallow past the lump in my throat. It’s like he’s shut down; he’s gone from being caring to being cold in the blink of an eye. “Go get in the shower on all fours.”

He steps back, then moves around me, leaving me feeling cold at his rejection, and I wrap my arms around myself to bring me comfort before moving toward the bathroom.

“Papa’s never going to be without you again, Hudson,” he whispers as he places our son in his crib.

His words send a chill through my body as I walk away.


Chapter Forty-Four


Rafael

Her touch still scorches my skin as I watch my son sleep blissfully in his crib, blowing bubbles as he does so. He has my hair, but the feel of it is silky like his mom’s, and I find myself hoping he opens his eyes for me to see the color. Yet anxiety creeps up my spine at the prospect of when he does he might cry and I won’t know what to do, but I’m determined to learn.

I wasn’t lying when I said I’d never held a baby. It wasn’t until Oliver was much older that I allowed myself to hold him, but I want things to be different this time around. I’ve witnessed my brother find happiness with Jade and their daughter Faith, something I long for with Ellie and Oliver, now Hudson too.

How she could so easily slip beneath my skin and worm her way inside me without so much as a punishment for her taking my son away from me had my blood boiling. If she thinks she can act like she didn’t destroy me and Oliver, then she can think again.

I bend down and breathe in the scent of my son, placing a gentle kiss on his head, so not to disturb him, then I go in search of his mother.

My footing falters and my heart skips a beat as I enter the bathroom. She’s naked, on all fours in the shower, compliant and ready for the taking.

I waste no time stripping naked, my cock rock hard and dripping with hunger to fill her pussy.

Stepping inside, I switch on the water of the first jet, and it allows me to wash myself without the spray touching her. She glances over her shoulder and licks her lips when I pump my thickness in my hand. “Head down, ass in the air.” Washing away the suds, I switch off the water and kneel behind her, and I revel in the dried, bloodied cum painted around her ass. I crack my neck from side to side, then take her hair in my hand and wrap it around my fist, and she whimpers at my abrasiveness. Then I smack my palm down on her ass hard, leaving a mark as she cries out.

“Cry for Daddy.” Smack.

She weeps as my palm leaves another imprint on her ass. Smack.

My cock jumps at the redness covering her soft globes. Smack.

“Cry for Daddy while he spanks you. Punishes you for leaving him.” Smack.

My palm burns and her ass glows, then I slam my cock inside her with brute force. She falls forward, so I pin her down by her neck, holding her in place as I fuck into her ruthlessly. Her soft walls clamp around me, and I clench my teeth at the hold she has over me. The way she can bring me to orgasm so fast, to lose control so quickly, angers me.

“You got anything to say to Daddy, Little Doll?”

“I-I—”

I smack her ass again, and she sobs, her hands clawing at the tiled floor effortlessly.

“I’m sorry.”

“Are you going to be Daddy’s good girl?”

“Yes. I’m yours, Daddy.”

Her admittance has my balls drawing up and my head falling back as I close my eyes and give in to the sensation of bliss engulfing my body. I pump inside her, my hips becoming slower as my cum floods her womb, coating her walls.

Then I pull out to watch my cum slip from her, and irritation floods my bloodstream.

Standing, a filthy thought flashes into my mind: I need to wash away my little doll’s sins, and what better way to do it than in my warmth. “Part your ass cheeks for me, Little Doll.”

“Wh-what are you going to do?”

“Daddy’s going to clean you for him. I’m going to wash away your sins, Little Doll.”

A strangled sob leaves her throat, but she does as I ask and kneels once again, then pulls her ass cheeks apart for me. The sight has my cock jumping to attention, so I need to act fast before what I’m about to do becomes near on impossible.

Looming above her, I direct my cock over her asshole, let my bladder open, and my piss splashes over her hole, washing away her transgressions and our mistakes, wiping away every tarnished memory. “Oh god,” she pants, and I realize my little doll is getting off on the degradation of the act. My cock stiffens, and I rasp as it becomes increasingly difficult to piss.

It sprays down and over her swollen pussy, and my eyes roll with the degrading pleasure.

“Turn the fuck around and show me what I own.”

She turns on her knees and stares up at me with those wide brown eyes that consumed my nightmares of potentially never seeing her again.

She rests her hands on her thighs, and I lick my lips. She’s completely at my mercy and never leaving me again. I finally have everything I ever wanted at my disposal, and now I need her to feel my possession.

“Arch your back, baby.”

Her eyebrows furrow, but she complies, giving me the perfect view of the bloodied “Daddy’s possession. Mine” coating her chest. I aim my cock over it, then piss. My lust-filled eyes flicker from her innocent face to the swell of her tits, marking her luscious body as mine, bathing in my very existence.

Her nipples peak, and bubbles of milk have my mouth watering. I aim my cock at them and try to contain the growl lodged in my throat.

The piss mixing with the trickle of milk and smearing of blood creates a potent blend I intend on exploring at a later date.

For now, I simply revel in the splendor.

As the flow comes to a stop, I step back, and my body relaxes under the knowledge that she’s mine once again.

“Now, clean me.” A chill spreads over her body, but my little doll does as I ask. She grips onto my thighs and her breath fans over me. While I grip my cock, her little tongue darts out and licks the drops of piss that have trickled down my shaft. She circles my balls and follows the line of the thick veins traveling toward the head, then she dips her tongue into the slit, causing me to grunt at her attention to detail while she sucks on the head, lavishing it with equal hunger.

“Good little doll,” I praise with one hand on her head, stroking over her silky locks.

Her eyes twinkle and a sharp pain lances through my chest at the realization that she has pretty little golden flecks in her eyes; how did I not see this before now?

As she submits so beautifully, I stare into her eyes, and her guilt and regret swims in them so powerful I feel a pain in my chest that has me wanting to reassure and forgive her, but can I do it so easily? When she tore my world apart and stole my son from me.

She sinks back onto her knees in defeat, as if hearing my thoughts, so I push them aside and turn on the water. I coat her skin in my body wash and scrub away anything that has touched her that’s not mine.

I lavish her with praise as I wash her hair and condition it with tenderness, hoping my touch brings her as much comfort as she brings me.

“Never again, Little Doll.”

“I promise, Daddy,” she whispers before wrapping her arms around my neck. “Never again.”


Chapter Forty-Five


Ellie

Rafael sits on the chair in the corner of the room, watching me feed Hudson. His eyes bore into me, and I know he’s still angry, and I don’t blame him, but I’m angry too. I’m trapped in a life I want, but as the person I don’t want to be.

He spreads his legs wide, and his erection peeks out from the top of his boxers, and I squirm under his possessive scrutiny.

Once he finished washing me last night, he wrapped me in towels, sat me on the counter, and brushed my teeth. Then he spread my legs, plugged my pussy, followed by brushing my hair, then placed me in bed. He didn’t join me, instead he pulled a chair into the corner of the room beside the nursery and told me to go to sleep. I was too tired to argue and fell into a deep slumber until he woke me half an hour ago for Hudson’s 2:00 a.m. feeding.

Sighing, I stroke over the top of Hudson’s head as his sleepy mouth barely suckles any longer, then I let my nipple slip from his lips while I place him on my shoulder to pat his back. Rafael’s sharp intake of breath has me stilling. When I glance in his direction, his hand is stroking over the fabric of his cock, and I can’t say that I’m disappointed. I relish it, in fact.

“Could you take him from me?”

His hand stops, and he jumps up from the chair. “Of course. Come on, little man.” The nickname he uses warms me; it’s the same one I use for Oliver. Rafael slips his hand between me and Hudson, expertly positioning him against his chest as he strides back toward the nursery.

“When can I see Oliver?”

He stills on my words, and my heart plummets at the way his muscles tense under the dim lighting.

“I’ve missed him, Rafael.”

He scoffs. “Did you just decide that?”

I grind my jaw so hard my teeth ache, but I allow his comment, and he continues into the nursery, whispering to Hudson softly.

Slipping the strap of my camisole back in place, I glance up toward the doorway to find Rafael watching me, his jaw stubbornly set. “You broke my son’s heart, Ellie.”

My breath hitches, and I swallow back the tears threatening to spill over. I knew I would hurt Oliver by leaving, but I thought I was doing the right thing for all of us, and when I found out I was pregnant, it only solidified that decision. I didn’t want my baby to be brought up in the same cruel world. I didn’t want him to become the bastard child who would be an outcast. He deserved more; we both did.

“What about you?”

He reels back, and his eyes narrow. “What about me?”

“You said I broke Oliver’s heart. What about yours?”

His Adam’s apple slowly slides down his throat. “Is that what you need to hear, Little Doll? That I cried for you?” His tone has turned mocking, and it angers me that he’s turning this into something so trivial.

“Don’t be an ass, Rafael,” I snipe back. “You made me the other woman and expected me to be happy with it, without any discussion or thought as to how I felt. You knew my feelings on that. I told you!” I point at him as my voice rises.

“There was never another woman.” He steps forward, closing the nursery door behind him. “There was only ever you,” he grits out.

I scoff a patronizing laugh. “You have a fucking wife, Rafael! You have a family I’m not a part of.”

“Is that why you left? Mm, because of that fucking photo?” He tilts his head from side to side as if trying to understand me. “You broke our fucking hearts over a photo.” His admission at his heart breaking is lost on me because he’s missing the point.

“No.”

“No? Then help me fucking understand why you did what you did and stole my baby from me.” The veins on his temple pulsate, every vein protruding ferociously.

“You lied to me; you told me your wife was dead!” I scream back at him.

“She’s fucking dead to me!” He points to his chest.

I shake my head at his half-ass comment. “But she’s very much alive, Rafael. She’s Oliver’s mother, and she’s the one by your side, not me. She’s the one your son will call mommy, not me. And where does that leave me, huh? Your whore?” He flinches, but I continue. “Your mistress. The one person I never wanted to be.” My voice crumbles, but I clear my throat. “Where does that leave our son? A bastard?”

“Don’t you fucking call him that!” he snipes back at me, his stare murderous. “Don’t you dare call him that!”

A strangled laugh catches in my throat. “That’s what he is. That’s what we will always be. Nothing more.”

“My children will stand by my side. They’ll be my fucking legacy, each and every one of them equal.” He drags a hand through his hair. “Just like my father did with us.”

“I saw you leave her room, Rafael.” My lip wobbles. “You didn’t sleep with me, but you left her room the next morning, then fucked me after.” My breath hitches from clogged emotion, but I continue on, knowing I have to get it all out to justify my actions. “I heard her say ‘Go and wash away your sins, Rafael. Go and wash away my touch.’”

Rafael blinks, then blinks again, as if stupefied. “Jesus. You think I fucked her?” His face twists in disgust.

“I went in there to fucking threaten her, Ellie.” He waves his hand toward the door.

“I went in there and got exactly what I wanted.”

My throat goes dry. “Wh-what did you want?”

“Full custody of Oliver.”

My heart races erratically.

“She had one fucking request. She wanted me to take her to some fucking event as a family. Said it was to have one last day with Oliver.”

Tears fall down my cheeks, and I swipe them away. “She played us,” I snivel.

Rafael grinds his jaw. “Yeah, she fucking did.” Then he sighs heavily. “If you’d have come to me. Fucking asked me, Ellie. I could have told you! I wouldn’t have missed your pregnancy, missed my son’s birth. Have you any fucking idea how that makes me feel?” He stabs his finger into his chest, and guilt combined with sickness rushes through me.

“I’m so sorry.” My eyes search his, desperate for his forgiveness.

He swallows harshly as he stares back at me with hurt and fury, both of them justified.

My heart shatters into a thousand pieces at the realization. “I’m so sorry, Rafael.”


Rafael


All this fucking time, she thought I cheated on her. Just another reason for her to run, among the many others. A part of me wants to hate her for the pain she caused, but the other wants to love her and lavish her in my obsession.

“I’m so sorry, Rafael.” And I believe her, I believe my little doll when she tells me she’s sorry; I see it written as clear as day on her pretty little face.

I kneel on the bed and cup her face in the palms of my hands, using my thumbs to swipe away her tears. “I’m sorry you thought those things, Ellie.” It guts me she thinks I cheated, that I was capable of that when I hold everything I’ve ever wanted in the palms of my hands. Her eyes glimmer, the innocence in them obvious. She’s young and ran, made a dumb mistake that cost us both severely. But I know deep down she’s sorry and that she’s mine. “I only ever wanted you.” My voice is a whisper. Then I lick my lips. “Know your fucking worth, Ellie.” Her eyes flare, and she jolts as I stare at her. “Know your worth, because I know it.” A whimper leaves her lips. “I know you’re strong, independent, caring, and honest and, above all, I know you love with everything you have.” I swipe her tears away again. “Be the woman you were destined to be. Be my everything.” She nods, and I take a moment before I tell her my plan, the plan all along. “I want you to adopt him, Ellie. I want you to be Oliver’s mom. He wants that too.”

She sucks in a sharp breath, her lip wobbles, and I crash my lips against hers, sending her falling back onto the mattress. Our kiss is rugged, sloppy, and desperate. Pulling back, I stare at her swollen lips. “Say yes, Little Doll.”

She licks her lips. “Yes, Raf.”

My eyes widen at the nickname. It’s something nobody has ever attempted before now, but I need to hear it again. “Say it again.” I grind my cock against her pussy.

She rolls her lip between her teeth painfully slowly before she complies. “Yes, Raf. I want to be Oliver’s mommy too.”

I hold her head in place while I deliver another kiss to her lips before peppering them over her jaw, down the column of her throat, and over her chest. Her heart hammers beneath my touch, and I salivate, thinking about tasting her tits.

“Show me your body, Little Doll. Show Daddy what he created.” I sit back on my heels, allowing her to sit up and remove her top. Her tits bounce now, no longer tiny. They hold weight to them, milk for our son.

Milk for me.

“Fuck,” I grunt as I stand to push down my boxers and kick them to the side before climbing back on the bed. “Slip your plug out.” She opens her legs slightly, but I’m unable to see. “Open them up, let Daddy see.” I stroke my cock at the delicious sight of her removing the plug that keeps my cum inside her. “Lick it clean, Little Doll.” My eyes flare as she sucks the pink plug into her mouth, and the way her lips stretch over it has pre-cum dripping from my tip.

“Daddy’s dirty little doll.” I grin as I position my cock at her entrance. She bands her arms around my shoulders, pulling me toward her, and I allow it as I slide inside my little doll with ecstasy.


Chapter Forty-Six


Rafael

Her nails dig into my shoulders encouragingly, but I take my sweet ass time, delighting in the little mewls of dissatisfaction that leave her lips when I avoid her nipples with my kisses. I know I’m shocking her; I’ve never fucked anyone slow in my life, but I want to show her I’m capable of being the man she needs me to be, the man she deserves.

“Raf, what are you doing?” I roll my hips, delighting in the way her pussy grips me. “Raf?” She taps my shoulder and my head springs up to face her.

“I’m showing you how much I care for you.” Her lips curve into a sweet smile.

“Care, huh?” She bites into her lip.

“Yes. Fucking care.” My pulse races to tell her I more than care for her, but something inside me stops me, like a brick wall I can’t seem to break through, so instead I hope to show her how much she means to me.

I sit back on my heels to watch my cock slide slowly in and out of her tight cunt, then I trail my gaze up her body, looking for a sign of her pregnancy. My palm spreads out on her flat stomach, and she watches me intensely as I glide it up toward her tits. “They grew, Little Doll.”

She bucks her hips beneath me when I graze over her nipple. The sight of her milk beading on the tip has my balls pulling tight and my spine straightening as I try desperately to keep control.

“They’re full of milk for you, Daddy.”

Jesus.

My brain short-circuits as I squeeze the milk from the tip of her nipple, reveling in it dripping down her tit.

My stare penetrates through her as she holds her breath, then she speaks. “I want you to try my milk, Daddy. I want you to feed from me.” She takes a hold of her other tit and pumps it in her small hand, teasing me. “Please, Daddy,” she begs so beautifully, as I concentrate on not coming too soon.

“Fuck yes.”

I drop forward on my elbow, unable to take it any longer. My restraint snaps as I bat her hand away and grip her tit roughly, still small but heavy in my palm, the sensation indescribably full. I squeeze it roughly and cover her nipple with my mouth. Her hand finds my hair and I groan as her warm milk splashes into my mouth.

“Oh god,” she cries as my hips thrust again while hers work against mine. We become like wild animals, feral beasts, ravishing one another with grunts and groans and slapping of skin. My softness and gentle approach gone, now replaced with my voracity to own her.

“I’m going to put a baby inside you, Little Doll.”

Thrust.

“I’m going to force your belly to round with my baby.”

The bed hits the wall as I power into her at a rapid speed. “Filling this little pussy to give me more babies.” She clenches around me, and I almost come, almost.

“Tell Daddy you want his baby, Little Doll.” Slam. “Tell him.”

“Daddy. Daddy, please put a baby in me.”

Hearing her say she wants my baby sends my vision hazy, and a frenzied need to see her stomach swollen with my child becomes my mission.

I circle my hips, rubbing on her needy clit, and she arches her back as her mouth falls slack. “Daddy, I’m coming.” Her pussy pulsates around me, and my mouth becomes flooded in her milk as it bursts from her like a dam breaking. It spills from my lips, and I greedily try to swallow it down, but I can’t take it any longer, so I follow her into the abyss.

“Fuckkk.” My cum spurts from me in intense waves of pleasure, feeling never-ending, groundbreaking, and I close my eyes to savor the pure bliss.

I’ll follow her wherever she’s prepared to take me, because she possesses me and I’m finally ready to embrace it.


Chapter Forty-Seven


Ellie

Rafael attempted to make love to me again in the night, but his filthy mouth and controlling manner took over, winning the battle to show me restraint and tenderness. He’s trying, when he really doesn’t have to because he already owns me. Every part of me belongs to him. I’m a willing prisoner in his captivity, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

He’s reassured me every way he can, and the fact he wants me to adopt his son proves how much I mean to him and Oliver in the only other way he can solidify us, given he can’t marry me.

When he wasn’t pumping me full of his cum in a bid to get me pregnant, I spent the night suckling on his cock while he stroked my hair. “I missed you, Little Doll,” he whispered, causing tears to sting my eyes at his broken tone. I could only suck harder to bring us both the comfort we desperately sought.

Slipping Rafael’s shirt on, I stand between his widened legs as he buttons it up for me. “Beautiful, Little Doll.” My cheeks heat as he pushes my hair over my shoulder and his fingers linger on my neck. “I’m going to brand you with my name.” He grazes my skin with his knuckles before meeting my eyes.

“Okay.” I nod.

His shoulders relax, then he picks up the hairbrush from the bed. “Turn around and kneel.”

I do as he asks, and then he combs through my hair with one hand and the other smooths over the spot the brush just left.

“There, all done, pretty girl,” he coos as he smooths out my hair. “Stand.”

Nerves bubble inside me at the prospect of seeing Oliver again. “Come.” He snaps me out of my thoughts and holds his hand out for me to hold on to with Hudson cradled in his arm, and he pulls me to my feet. “He’ll be ecstatic to see you, Ellie. Don’t worry.”

“Of course.” I nod gingerly, and he chuckles at my feigned response.

“You’ll see.”


Rafael


She trembles as we step down the stairs. She’s fucking adorable to be nervous to see Oliver; it’s cute she thinks he’ll be anything other than delighted to see her.

Rosalita’s voice fills the foyer as she chats happily to our son, and when her eyes find mine, I give her the nod to slip away, leaving Oliver at the breakfast table.

Walking into the room, Ellie freezes, so with the palm of my hand on the bottom of her back, I gently push her in front of me, hiding Hudson from view.

“Oliver,” I call to our son, and he lifts his head. His eyes widen, then he scrambles off the chair to get to Ellie, and his face morphs into pure exhilaration.

“Ma-momma El,” he cries as Ellie bends down to scoop him into her arms. She sobs as he clings to her neck, and he only wails louder.

Jesus fucking Christ, it hurts my ears.

Hudson startles in my arms, and I cradle him closer. His small hands expand as if shocked, and for the first time since meeting him, he opens his eyes and stares directly at me. While his momma and brother embrace one another, I stare into my little man’s eyes.

Brown, they’re brown, with tiny flecks of gold sparkling back at me.

Then he scares me shitless when he opens his mouth and screams at the top of his lungs, cutting through the air like a knife.

Ellie and Oliver freeze, and she stands with Oliver in her arms. He looks at Ellie as if in question. “Do you want to meet your baby brother, Oliver?”

He scrunches up his nose and points toward Hudson. “Ba-bab.” He tries to say baby, and Ellie giggles at him, her smile so wide you’d think her cheeks would be painful.

“His name’s Hudson. Can you say Hudson?”

“Huds.”

“Good boy.” She kisses the top of his head, then bends down to place him on the floor while I kneel to let him greet his little brother.

“Be gentle.” I look at him pointedly, and he nods. “Stroke his hair.” His small hand hovers over Hudson’s head, and he makes a stroking motion, and I chuckle. “We’ll work on it, little man.”

“Huds.” He grins from ear to ear.

“Are you going to look after him? You need to be a good big brother, protect him. Do you think you can do that for me?”

My son’s gaze meets mine, and he straightens his shoulders as he stares back at me. “Yes, Papa.” His words are clear and concise, full of confidence.

And I know without a shadow of a doubt that he will.


Chapter Forty-Eight


Ellie

It’s been two weeks of bliss, two weeks of Rafael barely leaving our side. Tommy has stepped up and taken some of the burden off his brother, and I couldn’t be more thankful for it. Jade has established a perfect routine with baby Faith and has given me tips on nursing Hudson.

Today Rafael was pissed because he’s been called into the warehouse. Apparently, Rocco has been busting his balls, and he’s no choice but to go there.

After Oliver’s tutors are finished with his classes, I set him up with a painting exercise in the kitchen while I quickly change Hudson to lay him down for a nap.

I place a kiss on the top of his head, then button up his romper, but I pull back sharply at the sound of a muffled cry that has my blood freezing. Something inside of me knows Oliver is in danger, that he’s hurt, and I move quickly to place Hudson in the bassinet and rush from the nursery as quickly as possible.

“Oliver?” Did he climb on a chair to get cookies and fall? Oh god, did he switch the stove on?

My chest feels like it’s constricting, and it’s like my feet barely touch the floor as I fly down the stairs. “Oliver?” I push into the kitchen, but hands wrap around me and throw me to the ground so hard it causes my head to bounce off the marble tiles. My vision turns hazy, but I fight through it when Oliver rushes to my side, sobbing. Blinking, my blood curdles when I see he has a red handprint on his little cheek, and anger surges inside me like a tsunami as I push to sit up. “Mamma,” he cries as he attempts to help me up, his little hands gripping my arm to aid me, and the action clutches on my heart strings.

“Shhh.” I stroke over his face as my vision rights itself.

Fingernails clicking on the counter have my eyes snapping up to see Nikita staring at us from the barstool glaring vitriol in my direction. This woman hates me with a passion, and when she sneers at Oliver like he’s dirt, I find my spine straightening. She’s going to hurt us.

Both of us.

My fingers tremble to locate the phone in my jeans pocket as I discreetly tug it out and slide it behind my back. Fumbling with it, I pray I press the right number.

“Isn’t this sweet? The little bastard attempts to speak.” I wince at her cruel words, hating the fact that Oliver can hear them.

My jaw sharpens as I glare back at her with equal venom.

“I thought you said he was still mute?” Another voice has my head snapping to the side as two of Kendal finally slide into one.

“He is.” She curls her lip toward him, and my heart plummets at her derogatory words. This woman is meant to be his mother, yet she’s acting inhuman, and I want to destroy her for it while showering my boy in the motherly love he deserves.

Oliver’s lip wobbles, and I stroke over his face. “Let Mommy deal with them, baby. You take this and look after Hudson. Okay?” I whisper only for his ears.

He pauses, and I know he doesn’t want to leave me. I don’t want to leave him either, but I need to get him as far away from them as possible.

On shaky legs. I stand and push Oliver behind me. Noticing the knife on the counter, I snag it. “Oliver, run!” I scream as Kendal saunters toward me, and fear grips me at the gun aimed in my direction. All I can think about is protecting our boys, hoping I pressed the right number for Oliver to reach Rafael on.

With strength I didn’t know I had, I sail through the air like a madwoman. A shot rings out, but I slam the knife into her chest as we battle with one another. Glass shattering becomes background noise to our tussle, but her strangled choke alerts me to the fact she’s hurt, and I find a little comfort in that knowledge as my mind catches up with the floating sensation taking over my body.

Then I slip to the floor, my eyes battling to stay open, and I attempt to scream for someone to help Oliver, but nothing comes out. The feeling of helplessness consumes me as the realization that I failed our boys takes over.

I failed Rafael.

A lone tear trickles out of me as everything slips away.


Chapter Forty-Nine


Rafael

My phone rings out through the car speaker system, and my lip twitches with a happiness that recently seems to exude from me when I see “Little Doll” flash on my console, and I hit answer.

“Hey, I won’t be long. I’m a few minutes out. I want you in bed waiting for me, do you hear?”

The line is silent.

I wait a minute for a response. “Ellie?”

A strange creeping sensation washes over me, but I try to shake it off, knowing I’m being ridiculous. I only left for a few fucking hours, because my brother was bleating like a fucking girl that he needed “him” time.

“Ellie, are you there?”

Maybe the connection is poor? My finger hovers to end the call and attempt to call her back, but then a small grunt sets the hairs on the back of my neck on edge.

“Papa.”

“Oliver? Put Mommy on the phone.”

Sagging back into the seat, I breathe a sigh of relief as I drag a hand through my hair. “Give the phone to Mommy, Oliver.”

“N-no.”

Hudson delivers a soft mewl and something doesn’t feel right. “No, Papa. Bad mommy.”

His words are clear, and every one of them sends an electrical current through my body, an awareness that my family is in danger. I don’t hesitate in pressing the emergency button beneath the steering wheel. It will alert Kai and Rocco to my location.

“What do you mean bad mommy, Oliver?”

I press my foot on the accelerator.

“Hurt me.”

“She hurt you? Who hurt you, little man?”

“Bad mommy.” The sound of Hudson whimpering sets my teeth on edge. “Huds is okay.” Oliver attempts to reassure me.

“Where are you, little man?”

“Clo-closet.”

Oh Jesus, he’s in the closet. Just what the hell is fucking happening? I can barely see straight, my pulse racing so fast my vision blurs as my mind fights with me to keep a level head. “Is Hudson with you?”

“Yes, Papa. I good big brother.”

A lump lodges in my throat at my little man’s words.

Turning into the estate, I race toward the gatehouse, seeing nothing out of the ordinary as I scan the estate.

“Hudson is okay? That’s good, Oliver. Is Mommy with you?”

“Nnn-no. Bad mommy.”

My eyebrows furrow. “Bad mommy?”

“Hurt me.” A volatile fury surges inside me, sending my vision red as I slam the brakes on outside the house. “Papa’s coming, Oliver!” I shout out as I slam the SUV door behind me. Then I run up the steps and swing open the door; the silence of our recently bustling household is an unhealthy quiet. I withdraw my gun from behind my back and move toward the kitchen. Knowing how much time Ellie spends in here with Oliver, it’s the first place I always try before the bedroom.

I swing open the door and take in the carnage as the glass crunches beneath my feet. Fear grips me, and I let go of every lesson I’ve ever been taught in the Mafia as I drop my gun and race toward my girl. I drop to my knees and feel for a pulse.

A pool of blood circles her stomach, and my hand trembles as I tug my phone from my pocket to dial 911.

“Ambulance. Now!” I end the call, knowing dispatch will already have a tag on my address. The front door opens, but I ignore it and rip my shirt off my back to use as a compression, only the warmth of her blood seeps through my fingers.

“Holy fuck, what the hell happened?” My eyes snap up to meet Kai’s wide eyes.

“I don’t know. Find Oliver, he said he’s in the closet.” The terror in my voice is unmistakable. He spins on his heel, heading for the stairs.

As I press my shirt to her stomach, I stare down at my lifeless girl, and everything around me swims with unadulterated dread. A heaviness takes hold in my stomach while my chest feels like it’s caving in, and my heart palpitates at the way her lips are turning blue. “Little Doll. Don’t do this,” I beg.

Emotion clogs in my throat, and it’s suddenly difficult for me to swallow. “Please, Little Doll,” I whisper as the sound of sirens approaching fills my ears, bringing with it a tiny ray of hope. “They’re going to help you, Little Doll. They’re going to save you for Daddy.” I lick my lips. “For our boys too.” My tears drip onto her face, and I swipe it away. “Know your fucking worth, Ellie. You’re worth everything to us, baby.” The coldness of her skin sends my breath hitching. “You promised me you’d never leave me again.” I hiccup, then roll my lip to prevent it from shaking further. “I didn’t get to tell you I love you,” I say as I stroke over her silky locks.

“I love you, Little Doll.”

Her lack of response sends desperation through me. “Say it back,” I demand, the firmness in my tone bordering on unhinged.

“Say it fucking back!” I bellow, but my broken little doll doesn’t so much as flinch.

The doors burst open, and paramedics rush toward me. Reluctantly, I pull my hands away, allowing them to take over while I clutch the counter, needing something to anchor me.

My eyes plead with her to not give up, not give in, when we only just began.

“Fuck. What happened?” Rocco’s voice snaps me out of my stare. Using my palms, I swipe the tears away, and somehow, my spine straightens, snapping back into Mafia mode. My weakness gone in the blink of an eye.

“Kids are fine. I have them secure in my car, security surrounding them,” Kai informs me, then places his hand to his ear, listening intently to whoever is speaking. “A body has been located on the patio. Description is Kendal, stab wound to her chest.”

Rocco’s eyes widen. “Shit. Do you think?” He waves his hand toward my girl, and I grind my teeth as paramedics shock her small body, causing me to grimace at how fragile she looks. Bile floods my stomach, and I’ve no choice but to turn away, unable to think straight while they work on her.

“I want security footage. I want to know what the fuck went down in this kitchen and what the hell Kendal was doing at my house.”

“Does she have access?” Rocco asks, his eyes flicker between mine and Kai’s.

I wince, knowing I never revoked it, then scrub a hand over my jaw, needing to admit my fatal error. One that could cost me dearly, our sons too. Pain lances through my chest, and I rub at the offending organ.

“She had access,” I admit with defeat.

“If she had access . . .” Kai leaves the comment open.

“She had free rein, I get it. I allowed her to hurt my family.” My lip wobbles. “I failed them.” Devastation is evident in my tone.

“That’s not what I meant,” he states.

“Isn’t it? That’s exactly what it means, though,” I grit out, annoyed that Kai is trying to placate me.

I glance over my shoulder.

“Shock on three . . .”

I close my eyes and countdown with them.

“One.”

I’ve never been a religious man, no matter how hard my grandmother tried to steer me to the catholic religion, but I pray to a God I have no right to.

“Two.”

Please God.

“Three.”


Chapter Fifty


Rafael

Hudson won’t settle. He doesn’t like the teat on the bottle; he likes to be attached to his momma, to feel her warmth and steady beat of her heart while she nurses him with pure admiration in her eyes.

Oliver has reverted to struggling to speak. The doctor tells me it’s because of trauma, but Oliver and I know the truth. It’s due to Ellie being gone.

We’re lost, floating from one day to the next until I found myself here.

Two weeks after the events that shook my world to the core, my father called me to his basement.

The woman I was forced to marry, my wife, is sniveling in her snot and piss, strapped to a chair. The woman that helped orchestrate my family’s demise at my girl’s expense. Kai worked tirelessly alongside Oscar O’Connell, and after my threats of violence against his family and reminding him of his nephew’s interference in finding Ellie and Hudson, he finally relented. Not twenty-four hours later, here she is.

My father stands behind her, like an avenger staking his claim. “Kendal was feeding intel to the police, telling them about our warehouse shipments.” My father’s gruff voice echoes off the walls of the basement, and I nod at his words, already knowing her involvement, thanks to Rocco. “We were meant to trust her.”

All I can do is nod at my father’s frustration.

Then he yanks Nikita’s head back by her hair, forcing her to face me.

“Rafael. Rafael, you promised you’d never hurt me,” she whines. “If you do this, you’ll be hurting Oliver.” I flinch at my son’s name on her poisonous tongue.

When we discovered Nikita was helping her half-sister Kendal to get rid of Ellie in order for Kendal to get closer to me, she was benefiting by positioning herself back in my family. Text messages between the two of them showed promises of a continual flow of money and fake custody agreement papers. She would never hand Oliver over to me, and she would keep silent until she needed to use it.

My fist twitches from the stitches I required as a result of me shattering a glass table after discovering the devious bitch had played us.

I take the gun from behind my back, and she gasps as her body quakes with the fear I’m instilling in her. My hand trembles as I raise the gun.

“Think of Oliver, Rafael. He’ll grow up to hate you. Knowing you murdered his mother, he’ll never forgive you.”

Jesus, I wish she’d shut up; I wish I could block out the noise of her words slicing through me like the knife that tore into Kendal as my girl tried so bravely to protect our sons. Her words wound me, and she fucking knows it.

I crack my neck, desperate to relieve the budding tension as the anxiety ripples through me at the potential aftermath. There’s nothing I want more in the world than to protect my family, to have my sons look up to me with pride in their eyes. But at what cost? To hurt my oldest when he finds out the twisted truth?

“He’ll find out. Oliver will find out and hate you for it.”

“Rafael.” My father’s stern voice pulls my stare away from her. He strokes over his chin as if deep in thought, then looks at me pointedly, the intensity of his stare so deep it steals the air from my lungs momentarily. “Rafael, sometimes we have to endure the pain to save our children from the repercussions. Sometimes we risk hurting our sons in order to protect them. But what we do is we shoulder that pain, and it allows us to remain standing beside them. Do you understand?”

My mind whirls at my father’s words. He took my mother’s life to protect me, and it affected him more than I ever believed. By taking her life, we’re all here today.

My spine straightens and I stand taller. “You’re wrong, Nikita. One day, Oliver will thank me for this, as I should have done with my father.”

I pull the trigger.


Ellie


Six weeks later.

“I’m perfectly capable of walking, Rafael.”

“Mm, I know. But I want to carry you.” He nuzzles his nose into my hair as he cradles me in his arms like an invalid. “Besides, I want to carry you over the threshold, wife.” I feel him smile against my neck. The moment I was able to whisper, “I do,” Rafael demanded we were getting married. I was in my hospital gown, no less.

“Mamma!” Oliver pulls the door open for us and motions with grabby hands toward Rafael.

“Just wait, buddy. I need to put Mommy in her bed.”

“Upstairs?” His words have been clearer lately, and I couldn’t be prouder. The time I spent recovering in the hospital gave me plenty of time to concentrate on helping him with his language skills. Rafael even had the staff put a cot in the room for Oliver to sleep next to me, as he refused to leave me.

The hurt my boys felt at my injuries must have been soul destroying, and I’ve done nothing but apologize to them, much to Rafael’s disapproval.

Oliver follows us upstairs. The pitter patter of his small feet has me smiling, and when the bedroom door opens to the familiar scent of freesias, I bite into my lip at the pure bliss I feel deep inside.

Rafael slides me onto the center of the bed, and Oliver clambers onto the end, crawling up. “Oliver, be careful. Mamma is still hurt.” Rafael snipes out, his body tensing at our son’s overexcitement.

“Mamma still owie.”

“Yes. Mamma still owie. So be careful.”

“Ohhh.” Oliver creates a huge O with his mouth, and he looks adorable.

“It’s okay, little man. Come here.” I hold my arms out to him, and he immediately settles against my chest.

“You missed Mamma, huh?”

He nods as I stroke his hair, and I place a kiss on top of his head.

“Look who we have here,” Rosalita calls from the doorway as she slips inside the room with Hudson in her arms. Although we agreed to no nannies, she’s been helping care for the boys while I’ve been recovering, and I couldn’t be more grateful. “We have Hudson!” she declares as our son blows bubbles. His silky dark hair stands spikey, and he looks as cute as a button. She bends and places a kiss on my cheek while slipping Hudson into my arms, then she leaves.

Oliver looks from me to Rafael. “We’re all here, Mamma,” he singsongs with a toothy smile.

“Yeah, we are, little man. We’re all here, exactly where we’re meant to be.” Rafael places a kiss on Oliver’s head, and I preen at how far he has come.

He’s becoming the man he wants to be, and I’m right by his side.

He takes my face between the palms of his hands and stares deep into my eyes. The love flowing between us sends my heart racing with an unexpected warmth, a feeling of completion, knowing I have everything I’ve ever wanted and so much more.

“I love you, Ellie.” My heart skips a beat, and tears threaten to spill from my eyes.

I chew on my bottom lip, fighting the smile threatening to break out, and when I scan over his face, vulnerability swims in his eyes while waiting for me to respond. Does he really doubt my feelings for him? Surely, he knows by now.

“I love you too, Rafael,” I whisper.

Then his lips touch mine, the softness of them a rarity, a tenderness shared only with me and our boys, and I relish it.

With each gentle swipe of his tongue, my body fills with a knowing feeling of possession we will forever be, Daddy and his little doll.


Epilogue


Rafael

Two weeks later . . .

Earlier today was Ellie’s doctor’s appointment, but I had a meeting I couldn’t get out of. Since the shit storm Rocco created, I’ve barely been home, and I fucking hate it.

I’m not sure when I became the domesticated family man, but it happened. That’s a lie. It was when she came into my life. The moment I set eyes on her with my son, I knew I wanted more of what she was offering.

Happiness.

I wanted it in the bucket loads, and now I have it and nothing in the world will risk damaging it again. After placing the car into park, I open the door, slam it behind me, and rush into the house. Of course it’s silent, it’s almost midnight.

My little doll will be waiting for me. She needs punishment for the photo she sent me earlier today, telling me she’s been given the all-clear and can be fucked to within an inch of her life, and fuck, do I intend to do it. I haven’t touched her in months. Even as she fed our son, I showed restraint, even refusing to jerk my cock, because all I want is her. My feet barely touch the ground as I rush the stairs and throw open the bedroom door like a crazed animal.

The soft night-light illuminates the room. “Are you naked?”

“Yes, Daddy.” The silky tone of her voice has my solid cock leaking.

She throws the sheets off without instruction, and I practically explode at the sight of her beauty. “Good little doll,” I hiss as I quickly undress.

“Open your legs, let Daddy see you play with your dripping little pussy.” She does as I ask, and I watch in awe as she circles her clit with her small fingers, then she strokes down to her hole. My hand wraps around my thick cock and I stroke it, and her eyes never leave mine.

“Slide your fingers inside. Are you nice and wet, Little Doll?”

She nods coyly, then pushes two fingers inside herself. “Pull yourself open, let Daddy see.” With both hands, she uses her fingers to separate herself for me, opening her pussy. I lean over and spit on her, watching in gratification as it drips into her hole.

“Tell Daddy who owns you.” My cock drips onto the mattress.

“I’m your little whore, Daddy. I’m Daddy’s little doll to use.”

“Yes, you fucking are,” I grit out as my control snaps. I push her legs wide, bending them at the knee, then I push them up to her ears while I slam inside her tightness with a heavy grunt. She winces, but I pay her no attention, too lost in my mind to fill her as I power into her and grab her arms, forcing them above her head. “Keep your legs where they are. I want to fuck you deep.” She nods.

Sweat beads on my forehead.

Slam.

“Oh god, Daddy. You feel so big.”

Slam.

“Fuck yes.”

I move faster. Harder.

“Ahhh.”

I stare down at her tits bouncing with each thrust. My mouth waters for her milk like a starved animal, and I drop her hands. “Give me some milk,” I demand, and open my mouth. She catches on quickly, moving to express her tit with her palm, causing the milk to spray over us and onto my tongue. It drips down my chin and flows over my chest, and when her warmth hits my cock, pure unadulterated bliss overcomes me.

The entire room is brimming with a heady canvas of erotic pleasure.

“I’m going to come, Daddy.”

“Fuck,” I grunt, as she spasms around my cock, causing spurts of cum to shoot deep inside her. I slip from her pussy and watch my cum trickle out of her in annoyance.

“Roll over and lick Daddy clean.” A satiated smile forms on her face as I position myself back on the bed. With one arm behind my head, I melt against the pillows as Ellie cleans my cock of her come, then she suckles on the tip.

“It’s okay, Little Doll, you can rest now.” I stroke over her silky strands and relax at the comfort of her touch.

As the soft sounds of her suckling turn into soft snores, I whisper, “Daddy might break you. But he’ll always be here to piece you back together.”


Rocco sneak peek


I’ve waited for this day for years. Today, I can finally reveal myself. Today, my little red will learn of who haunts her dreams, who owns every inch of her body. Whose cock she took so willingly without the knowledge of who I am, what I am and, more importantly, my age.

I swagger past the students in the corridor with cocky confidence, ignoring the admiring glances of the cheerleaders staring my way and the disapproving looks of the jocks that quickly turn their backs when I glare back at them. Instead, I head into class with eagerness vibrating through my veins like an addict who just had his next fix. Finding an empty desk, I throw my backpack to the floor, drop down into the chair, and widen my legs to accommodate me.

The moment she steps foot in class, I feel her, and the hairs on the back of my neck stand to attention. The air is stolen from my lungs as I slowly raise my head to face her. With my heart pounding and my mouth as dry as a desert, her beauty steals the ability for me to function. Although, my cock doesn’t have an issue, the fucker pokes me in the stomach, reminding me I’m alive after all.

My gaze roams over her, taking in every inch of her delectable body. The memory of her curves has my cock leaking and my fingers twitching to touch her, and when she opens her mouth to speak, the reminder of her mouth stretched to capacity, taking my cock flashes before my eyes. “Welcome everyone, my name is Ms. Davis.” And just like that, anger surges from deep inside me because the woman before me has his surname that’s not mine. “And I will be your English teacher this year.”

ROCCO’S STORY IS COMING SOON!


MORE?


Did you know I reworked a scene in Possession?

You can grab the original version of the scene here: REWORKED SCENE
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