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      There was nothing particularly remarkable about the woman bound to the chair before me, except for her flame red hair. I studied her with detached interest as she blinked and shook her head in an attempt to come back to full consciousness. I’d sent my men to pick her up. They’d drugged her and brought her here, to me.

      Me. Not my sadistic brother. But I’d made the mistake of informing Cristian that the young woman had been caught spying on our people, and he had insisted on being the one to interrogate her.

      I swallowed hard and tore my eyes away from the gleam of the wicked hunting knife he held at his side. I knew what it felt like to be carved up, tortured. The scars on my chest and face wouldn’t allow me to forget it.

      Sweat beaded on the back of my neck, but I kept my expression carefully blank. I couldn’t show any sign of weakness around my brother.

      The woman’s eyes finally focused on Cristian and the knife he held. I caught a flash of lovely sky blue as her pale lashes fluttered and then flew wide on a gasp. She twisted against the ropes that bound her arms behind the metal chair. I couldn’t help but note how her struggles made her small breasts strain against her blouse. Her little fearful whimper made something dark stir inside my chest.

      I took a breath and pushed down my more perverted instincts. This woman wasn’t mine to train. She was facing a horrific death at the hands of my brother. One that I would have to watch and pretend it didn’t bother me to see her ruby blood splatter all over the concrete basement floor.

      “You don’t want to do this,” she choked out, her voice high and thin. “Let me go.”

      An interesting response. She was certainly fearful, but her first instinct wasn’t to beg for her life. She was warning Cristian not to hurt her. Despite her situation, the woman—Samantha—was brave.

      My stomach churned. I was going to have to watch my brother break her of that bravery before he finally killed her.

      “No, Samantha,” he said, his tone chillingly calm. “You’re never leaving this place. Not alive, at least. If you answer my questions, I might be inclined to mercy. Otherwise…”

      He let the unspoken threat hang in the air. My brother knew just how to extract the most toxic fear from his victims.

      We have to do this, I reasoned. She’s nothing to me. Nothing but a threat that needs to be dealt with.

      I’d killed plenty of men—more than I could remember. But I hated watching Cristian tear people apart, especially women. I might have my own sadistic streak when it came to women, but I never truly harmed them.

      That made me less of a monster, didn’t it?

      Samantha gasped in several deep breaths, visibly mastering her fear. “My friends will find me,” she flung out, defiant.

      “If they do, they won’t find more than what’s left of your body.”

      I remained silent, allowing Cristian to terrorize her while I recorded the horrific events on my smart phone. I wanted no part of this, and although watching her death would make me sick, it was almost a relief that I didn’t have to question her like this myself. I could let my brother get his hands dirty.

      Samantha redoubled her efforts to twist out of the ropes that bound her. “You can’t hurt me,” she said desperately. “If you kill me, my friends will hunt you down.”

      Cristian grinned, baring his perfect white teeth. “I want them to know what I’ve done. Your death will be a warning. We’re going to send a little message to your friends.”

      He gestured toward me, and Samantha looked directly at me. First, her eyes caught on the phone that was recording her torture. Then her gaze lifted slightly, finding my face. Her eyes met mine for a split second before she saw the scar that twisted my face. She shuddered and tore her gaze away.

      Something ugly stirred in my gut. Cristian laughed, delighted at her reaction. “What, you don’t like my little brother?” he taunted. “Maybe I’ll give you to him to play with, after I’m finished with you. He has…very unique tastes.”

      I bit back the demand that he give her to me now. If he wanted me to get answers out of her, I could do that without mutilating her.

      But I didn’t make demands of my brother. I’d learned that lesson a long time ago.

      He touched her freckled cheek, and she cringed away. “I think Andrés will like you. Such pale skin. It will mark up nicely.”

      I hated that his words rang true. I’d so much rather see the marks of my whip leaving their angry red brand on her skin than see him cutting into her flesh.

      Cristian shook his head slightly, still smiling. “But I’m getting ahead of myself. He can have you when I’m done. I’m going to extract my answers first.”

      He touched the tip of the knife to her throat, and her breath stuttered. A foolish urge to surge forward and tear him away from her rushed through me, but I quickly mastered it. I might be bigger than my brother, but he was far more powerful in so many ways.

      All I could do was hope that Samantha gave him the answers he wanted before he hurt her too badly. I wasn’t sure if he was threatening to give her to me in order to scare her or if he was taunting us both. He knew I’d rather have her for myself than witness the gory scene he intended for her. He was teasing me, testing me. Tormenting me just as he was terrorizing her.

      Cristian stepped behind her so my camera could get a clearer view. He intended to send this footage to whoever she was working for as a warning.

      His fist tangled in her copper hair, and he tugged her head back sharply, further baring her throat to his knife. She stared up at him, her breaths turning shallow as she focused solely on the threat he posed.

      He scratched the knifepoint upward from her throat, grazing under her chin. Her skin turned pink beneath the blade, but he didn’t cut into her. Not yet.

      He pressed the flat of the blade against her full lips, and I tensed. It would be a shame to ruin such a pretty mouth. There were so many other ways I’d like to use it.

      She whimpered again, the sound going straight to my cock. I might not want Cristian to torture her, but seeing her bound and frightened called to my darker urges. I wished I were the one towering over her, feeling her silken hair wrapped around my fist as I commanded her full attention.

      Cristian decided to show a shred of mercy, and he lifted the knife from her lips. She gasped in a quick breath before the blade returned to her throat.

      “You were in my territory today, watching my people,” he drawled. “One of my men followed you home. Who are you working for?” The last held a harsh ring of command.

      “I’m FBI,” she whispered.

      Fuck. We’d abducted a fed? If she was telling the truth, we’d just made a grave mistake. It was one thing to protect our product from rivals. Provoking the feds was stupid and reckless.

      Cristian frowned. “A sniper made an attempt on my life a few days ago. The feds wouldn’t assassinate me. Who are you really working for?”

      He increased the pressure of the knife, and a drop of crimson beaded on her throat.

      “I really am FBI,” she said in a rush. “My name is Samantha Browning. I’m a tech analyst. Well, I was. I’m a field agent now. I’m not trying to kill you. We’re investigating you. You have to know you’re on our radar. Please, I swear I’m FBI.” She was babbling, fear making the truth spill from her lips.

      She might be a very accomplished liar, but I doubted it. I could practically feel the terror pulsing off her, could see the fine tremors that wracked her slender body.

      Cristian studied her for a moment, considering. “You’re a tech analyst?” he said slowly, mulling over the information. “That means you have access to all the evidence the feds have on me. If you’re telling the truth about who you are.”

      “I am,” she said quickly. “You can’t hurt me. If you do, my friends will come after you.”

      She was right. If we cut her up and dumped her body, there would be hell to pay. Sending the video I’d been recording was out of the question. I turned off my camera and slipped my phone into my pocket. I’d delete the footage later.

      “I think I’ll give you to my brother, after all,” Cristian mused. “He’ll make sure you’re telling the truth. I’d rather not mutilate you if you’re going to be useful to me. Andrés has more creative ways of breaking women. And I’ll keep our little video to ourselves. If you are who you say you are, I’d rather your friends at the FBI don’t know I have you.”

      I didn’t have time to draw a relieved breath before he touched the tip of the knife below her left eye. Another drop of blood beaded on her pale skin.

      “Maybe I’ll give you a scar to match my brother’s first,” he said. I knew he was taunting me now, but I couldn’t hold back a growl. If he truly did intend to give her to me, I wouldn’t allow him to carve her up.

      A sharp, amused grin lit Cristian’s features. “Apparently, he wants you mostly intact. Should I give him what he wants?”

      I growled again, a wordless warning. Now that she was mine, I couldn’t bear to watch him touching her, tormenting her. I’d barely been able to remain detached when he’d first threatened her with his knife. Now that he was dangling her in front of me like a toy he could take away, it was all I could do to keep myself from attacking him.

      But that would only make things worse for her and for me.

      “Not the face, then,” Cristian declared. “But I think I’ll let Andrés see what he’s getting to work with.”

      The knife left her cheek, and he hooked the blade beneath the top button of her shirt. I clenched my teeth and swallowed a snarl. He was going to bare her. And while I wanted to look at her, I hated watching him strip her for me.

      Tears finally spilled down her cheeks, but she stopped struggling. Her eyes clouded over, her lashes fluttering. She was barely breathing, and I knew she was on the verge of passing out.

      Cristian’s fingers tightened in her hair, denying her the release of unconsciousness. “Stay with us, Samantha,” he chided.

      Her eyes focused on him again, and more tears glistened on her cheeks.

      Cristian finally cut her. He grazed a crimson line across her collarbone, the cut shallow but painful as the metal grated against bone. Her scream ripped into me.

      I wanted her screams for myself. I wanted her tears.

      But not like this. Not with blood. And not with Cristian.

      He hooked the blade through the little strip of cotton that connected the cups of her innocent white bra, parting the fabric and exposing her.

      Her scream choked off on a sob. She was terrified, humiliated.

      “What do you think, hermanito?” he asked me. “Is she pretty enough for you? She’s not a great beauty, but her nipples stand out nicely against her pale skin.”

      My gaze locked on her dusky pink nipples. They were peaked from the coolness of the knife on her flesh. Just as Cristian said, they were pretty and perfect against her alabaster skin.

      She began to shake violently, the cold of the blade sinking deep into her bones as she started going into shock.

      “And her eyes are quite lovely,” Cristian continued in detached observation. “So much fear there. You like when they’re frightened, don’t you, Andrés?”

      My only answer was a low grunt. I didn’t want to admit it aloud. I didn’t want him to hear the eager rasp in my voice. He really was going to give her to me. He had hurt her, but I’d patch her up and take care of her. She probably wouldn’t see it that way, but she’d come around, once I trained her.

      Cristian’s knife finally left her skin to slice through the ropes that bound her wrists. She slumped forward, and I immediately closed the distance between us to catch her before she slid to the floor. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cristian’s smirk. He knew he’d just given me a gift, and he also knew he could take it away at any time.

      I did my best to school my features to a blank mask, so he couldn’t see how badly I wanted to get her away from him. No one should see her bare body but me from now on. He might not find her beautiful, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t touch her just to taunt me.

      I lifted her slight frame up and cradled her against my chest, holding her fragile body with care. For a moment, her sky-blue eyes caught mine. Then they rolled back in her head, and she went limp in my arms as her terror finally overwhelmed her.

      My gut clenched. She was as frightened of me as she was of Cristian’s knife.

      “You’re welcome,” Cristian drawled. “It’s been a while since you had a plaything, hasn’t it? If you’d just make use of our whores, you wouldn’t be so needy.”

      I ground my teeth together, saying nothing. Those women were kept drugged to make them compliant. It made me sick. I might have my own deviant perversions, but I’d never raped a woman. I wouldn’t.

      Cristian sighed, disappointed that I hadn’t risen to his bait. “Make sure she’s telling the truth about being a fed,” he ordered. “Then I’ll decide what to do with her. Until then, she’s yours.”

      Mine. I pulled her tighter against my chest. Cristian smirked again. I turned sharply and strode toward the elevator that would take me up to my penthouse, carrying my precious prize with me.
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      I laid her slim body down on my bed and placed the necessary items to tend her on the mattress beside her: damp cloth, surgical glue, sedative. The last was in case she turned out to be a more formidable opponent than I suspected. She claimed she was a trained FBI field agent. She might be small, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t be fierce. Once she woke up, I’d have the drugs nearby as a precaution. I wasn’t too concerned about her ability to overpower me, but I wasn’t stupid enough to underestimate her, either.

      For now, I needed to clean the bloody cut on her collarbone and glue the wound closed. As soon as I touched the antiseptic-soaked cloth to her torn skin, she hissed and bolted upright.

      I gripped her upper arms and pushed her back down. She squirmed and kicked out in blind panic, her fingers curling and clawing ineffectively.

      Not so formidable, after all.

      If Samantha was a field agent, she was either not very well trained or she’d never been in a high-stress scenario before. Her physical defensive reaction should be far more methodical, precise, and ingrained.

      I grasped her wrists to save my skin from her raking fingernails, pinning them against the mattress at either side of her hips. She whined and writhed, and blood oozed from the cut on her collarbone.

      “Calm down, cosita, or I’ll have to restrain you,” I warned.

      I grumbled my disapproval of her continued flailing. She was giving way to panic, and she was only preventing me from treating her injury.

      I lifted her arms above her head and quickly secured her wrists in place with the cuffs I kept attached to my bed. Her struggles only increased, and she twisted her body in an effort to kick out at me. She might not be very skilled, but she was still a fighter at heart. She was terrified, and her instinct was to try to escape. She could have just trembled and cried and surrendered to her fate, but she wouldn’t give in so easily.

      I’d enjoy the challenge she posed.

      I moved down the bed and caught her ankles, cuffing them to the bedposts. She was stretched out before me, and I finally allowed myself to really look at her for the first time. Despite her bonds, she hadn’t stopped struggling. I admired the way her small breasts bounced slightly as she twisted and turned. She was still exposed where Cristian had cut away her shirt and bra, but I hadn’t allowed myself to truly appreciate her lithe body in his presence. The darker part of me very much enjoyed seeing her bound beneath me, helpless and trapped.

      She wasn’t going anywhere.

      Her crystalline blue eyes finally focused on me, and they widened, like a frightened doe.

      I pressed my hand against her bare stomach, pinning her down against the mattress like a delicate butterfly. I simply watched and waited for her to exhaust herself. She wasn’t giving up easily, but eventually, she’d surrender to her predicament. Then, I’d be able to close her wound and begin to learn her body.

      Finally, she stilled beneath me, but her limbs still quivered, practically vibrating with the desire to escape.

      “Are you done?” I asked calmly.

      “Fuck you,” she flung at me.

      I couldn’t allow that kind of language. It seemed her training would have to begin a little sooner than I’d intended. She needed to understand her place with me.

      Keeping her pinned in place with one hand, I brought the other down on her breasts, slapping the outer swells just hard enough to leave a fierce sting. Her shrill cry made my cock stiffen. But it was too soon for that. No matter how alluring I found her, I wouldn’t take her before she was ready to accept me without fear.

      That didn’t mean I wouldn’t handle her body as I wished. I didn’t stop slapping her breasts until her eyes began to shine with tears.

      “I won’t tolerate insults,” I informed her. I wasn’t angry. This was discipline. She simply had to learn how to behave properly. “You will speak to me with respect. Do you understand?”

      “No,” she moaned, but the word was more horrified than venomous.

      “You will understand soon,” I promised her, deciding she didn’t require further punitive correction. “You’re frightened, but you will learn. For now, I’m warning you not to curse at me again. Tell me you’ll obey.”

      Her tears spilled over, glistening on her lovely skin before falling into her flame-red hair.

      She didn’t answer immediately, so I fixed her with my most forbidding stare. “Tell me.”

      That little whimper that had already tempted me slipped through her lips, and she managed a shaky nod. Her capitulation sent dark satisfaction coursing through me. I softened toward her, pleased with her surrender.

      “In the future, I will expect a verbal answer,” I told her. “You belong to me now, Samantha. Defiance will lead to punishment. Obedience will be rewarded. You choose whichever you want. I might seem like a harsh Master, but I’m fair. Your behavior has consequences, either painful or pleasurable for you.”

      “Please,” she choked out. “I can’t… I don’t… Don’t…” Her breaths turned sharp and shallow as her panic began to take hold of her again. She wasn’t drawing in enough air, and I didn’t want her to faint again.

      I cupped her face with both hands, bracketing her cheeks. “Breathe,” I ordered, lightly stroking her smooth skin, both to soothe her and to satisfy my own curiosity. She was even softer than she appeared, delicate. I could break her with my bear hands.

      But that would be a waste. I had so many more deviant ways I wanted to touch her.

      She still wasn’t calming, so I allowed myself to explore further, threading my fingers through her silken hair and lightly massaging her scalp.

      “Breathe with me,” I ordered gently. I drew in a slow, deep breath, and she mirrored me. “Again.” She continued to comply, and after a while, her breathing returned to a more natural rhythm. She went limp against the mattress, all the fight finally leaving her. Her eyes glazed over slightly as exhaustion claimed her.

      I wanted to keep touching, exploring. But I was mindful of her injury. I needed to take care of her immediate needs before I could satisfy my own desires.

      “Better,” I nodded my approval and returned my attention to my task. I picked up the cloth I’d been using to clean the cut before she’d roused. “You’re still bleeding. I’m going to clean you up. This will sting a little. Stay still.”

      I kept one hand against her cheek, hooking my thumb beneath her jaw to lock her in place. Dried blood was smeared on her porcelain cheek where Cristian’s knife had pierced her skin when he threatened to give her a scar to match my own.

      I smothered my fury and shoved the memory down. Samantha was mine now, and I wouldn’t allow him to harm her again.

      I touched the cloth to the tiny cut, and she hissed in pain. But she didn’t move away.

      “Good girl,” I praised, pleased that she wasn’t fighting me anymore. It seemed she would respond to a firm but fair hand. That would make things easier for her in the coming days.

      I moved my attention to the cut on her collarbone. This one was more painful for her, and she made little keening noises through clenched teeth as I worked. I shushed her, the soft sound meant to comfort rather than rebuke.

      When I was satisfied that the cut wouldn’t become infected, I drew back and considered her for a long moment. Her lovely eyes were still wide and frightened, but pain lingered in the fine lines around them. She shuddered, her terror still riding her hard.

      I frowned and smoothed away the crease in her brow with my fingertips.

      “You’re hurting,” I observed. “You didn’t do anything to deserve this.”

      I wouldn’t put her through any more of the pain that Cristian had inflicted. I reached for the sedative. She cringed away from the syringe.

      “My brother gave me this in case I needed to subdue you, but it will take away your pain. I told you, I’m a fair Master. I won’t hurt you if you don’t earn a punishment.”

      “I don’t want it,” she said on a tight whisper.

      “I decide what’s best for you from now on.”

      “Please,” she begged, her body tensing again.

      Unconcerned with her pleas, I carefully slid the needle into her arm. “Hush now, cosita. You’ll feel better when you wake up.”

      She made a slurred sound of soft defiance, but her tension eased. I stroked her hair back from her forehead, soothing her as she slipped into unconsciousness.

      When I was certain that she wouldn’t feel any pain, I closed the wound before freeing her from the cuffs. Then, I removed her ruined shirt and bra. I worked methodically as I stripped her, careful not to touch her sexually. I had no desire to explore her body when she was drugged. I wanted her fully aware when I began demonstrating my claim over her, my control.

      I tucked her beneath the sheets. I should return to my work. She wasn’t going anywhere and couldn’t try to escape while drugged.

      But I decided I’d rather stay near her, just in case. I got ready for bed and stripped off my own clothes, deciding to wear sweatpants at the last minute rather than sleeping naked beside her. I didn’t want to frighten her too badly when she awoke. I didn’t want her to think I’d violated her in the night when she couldn’t resist me.

      The very thought made me sick.

      I told myself I wouldn’t touch her again until she was conscious, but my body shaped itself around hers in the night.
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      I didn’t move away from her when I awoke the next morning. Instead, I studied the way the light streaming from the floor-to-ceiling windows played through her hair, the way it illuminated her ivory skin, making her dusting of freckles stand out. She was cute when she was like this: soft and sleepy in my arms.

      Although, I found myself wanting to see her wide blue eyes again. They were remarkable, shining from within like aquamarine gemstones.

      She stirred beside me and snuggled closer. A strange sensation tugged at my scar, and I realized I was smiling. It felt odd, unfamiliar.

      Her brow furrowed, her eyes remaining closed for a few seconds longer as she came back to awareness.

      Then her eyes snapped open, and she jerked upright. I allowed my arm to fall away from her chest, although I could have easily kept her pinned beside me. I was curious to see what she would do next. She’d proven feisty thus far, brave and defiant. But reasonable and compliant when she realized she couldn’t fight me.

      Would that same fire persist this morning? Or would she tremble and cry?

      I wasn’t sure which outcome I’d prefer. I found her especially alluring with pretty tears glistening on her cheeks.

      She gasped and scrambled away from me, tumbling off the bed to fall on her ass. I smothered a laugh as she pushed up onto her feet and began to back away. Her eyes were wide and wary when they locked on mine.

      Beautiful.

      Her chest rose and fell rapidly, and her nipples pebbled. I wasn’t sure if it was in response to cool air or the weight of my gaze on her. She clapped her hands over her breasts and pussy, trying to hide herself from me.

      She really was cute.

      Her eyes began to shine, tears pooling at the corners. Something dark stirred inside my chest; a deep, perverse satisfaction.

      “I thought you were my blanket,” she blurted out.

      My smile widened, stretching my scar strangely. I certainly hadn’t expected her to say anything like that. I propped up on one elbow and studied her more intently, fascinated. No woman had ever reacted like this when realizing she was trapped with a monster.

      “Excuse me?”

      She took a hasty step back, clutching her hands tighter against herself. “I have a weighted blanket. At home. It helps with anxiety. Your arm was heavy. I thought it was my blanket. That’s why I… Stop looking at me!” she shouted.

      I smothered the laughter that threatened to bubble up. “I like looking at what’s mine,” I told her truthfully.

      “I’m not yours,” she defied me, although her tone was high and thin rather than acidic.

      I couldn’t allow that kind of defiance of my claim over her. I finally got out of bed and prowled toward her.

      Her remarkable eyes flicked down my body. I wished her eyes were widening in response to my physique, but I knew she was only seeing the raised scars that marred my chest and abdomen.

      But I was too intrigued by her to get caught up in my dark memories.

      She shrank back, trembling.

      “My brother was right,” I said. “Your eyes are lovely when you’re frightened. Wide and blue. Like a pretty doll.” I took another step toward her. “Am I so terrifying, sirenita?” The Colombian endearment slipped off my tongue without a thought.

      She dodged away, but there was nowhere for her to go. Her back hit the window, and she glanced behind her at the Chicago skyline. She yelped and tried to push away from the dizzying view, but I closed the distance between us. She smacked into my chest, and I didn’t give her the opportunity to evade me.

      Her fighting spirit returned. I saw it in the flash of her eyes just before she attacked. Her fist swung wildly, and I didn’t bother to evade it. She lightly connected with my jaw, but I barely felt the impact. Then she brought her knee up. I wasn’t willing to allow that particular blow to land. I shifted so my thigh blocked her before she could knee me in the balls.

      I frowned down at her in disapproval. I couldn’t let that slide. I might find her efforts to fight me intriguing, but she needed to learn that I wouldn’t permit her to truly harm me.

      I handled her carefully but firmly as I gripped her waist and turned her away from me. I dropped to my knees, taking her down with me and positioning her over my thighs so her pert little ass was raised for my discipline.

      She continued to struggle, trying to push up onto her hands and knees. I caught her wrists and secured them at the small of her back with one hand. Without her hands to support her, she folded over my lap, her cheek coming to rest on the plush carpet.

      She made a fierce little sound, like an angry kitten. I allowed myself a moment to savor it before bringing my hand down on her ass, administering her first spanking. She shrieked and writhed, kicking out as she tried to avoid the sting of my palm.

      But she wasn’t going anywhere. She would feel the heat of my discipline and learn her lesson. “Don’t ever try that again,” I admonished. “You will not fight me.” I struck her upper thigh, and she howled out her rage. “You belong to me. You will accept your place.”

      “Stop fucking saying that!” she shouted.

      I increased the intensity of my next blow, ensuring she felt the sting of my rebuke. “I get to say what I want. I get to do what I want. You will learn to mind your tongue. You will learn to behave. You’re mine, cosita. Mine to play with. Mine to punish. Mine.”

      A strange kind of fever overtook me as I spoke the words, and my cock began to stiffen against her belly.

      “No,” she tried to refuse, but the word came out on a low moan. I became aware of the musky scent of feminine arousal.

      Perfect. Samantha responded to a little carnal pain. She might not realize it, but she liked being dominated. It wasn’t an uncommon reaction, but I was pleased by it.

      Finally, she stilled her struggles, and a harsh sob left her chest. I immediately stopped spanking her and smoothed my palm over her burning flesh. It was meant to soothe her, but I enjoyed the heat emanating from her reddened ass. I did love seeing the glow of my discipline on her pale skin. It was every bit as lovely as I’d imagined.

      “There,” I praised. “Isn’t that better? Don’t try to hurt me again, Samantha.”

      I continued stroking her, and she let out a throaty groan. I was sure she didn’t realize what she was doing, but her thighs parted slightly, inviting me to touch her needy pussy. Taking advantage of the silent invitation, I touched two fingers against her soaked lower lips, exploring the silky wetness that coated them.

      “You’re wet,” I confirmed. “We are going to get along, sirenita.”

      “Don’t,” she squeaked, twisting against me as she renewed her struggles.

      Her movements stimulated my hard cock, tormenting me. I hissed out a breath and tightened my grip on her. “Stop grinding against me,” I ordered. She was rubbing herself on me, seeking more stimulation even as she begged me to stop. “You want me touch your little clit, greedy girl?” I asked roughly, barely able to contain my desire.

      She stiffened, her entire body going rigid. Despite her instinctive lustful reaction to my discipline, I’d spooked her. Her skin pebbled, and she began to shake violently.

      This wasn’t the response I’d wanted at all. My desire cooled, and I turned her body so I could cradle her against my chest. I stroked her chilled skin, murmuring to her in Spanish. She might not understand the words, but I slipped into my native tongue without thinking about it.

      She drew in a shuddering breath, and her shaking lessened to a light tremble.

      “You’re okay,” I assured her in English. “Don’t be afraid.”

      She blinked, the terror clearing from her eyes to be replaced with hollow defeat. Her tears no longer pleased me. Not like this.

      “Let me go,” she whispered brokenly.

      “That’s not going to happen.” I spoke to her calmly, trying to soften the fear I knew my words would inflict.

      “Stop touching me,” she begged.

      That wasn’t what she needed. And it wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted to hold her, to soothe her. “I will touch you whenever and however I want.” I studied her frightened eyes for a moment longer. Then I sighed, and I finally released her. “We will work on this later,” I promised.

      She shoved up onto her feet and took several steps back from me, watching me like a wary, cornered animal. Her gaze flicked toward the closed bedroom door.

      “No,” I told her sternly. “Don’t try it, or I’ll spank you again. Go wash away those tears.” I gestured in the direction of the bathroom. She needed a little space from me, and I’d allow it. For now.

      She darted into the bathroom and slammed the door, locking it behind her as though that could keep me out if I wanted to get to her.

      I heard water running for a few minutes. Then silence. The lock finally slid back, but she didn’t emerge. I allowed her some time to collect herself, but she stayed too long. She was testing me, and I couldn’t allow that.

      “Samantha?” I prompted. “Come out of there.”

      A little sniffling noise sounded through the door. She was crying, trying to hide from me.

      “Come out here. Now, cosita.” I imbued the last with warning. She needed to understand that I wouldn’t hesitate to come in and retrieve her. Nothing she did could keep me from getting to her, from holding her and touching her if I wanted to.

      She didn’t respond in any way. I sighed, resigning myself to go in if she didn’t come out in the next ten seconds. “You will regret this. You must learn to obey me, even if you’re scared or upset. I’m giving you one last chance. Come.”

      She didn’t respond. She didn’t obey.

      I opened the door, expecting to find her huddled and weeping. Instead, she launched herself at me with a maddened shriek. Something sharp and silver glinted in her hand, and I dodged back just in time to prevent the razorblade from nicking my throat. Her aim had been off, and she wouldn’t have done any real damage. As it was, the blade grazed a thin, shallow line down my chest.

      She paused, her eyes fixing on the blood that welled up from the tiny cut. She froze in shock. Maybe she had intended to cut my throat, but it seemed she didn’t have it in her. She might have just been sloppy, but her reaction to drawing my blood let me know she’d never truly hurt anyone before.

      In her moment of hesitation, I grabbed her wrist. I barely had to squeeze before the razorblade dropped from her fingers to fall harmlessly on the carpet.

      She might have expected my ire at her half-hearted attempt on my life, but all I felt was mild disappointment that she’d done something so foolish. If anything, her bravery and resultant shock at harming me intrigued me more than ever. She didn’t strike me as a liar, but she couldn’t possibly be an FBI field agent if she couldn’t stomach hurting a man.

      Keeping my hold on her wrist, I took a step toward her. She stepped back.

      “I cut you,” she blurted, her eyes clouding with confusion.

      “You did,” I responded calmly. She’d have to be punished for her little transgression, no matter how remorseful she appeared. “Are you really so eager for another spanking already? Did you enjoy it so much? I’ll have to devise more clever punishments for you.” Another strange smile tugged at my scar. “We are going to get along well.”

      “Stop saying that,” she demanded, her voice hitching. “I don’t want you to spank me. I don’t want you to touch me.”

      She might think those things, but they were outright lies.

      I stepped forward, closing the distance between us. Her back hit the wall, and I captured both of her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head. Her little body was trapped by mine, caged in by my much larger frame. I liked how small she felt in my hold, how helpless. I liked how she stared up at me with wide eyes as she drew in panting breaths.

      “Liar,” I informed her smoothly. “I won’t tolerate that, either. You enjoyed your spanking.” I wedged my thigh between hers, forcing her legs apart. I reached between us with my free hand and lightly slapped her pussy.

      She let out a strangled cry. Her eyes remained wide with disbelief, but on the second slap, they clouded over with confusion. Her lower lips would be burning and tingling. If her reaction was anything like it had been when I’d spanked her before, she’d become aroused by the punitive touch.

      I stared down at her, watching her reactions closely. I scented her wetness again.

      She bucked in my hold, her body torn between a desire for escape and a yearning to seek more of the burning heat of my hand. Her writhing into me caused my palm to rub against her clit, and I pressed forward, allowing her to stimulate herself.

      She gasped and shivered. Her eyes darkened with lust, but her brow furrowed with distress.

      “What are you so afraid of, cosita? The pain or the pleasure?”

      “What?” she asked faintly. She stopped grinding against me, but I kept my palm pressed firmly against her pussy in a demonstration of ownership.

      “Do you really not understand?” I asked. Surely, she knew the pleasure of a man’s touch, even if she didn’t know why her body was reacting this way to punishment.

      She pressed her lips together, and her cheeks turned scarlet.

      A low, hungry growl rumbled from my chest. If she truly didn’t understand, she was more innocent than I would have suspected for such a lovely woman. That innocence got me hard. I wanted to brand her with my touch, to claim her for myself and no one else.

      “How innocent are you, Samantha?”

      “I… I don’t like when you touch me there,” she whispered.

      My desire spiked. “There? You mean, your wet little pussy?” I rotated my palm against her clit, and she cried out. Her wetness coated my hand, making satisfaction course through me.

      “Stop,” she moaned. “I don’t like this.”

      “Liar,” I accused again, slapping her labia in rebuke. She tried to close her thighs, but she couldn’t resist my superior strength.

      “I don’t want you to touch me,” she pleaded.

      Her eyes tightened with fear, and her pulse jumped at her throat. She gasped in a sharp breath, her panic claiming her again.

      I removed my touch from her immediately, my hand coming up to cup her cheek instead. “Look at me,” I commanded.

      She blinked and focused on me again.

      “You will learn to accept my touch.” To prove my point, I rubbed my thumb along her pouty lower lip. She shivered, and her nipples pebbled against my chest. “You will learn to crave it.”

      “Please, let me go. You have to let me go.” Some of her defiant strength returned. “You can’t…hurt me. My friends will find me. Do you really think the FBI won’t do whatever it takes to get one of their own back?”

      “My brother isn’t so sure of that,” I said, studying her intently. “It’s my job to ensure your honesty. He wants the truth from you, and I will have the truth.”

      “I’m telling you the truth,” she said desperately, her eyes clear and beseeching.

      “Yes,” I said after a moment. “I think you are.” Despite her awkward attempts to fight me, she seemed sincere. She’d said she used to be a tech analyst before recently transferring to field agent. She must be very green to be such an inexperienced fighter in a high-pressure situation.

      “Then you’ll let me go?” she asked, hopeful.

      “No.” I scowled at the very idea of releasing her. “That’s my brother’s decision to make. Until he does, I’m keeping you.”

      She glowered up at me, righteous rage surfacing. She was a fierce little thing, no matter how innocent she was. “Dex is going to find me,” she warned. “And if you hurt me before he gets here, he will tear you apart with his bare hands.”

      Something ugly stirred in my gut at the sound of another man’s name on her lips.

      “No one will find you,” I swore. “You belong to me now.”

      “You’re insane,” she flung back at me. “I don’t belong to you.”

      I rubbed my fingers over her lips, forcing her to taste the wet desire that lingered on them. “Your pussy says otherwise,” I reminded her. “You nearly came all over my hand, just from a spanking. Your body knows its Master. Your mind will follow.”

      She snapped at my fingers, but I pulled away before she could bite. She really was adorable, but I couldn’t allow such behavior. I settled my hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure so she was aware of my control. Her eyes went wide, and she stilled, softening on instinct as she realized she was powerless against me.

      “Good girl,” I approved. “Don’t try to bite me again, or I’ll find a better use for your pretty mouth.”

      Her lips parted in shock, and she trembled as her fear rose again.

      I released her throat so I could stroke my fingertips down the column of her slender neck. “Breathe. You spook very easily, cosita. But you will learn to crave me. All of me. My hand, my mouth, my cock. You will accept me.”

      “I won’t.”

      I opened my mouth to correct her, but I was interrupted by a sharp knock on my bedroom door. I scowled. My people should know better than to interrupt me in my penthouse.

      Then the man called out in Spanish, letting me know Cristian wanted to see me.

      That was the only reason anyone would dare disturb me. I didn’t keep my phone on me when I was in the privacy of my own suite, because this was my time for myself. But if my brother wanted to meet with me, nothing would stop him from invading my privacy.

      I barked back that I would be there shortly before returning my attention to Samantha. “I have business to attend to,” I informed her. “We will work on this later.” I stared down at her, considering what to do with her. “I need to get dressed. Can I trust you not to try to attack me again once my back is turned?”

      She frowned at me and lifted her chin in defiance.

      I frowned back at her. I didn’t like her challenging posture.

      Then she shivered and softened, and my frown melted into a pleased smile. Despite my displeasure with her attitude, I found her fascinating. I tucked a stray lock of copper hair behind her ear. “So frightened, but so defiant,” I observed. “I’m going to have to restrain you, aren’t I?” Dark desire stirred within me at the prospect. I remembered her writhing in my cuffs, and my cock began to stiffen again.

      She jerked against my hold, but my fingers remained firm around her wrists. “No,” she defied me.

      “So, you won’t try to attack me as soon as I release you?”

      She continued to struggle, and a cute little growl slipped between her bared teeth. I laughed, the sound feeling strange in my throat.

      “Such an angry gatita. Maybe I should keep you in a cage. Would that tame you?”

      “I don’t need to be tamed,” she shot back. “I told you the truth. I’m a federal agent. You said you believe me. If you do, then you know you can’t risk hurting me. My friends at the Bureau won’t stop looking for me, and if you’ve…if you’ve hurt me when they find me, they won’t show you any mercy. You have to let me go.”

      Some of my anger returned, but it wasn’t directed at her. My lips twisted in distaste around my next words. “That’s up to my brother to decide.” I hated that the decision rested with him. I’d do anything within my power to keep Samantha. “Until he does, you’re mine.”

      “You keep saying that,” she hissed. “You’re fucking crazy, you know that, right? You’re—”

      I pressed my palm firmly against her lips, my frown deepening to something more forbidding. “You will learn to mind your language when you’re speaking to me. I need to get dressed, and you need to be quiet and behave while I’m gone. How comfortable you are while I’m out attending to my business is up to you. I can gag you and cage you, or I can leave you free to move around the suite. Make your choice.”

      Her eyes finally left mine to search the room, as though she didn’t quite believe me. She needed to see it for herself, so she could understand. I knew the moment she saw the iron bars beneath my bed when she sucked in a sharp breath. Her eyes widened with fear as she processed the fact that it truly was a cage, and I wouldn’t hesitate to keep her in there if she continued to defy me.

      “Choose,” I demanded, my voice roughening with arousal at the thought of her caged beneath my bed, waiting for me to return and resume her training. “Are you going to be a good girl for me, or am I going to have to cage you beneath my bed like a naughty gatita?”

      My cock pressed into her belly, and she tried to shake her head as best she could with my hand pressed against her mouth.

      I studied her for a moment longer. As much as I liked the idea, I wouldn’t cage her if she agreed to behave. I had to be consistent, so she knew her behavior had consequences.

      Finally, I nodded and stepped back, freeing her body from mine. I kept hold of her wrists and began tugging her toward the bed.

      “Please,” she gasped. “I don’t want to go in there.”

      “I’m not going to put you in the cage,” I reassured her. “You’ve already been punished for your transgressions. I told you: I might seem harsh, but I’m fair.”

      “So you’re not going to lock me up?”

      I glanced back at her, smirking. “I didn’t say that.”

      I directed her to sit on the bed and pressed her hands into her lap. “Put your hands on your knees, and keep them there. If you try to fight me again, I think you understand what the consequence will be.”

      I finally released her, and she slowly directed her trembling hands to her knees, pressing her palms against them and locking her fingers around her kneecaps. I curled two fingers beneath her chin, applying light pressure. She had no choice but to lift her head and straighten her spine.

      “Shoulders back,” I ordered.

      She complied, thrusting her small breasts out so I could admire them.

      “Qué bonita,” I murmured, studying her creamy skin and slim frame. She was so fragile, like a porcelain doll.

      I released her chin, and she started to slump again. I clicked my tongue at her and lightly gripped her jaw, redirecting her to the proper position. “Stay.”

      She shivered in response to my firm tone, and she remained in place when I released her.

      Perfect.

      I stepped away, but I didn’t take my eyes off her. I didn’t trust her enough for that yet. She remained locked in place, staring at me as I crossed to the chest of drawers where I kept all my favorite kinky toys. I retrieved the items I needed: a length of chain, three small silver padlocks, and a thin black leather collar. I held them in open hands so she could see them clearly.

      “I don’t want that,” she said breathlessly.

      I paused, considering her. “Does this scare you? It won’t hurt.” I didn’t want to leave her alone and frightened all day. I simply wanted her to feel my control while I was gone. And I needed to keep her restrained so she wouldn’t try to attack me again.

      “I know it won’t,” she said quickly, words spilling from her pretty lips. “But I don’t want it. Not from you.”

      I closed the distance between us. She remained in place, but she stiffened.

      “Not from me? Someone else has collared you before? Maybe you’re not so innocent.” My stomach sank at the prospect. I much preferred to think of Samantha as untouched by anyone but me.

      “No. He hasn’t. I just wanted… I don’t want this from you.”

      My ire spiked. She didn’t want this from me?

      So, she did know what the collar was, what it meant. And she’d wanted it from someone else.

      “You lost the right to make demands when you tried to kill me,” I told her coldly. “I can’t trust you not to attack as soon as my back is turned. So, I’m going to chain you to my bed, where you’ll wait for me like a good girl while I attend to my business.”

      “I don’t want this,” she pleaded.

      “And I don’t want to punish you more severely than I already have. Not so soon.” She wasn’t ready for my harsher methods of training yet. “This is for your own good, Samantha.”

      I finally wrapped the collar around her throat, securing it at her nape with one of the padlocks. I then locked the chain through the ring at the front of the collar before securing the other end of the chain through an eyebolt embedded in the bedpost.

      A single tear slid down her cheek, shining in the morning light. I gently wiped it away with my thumb. “It’s not so bad, cosita.” I traced the line of the collar. “It’s very pretty on you.”

      She closed her eyes, as though she couldn’t bear to look at me. I sighed, deciding it was time to leave her. She needed time to process her new situation, and I had to go.

      I pulled away, but I couldn’t leave her when she was trying to shut me out.

      “Look at me,” I commanded softly.

      Her wet lashes fluttered open.

      “This is what’s best for you,” It told her. “While you’re with me, you’re my responsibility. I will take care of you, even if that means protecting you from yourself.”

      “You’re not protecting me,” she hissed, her ire rising once again. “You’ve violated me. You’ve stripped me. You’ve spanked me.”

      I pressed my lips together, not caring for the picture she painted of me. “And if you knew what my brother had planned for you instead, you’d be worshipping at my feet right now and begging to be mine. But we’ll get to that later. For now, know that I’m the merciful alternative.”

      “Rape isn’t merciful.”

      Fury rose within me, and I struggled to swallow it down. “I haven’t raped you. I won’t rape you. You won’t be rewarded with my cock until you beg me to fuck you.”

      “That will never happen,” she said, her tone harsh with spite.

      My rage melted, and I considered her for a moment. “Your pretty little pussy has already wept for me. Your body craves to be touched. To be marked and owned. I think you are innocent, Samantha. You don’t know what I’m capable of. What I can make you feel. Has any man ever made you come?”

      Her cheeks flushed crimson, and her gaze dropped to the carpet. I knew the truth.

      “I see. Your first real orgasm will belong to me.”

      A light tremor raced across her skin, and it took all my careful control to stop myself from touching her again.

      “Later,” I murmured, speaking to myself more than to her. I allowed my fingers to trail through her hair, the only contact I could allow myself. If I explored her further, I’d never leave.

      She cringed away, helping me find the resolve to withdraw from her. She didn’t look up at me again, so I stepped away and went about getting ready for my day. Leaving her chained to the bed, I went into the bathroom to take a quick shower. My cock was rock hard when I stripped off my sweatpants, but I didn’t have time to see to my needs. My brother was waiting, and I wouldn’t risk drawing his attention to Samantha by being tardy.

      I was still hard when I slung a towel around my hips and returned to the bedroom. She blinked, and her gaze focused on me. Her eyes dropped from my face, trailing down my chest and abs before coming to rest on the bulge of my erection against the towel.

      “You can look at me,” I invited. “There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

      She giggled, a shrill, maddened sound. “Right. Nothing to be afraid of. Only the huge, scarred, scary man who’s chained me to his bed.”

      My gut clenched, all my pleasure turning sour. When I’d been toying with her lovely body, I’d almost forgotten about my disfigurement.

      “Do my scars bother you so much?” I asked roughly. “Am I so terrifying to look at?”

      She pressed her lips together and shuddered, refusing to look at me any longer. I growled my frustration as my lust finally cooled. I moved with swift, jerky movements as I dried off and pulled on my suit. She didn’t so much as glance in my direction.

      I didn’t look at her, either. It made something ache in my chest to see her disgust. But when I reached the bedroom door, I couldn’t help turning back for one last look.

      She sat exactly as I’d left her: back straight, chin up, breasts thrust out on display.

      My lips tilted with renewed pleasure. “Good girl.”

      I had one sweet moment to register her shocked expression before I closed the door behind me. Another chuckle rumbled from my chest, the sound strange from disuse.

      I quickened my pace to leave my penthouse. The sooner I finished with my meeting, the sooner I could return to her. No matter what Cristian said, I was going to keep her. Samantha was mine.
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      I retrieved my phone from the desk drawer where I kept it locked and powered down while I was in the private sanctuary of my penthouse. This was my space to relax and keep my own schedule. I used my laptop to do my work or to play a game of chess online, but otherwise, I mostly disconnected while I was in my haven. It also meant that I couldn’t be distracted when I was focusing on my sweet new captive. She had my full attention; something that would be required to bend her to my will.

      Even though my brother had summoned me to leave her side, chaining her to my bed would keep her focused on my control in my absence. She’d quickly come to learn that she was completely powerless to resist me or defy me in any way.

      As I entered the elevator to exit my penthouse, I called Lauren and requested that she take care of Samantha in my absence. Unlike the woman locked in my bedroom, I wouldn’t order Lauren around. She’d suffered enough powerlessness from the sick drugs my brother used against the women who served in the brothel on the third floor of my building. I hated the way the Bliss left them broken and empty inside, but that wasn’t something I could force my brother to change.

      He’d made it clear that I couldn’t defy him when he punished me three years ago. Any thoughts of resistance had died in that basement.

      I also put in a call to Ben, the young man who was tasked with keeping my home clean. This time, I did issue stern orders. He was not allowed to so much as glance at Samantha. He needed to go about his duties, but I wouldn’t tolerate another man coveting what was mine.

      His fear of my infamous, ruthless retribution would guarantee he obeyed.

      I made my way down to the third floor, where my brother had commanded me to meet him. I knew he chose the brothel to bait me.

      At least Lauren wouldn’t be there for him to touch and torment while I watched. The sweet woman—little more than a girl, really—had earned my affection and my pity. She didn’t flinch at the sight of my scars; she was devoted to me, despite what she suffered in my home. I treated her with a kind but firm hand. My commanding demeanor calmed and comforted her. She wasn’t afraid of me like the other girls. It was why I’d trust her to take care of Samantha.

      I’d never touched the beautiful, willowy blonde with the haunted green eyes. The very idea of using her sexually made my stomach twist. But I was still determined to care for her and see to her wellbeing as best I could.

      By the time the elevator stopped on the third floor, I’d concluded my threatening phone call to Ben. I took a breath in the final moment of privacy, unwilling to betray even the smallest show of weakness in front to Cristian. Still, I needed to brace myself for whatever he had in store for me. Especially now that Samantha’s fate hung in the balance. I believed she was a field agent—although a very inexperienced one. She’d never been tested in the field, and it was already obvious that she didn’t have it in her to lie or truly harm another human being.

      Not even one as terrifying as me. Her instincts for self-preservation weren’t strong enough to quash her submissive nature, no matter how fierce she tried to appear.

      The way she’d softened under my harsh hands and grown wet when I punished her let me know she was a perfect match for my more perverse needs. Even if she wanted to deny it, she would accept me eventually.

      She didn’t have a choice.

      Now, I had to convince my brother to let me keep her.
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      I returned to my penthouse as quickly as I could. My meeting with Cristian had gone surprisingly well, but he’d still insisted on coming to speak to Samantha in person. He would arrive at my suite only minutes after me.

      I wanted to check in on Samantha and ensure she was covered before my brother came barging into my private haven. I didn’t want him breathing the same air as her, especially when I’d barely begun to tame her. Her fiery spirit might get her into trouble. I’d do what I could before Cristian arrived to encourage her good behavior.

      A harsh male voice greeted me when the elevator doors slid open.

      “Do you know what he’d do to me if I helped you? I have a future to think about. I’m not about to fuck it up by pissing off the boss. Especially not for some whore.”

      Rage ignited in my gut, and my steps quickened, carrying me toward my bedroom. Ben had defied my orders. He was talking to her. He was looking at her. Looking at what was mine.

      “I can help you,” Samantha said quickly. “If he’s threatened you, my friends can—”

      He barked out a laugh. “You think I’m being threatened into staying here? I’m paying my dues, you stupid bitch. Don’t fucking talk to me ever again. And don’t you dare tell him I spoke to you, or I’ll—”

      “You’ll what?” I demanded, the deadly calm of my voice belying the fury simmering within me. I paused at the threshold to the bedroom. If I continued advancing on him, I’d rip the boy apart with my bare hands. Samantha didn’t need to see that kind of gory violence. She’d proven how innocent she was—in so many ways—and I didn’t want to mar that with a show of brutality.

      “She was asking for help,” Ben said quickly, his voice hitching. “I was just saying—”

      I took a single step toward him, maintaining my icy mask. “You were threatening her. You were looking at her.” It took effort to keep the growl locked in my chest. “I told you not to look at her. You’re lucky she’s covered. Do you know what I do to men who look at what’s mine?”

      The boy shook his head and tried to retreat. He made the mistake of moving closer to Samantha.

      I was on him in a heartbeat, grabbing his upper arm and jerking him away from her. I stared down at him, and satisfaction threaded through my ire when he trembled in my grip. The monster inside me wanted more of his fear. He deserved to be punished for defying me. For daring to look at my pretty captive.

      But I was mindful of her wide, pale blue eyes on me. I couldn’t spill his blood in front of her.

      I might savor her fear, her tears, but I didn’t want her to shed them for him.

      “Look at her again, and you’ll lose an eye,” I warned on little more than a whisper. “Threaten her again, and it’ll be the last thing you ever do. You’re relieved of your duties. Never come into my quarters again.”

      He nodded, but he couldn’t seem to manage to speak. I finally released him, shoving him away from Samantha. Just knowing his eyes had been on her was like a taint on her lovely porcelain skin. I wanted to brush it away with my fingertips, to brand her with my touch, so her body knew I was her Master.

      “Leave.” I bit out the order before I lost my tenuous restraint and snapped his neck.

      He hastened to comply, ducking around me and darting out of the room.

      My full attention riveted on my captive. Her eyes flew wide, and her pulse jumped at her throat. The way her pretty pink lips parted on a gasp made dark lust pulse through my veins.

      She really was lovely when she was frightened.

      She shrank away from me, scrambling across the bed: prey attempting to flee the predator.

      The collar I’d locked around her throat stopped her short, but she yanked against the chain frantically.

      I took a breath and dropped the cold, threatening mask I’d worn to intimidate Ben. I might relish her fear, but I didn’t want her panic. She’d hurt herself if she struggled too hard. I didn’t want the collar to rub her slender neck.

      She flinched when I reached for her. That didn’t dissuade me. Samantha would accept my touch.

      This time, my intent was to comfort with my hands rather than punish.

      “Calm, cosita,” I urged in my most soothing tone. My rage threatened to rise again at the thought that Ben had incited this fearful state. I swallowed my anger and focused on her, stroking my fingers through her silken hair. “You’re safe. He won’t hurt you.”

      “I’m not worried about him,” she said shrilly. “You’re the one who just calmly threatened to cut out someone’s eye. And I’m chained to your bed. Naked. I’m freaking afraid of you.”

      I knew I’d been right to avoid mutilating Ben in front of her. She was shaken by simply the threats I’d made. Samantha was far more delicate than she’d like to think, I was certain.

      She tried to push me away, but I easily captured her wrists and secured them at the small of her back with one hand. With her hands trapped, she no longer held up the bedsheet, and the fabric dipped slightly to reveal the upper swell of her small breasts.

      After the few seconds it took to subdue her, I resumed stroking her hair as though there had been no interruption. I would touch her how I wanted, when I wanted. She needed to learn.

      “He’s lucky I didn’t kill him for threatening you,” I responded, a calm statement of fact. “I ordered him not to speak to you or look at you. He did both. I can’t have a man in my organization who thinks he can disobey me.”

      “So, you murder anyone who defies you?” Her melodic voice shook slightly. I could feel her pulse jump where I held her delicate wrists.

      She didn’t understand yet that I wouldn’t harm her. Now that she was mine, no harm would come to her ever again.

      No one would ever cause her pain.

      Except me.

      “I will never harm you, Samantha,” I promised, careful with my words. She didn’t need me to reveal my darkest plans for her yet. She wasn’t ready to truly understand what I wanted from her.

      “No matter how defiant you may be,” I added, my scar tugging with another strange smile.

      “But you spanked me. You said you want to punish me.” Even in her fearful state, she remained argumentative. Her innocent, submissive nature didn’t diminish her fire.

      “Only to correct your misbehavior,” I reminded her. “I’d never do anything that would damage you. But yes, I won’t hesitate to punish you when you deserve it.”

      “I don’t deserve any of this,” she countered hotly, tugging uselessly against my grip on her wrists. It only took a fraction of my strength to keep her locked in place.

      She was fragile, yet strong.

      Fascinating. Bending her to my will would take time.

      That thought cooled some of my mounting desire. I wasn’t certain how much time I had. I wanted to savor the process of taming my pretty captive. I wanted to train her, so she lived to please me.

      She would be mine completely, but Cristian had his own timeframe in mind to coerce her compliance with his plans for her.

      She’d claimed she didn’t deserve this, but that didn’t matter.

      “Maybe not,” I allowed. “But you’re mine now, and there’s no going back. I’m keeping you, and you’re my responsibility.”

      “I’m not yours,” she insisted, her eyes sparking. “And you’re not keeping me. You said that’s your brother’s decision. Did you tell him you believe I’m FBI? Have you both seen reason and decided to let me go before the Bureau comes for you?”

      Just having her mention Cristian cooled all that remained of my lust. I didn’t want her to talk about him. I didn’t want her to think about him.

      But even now, I could hear the soft slide of my elevator doors opening in the next room, granting my brother access to my home.

      “I’ll let him discuss this with you,” I replied, pulling up my carefully blank mask.

      I finally released her wrists and wrapped my hand around her nape, guiding her up onto her feet so she stood beside me. She clutched the sheets, covering her body.

      Good.

      I didn’t want Cristian to see her naked. I might have shamefully coveted the first glimpse of her when he sliced her clothes away with his wicked knife, but he would never lay eyes on her bare flesh again.

      “Behave,” I commanded, a low warning in my tone accompanied by a soft squeeze on her neck to reinforce my control.

      I called out in Spanish, inviting my brother and his two bodyguards into my room. My permission wasn’t necessary, but I preferred to keep the illusion that it was.

      As soon as Cristian entered the bedroom, Samantha shrank into herself, her fire dimming. She took a small step back, moving closer to me.

      Was she looking to me for protection? Or was she simply trying to put distance between her fragile body and my sadistic brother?

      She’d have my protection, whether she sought it or not.

      I eased my grip on her neck, my fingers threading through her hair to massage her scalp in soothing circles. I anticipated tears, possibly begging for her life. Instead, she drew in a soft breath and straightened her spine.

      She didn’t shut down or panic. She stood by my side and faced Cristian.

      Perhaps she was even stronger than I thought.

      She started to ease away from me, but I fisted my fingers in her hair before she could shift more than an inch. She responded to my silent directive, stilling her efforts to get away from me before she’d fully committed to them.

      I’d keep her at my side by force, if necessary, but it seemed a firm grip was enough to warn her to behave.

      Pleased with her responsiveness, I resumed massaging her. Running my fingers through her copper hair probably soothed me more than it did her, but I indulged myself nonetheless. Touching her grounded me, as did focusing on monitoring her responses and controlling her. Around Cristian, control was something I lacked, and it felt good to have this lovely creature under my power and my protection. To have her on display for him, wearing my collar.

      Mine.

      “You are Samantha Browning,” Cristian announced. “Andrés is convinced, and I had my people look into your story. You’re a fed.” He sneered the last.

      To my surprise, she didn’t shrink away when his lip curled. She lifted her delicate chin, defiant. “So, you’ll let me go?”

      “No.” Cristian said the same word aloud that roared through my mind.

      “But you have to,” she insisted in a rush. “If you keep me here, my friends—”

      “They won’t find you here,” he cut her off, informing her of the cold facts. “One of my shell corporations owns this building. They won’t trace it back to me.”

      “They know I was investigating your organization before you took me,” she said. “They’ll suspect you’re behind my disappearance. They’ll follow you until you lead them to me.”

      “Then it’s a good thing I don’t come here often. This is my little brother’s home. Besides,” he continued. “It’s not like I’m stupid enough to get out of my car out on the street. And your people don’t have surveillance cameras in our private garage for this building. Which, I’ll remind you, they have no idea I own. So, Samantha Browning, no one is going to find you.”

      Her shoulders slumped. I considered pulling her closer to me to comfort her, but my brother wasn’t lying or issuing idle threats; he simply told her the truth.

      Her next words surprised me. “You’re going to kill me.” The words were soft, but heavy with defeat.

      I firmed my fingers against her scalp, reminding her of my protective presence.

      She didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she didn’t care for my protection or my presence at her side.

      “No,” Cristian said before I could untangle my thoughts. “You’re going to work for me from now on.”

      “What?” she asked on a little puff of air.

      “You’re going to erase all the evidence the FBI has on me. You will protect me and my business from them. If you do, I’ll let you live.”

      She hesitated for a heartbeat before her eyes flashed. “Okay,” she agreed quickly. “I’ll need a computer.”

      I swallowed a chuckle. She really was terrible at deception. My little captive had no intention of helping us if I let her anywhere near a computer.

      Cristian didn’t bother to smother his cold laughter. There was no amusement in the sound, only mockery.

      “Do you think I’m a fool? You’ll contact the feds as soon as you get online. Now, I could just threaten to kill you if you try, but then you’d be useless to me if you’re dead. So, I’m going to leave you with my brother for a while longer. I’m sure he’ll break you in for me. He’s so good at that.”

      I growled at his words. I didn’t intend to break her for him. I’d train her to obey my will. He wouldn’t touch her. Not once I was finished with her training. Not ever.

      “She’s mine,” I snarled, the words ripping from my throat in my Spanish before I could think. She wouldn’t be able to understand me, but Cristian would. My fingers tightened in her hair, tugging at the fiery strands so I could yank her closer to my body. “I’m keeping her. I’ll make sure she’s compliant, but she’s mine.”

      Cristian smirked, clearly pleased by my agitated state. “All right, hermanito,” he drawled. “You can keep this one. Just make sure she’s useful to me, and we won’t have any problems.”

      I didn’t allow myself to take a breath to collect my roiling emotions. In the space of a second, I schooled my features back to a blank mask. I was becoming dangerously attached to Samantha already, and my brother wouldn’t hesitate to use her against me if I continued to sink into this obsession. I wouldn’t put her at risk by making her a target for his cruel games.

      I was behaving like a boy with a new favorite toy. Samantha might be the first woman I’d had in my care since I’d been scarred, but that was no excuse for my childish, reckless behavior.

      “Give me a month.” I told Cristian coolly.

      “You can have three weeks,” he countered. “I don’t have time for you to play with your new toy. Break her, or I’ll find another way to guarantee her cooperation.”

      My new toy. His use of the terminology that had just run through my own mind let me know that I’d shown my hand. I’d always been possessive of my toys as a child, because Cristian reveled in stealing them and breaking them.

      He’d do the same to Samantha if I gave him even a shadow of an excuse.

      Keeping my expression carefully neutral, I nodded my agreement.

      Samantha trembled at my side. “You can’t do this to me,” she whispered. Her porcelain skin was completely devoid of any trace of rosy color, her freckles standing out starkly on her slender nose.

      Without thinking, I hooked my fingers through the collar at her nape, adding just enough pressure so it would pull snugly against the front of her throat. I controlled her body, her breath.

      She belonged to me now.

      “Quiet, cosita,” I chided, calm settling over me when her pretty eyes flew wide and she softened in instinctive submission. “It’s done.”

      Her sensual lower lip trembled, and her thick lashes glistened as her tears began to overwhelm her.

      I was dimly aware of Cristian and his men leaving my bedroom, but I couldn’t look away from the pretty tears shining on her pale skin.

      A rush of jealousy soured my mounting desire. Cristian had caused these tears. I wanted her to cry for me.

      And she would. She’d cry in pain; she’d cry for mercy; she’d cry from excruciating pleasure.

      She wouldn’t understand yet, but she would learn.

      I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her against my chest. The warm wetness on her cheeks dampened my shirt. I wanted to strip it off and feel her tears on my skin, but that could come later. When her tears truly belonged to me, I’d allow them to soak into me and cleanse my soul.
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      “You haven’t eaten, sirenita,” I eyed the untouched food on the tray beside the bed. Despite the admonition, I continued to run my hands up and down her back.

      She sniffled against me, and I savored the last little sound of vulnerability before she pushed away from my chest to fix me with a glare. I firmed my arms around her lower back, pinning her against me.

      Her pale gaze sparked. “I didn’t want to be drugged again.”

      My stomach twisted at the very idea of Samantha subjected to the Bliss that my brother and his men used against the women in his brothel. She’d be mindlessly compliant and weakened by artificial lust. It would hollow her out, just like Lauren.

      “I don’t need to drug you to keep you compliant. I wouldn’t do that,” I promised.

      “You drugged me last night,” she shot back, reminding me of how I’d sedated her so I could tend to the cuts Cristian had sliced into her skin.

      I fixed her with a frown. “You were hurting. I was sparing you more pain. Would you have preferred to suffer?”

      She lifted her chin. “Yes,” she declared, defiant. “Then I could have at least kept the dignity of my clothing. You stripped me as soon as I was unconscious.”

      If she thought she could make me feel guilty for revealing her body, she was mistaken. She was mine to admire, and I’d keep her fully bared to me at all times.

      “Do you really think you’d still be wearing clothes if I didn’t want you to? You can’t hide from me, Samantha.”

      To prove my point, I fisted the sheet at her lower back. I’d allowed her to remain covered for far too long. The challenging tilt of her chin proved that much.

      She twisted against me in a vain attempt to hide from me. Her squirming only made the sheet fall away that much more easily. Within seconds, her naked body was pressed to my suit-clad form. I liked her like this: wearing nothing but my collar while I kept her slim body locked in my embrace.

      “You shouldn’t have covered yourself,” I issued a stern reprimand.

      Her brows drew together, her lips thinning. “So you would have paraded me naked in front of everyone? In front of your brother? How fucked up is your family?”

      My jaw tightened. She didn’t have the faintest idea about my fucked-up family dynamics, but that was none of her concern. Her only concern should be pleasing me.

      “I would have covered you before I invited Cristian in. I don’t let other men look at what’s mine.”

      Her small hands shoved at my chest in a fruitless attempt to push me away. “I’m not your property,” she seethed.

      That was exactly what I wanted her to be: my pretty captive, my possession.

      I wound her silky hair around my fingers and tugged her head back, trapping her beneath my implacable stare. “You could be,” I informed her, softening the hungry edge that threatened to roughen my tone. I didn’t want to frighten her, but she needed to understand the extent of my control. “I could make you my plaything, my eager little fucktoy. And I think you would be eager, Samantha. Your body aches to be touched.”

      Her cheeks turned scarlet, and she writhed in my grip. Did she realize how she rubbed her peaked nipples against my chest?

      No. I doubted my sweet little virgin was aware of how my dark desires affected her. It would make corrupting her that much more delicious.

      “I don’t want to be your…” She trailed off, as though she couldn’t repeat my crass word. It wouldn’t issue from her innocent tongue.

      There were all sorts of ways I wanted to train her to use her tongue, and none of them involved her cursing.

      “You do,” I countered calmly. She might not want to acknowledge it, but that wouldn’t save her from the truth. I smoothed my fingers over her hair to prevent her defiance from melting into panic. She teetered on a knife’s edge; if I pushed too hard without gentling her, I wouldn’t be able to elicit pleasure from her untried body.

      “But you’re still afraid,” I said softly. “You’re so innocent, you’re scared for me to touch your little pussy. That ends now. Your innocence is mine. Your pleasure is mine. You will accept my touch.”

      She glowered at me. “I won’t. I won’t invite you to rape me.”

      The disgusting word barely pricked my desire. It was a natural conclusion for her, and it was time she fully understood the terms of our relationship.

      “I will never rape you,” I said evenly. “And I won’t fuck you at your invitation. You will beg and weep for my cock before I give you what you want.”

      She shuddered in my arms, her body softening into mine as she trembled for me. The storm clouds of fear and desire in her expressive eyes captured my full attention. I relished her fear, because it was a manifestation of the power I held over her. But the desire she tried to deny intoxicated me. Samantha was perfect for my perversions, her psyche and body reacting to her fear with lust that matched my own.

      I watched with a touch of awe as the storm clouds cleared, dissipating in a flash of flame-blue. My little captive was still deliciously defiant. The monster inside me stirred, my cock stiffening in anticipation. I’d relish taming this fierce, fragile creature.

      “Go ahead and punish me, then,” she challenged. “You can spank me all you want, but I’ll never beg you to violate me.”

      My scar twisted on my perverse smile. “I do enjoy a challenge.” I leaned down, so I could murmur the truth in her ear, allowing my lips to brush against her sensitive flesh. “You enjoyed your spanking, so it’s hardly a punishment.” My cock pulsed at the memory of her pert little ass turning red-hot beneath my hand.

      I pushed that particular desire aside.

      “But that’s not what I have planned for you. You owe me an orgasm. Your first. I want it. I’m going to make you come hard, so your body has no doubt that I’m your Master. I can give you pleasure. I can give you pain. Obedience is taught through discipline: punishment and reward. It’s time you learned exactly what that means.”

      She trembled, and I could see her pulse jumping at her throat. A frightened doe had replaced the angry kitten in my arms. I wasn’t sure which I found more entrancing.

      My cock throbbed, pressing into her belly. I pushed against her, reveling in the way her breath hitched as I forced her to acknowledge the erotic tension between us.

      “Do you feel what you do to me, sirenita?” I asked, unable to prevent lust from roughening my voice. “You are so beautiful when you’re like this; your little body shuddering in my arms. Are you frightened? Or aroused?” I nipped at her ear, and she sucked in a sharp breath. “Or both?”

      I knew the truth, but she wouldn’t acknowledge it. Dark anticipation swirled within me as I proceeded to prove it to her. Keeping one arm locked around her waist, I trailed my free hand down her ass before dipping it between her legs to test her arousal. I’d already smelled the intoxicating, feminine scent suffusing the air around me, but I needed to show her the evidence she wanted to deny. I touched two fingers to her soft folds, swirling them in the wetness I found there.

      “Both,” I concluded with satisfaction, pleasure unfurling in my chest.

      My lips ghosted over her neck, just below her ear. She shivered in response, and my kiss firmed on her sensitive skin without thought. I didn’t usually treat women with such unwitting tenderness, but Samantha’s needs were so well-suited to mine that I couldn’t help myself.

      I shook off the moment of weakness and issued a low command. “Stay.”

      She didn’t so much as twitch when I released her from my hold and stepped away. Only her eyes moved as she watched me cross the short distance to my chest of drawers. I selected the items I needed, careful to block her view with my body. I didn’t want her to know what was coming. If she was prepared, she might not be as fearful.

      I certainly didn’t want to dim her mouthwatering trepidation. Keeping her on edge gave me more of the heady sense of control I craved; her helplessness kept my cock hard and ready to ravage her tight pussy.

      As badly as I wanted to fuck her, I’d told the truth when I’d said I wouldn’t rape her. Taking what I wanted from her by force would be easy. Boring.

      Bending her to my will and shaping her into my eager fucktoy? That took skill. I could be a very patient man, especially when it came to claiming a woman, body and soul.

      I pocketed all of the perverted items I’d selected for her, except for the blindfold. I wrapped the length of silky black cloth around my fingers, holding my fist out slightly as I approached her once again. Her gaze flitted to the blindfold, and she took a step back with a slight shake of her head.

      “I like watching your lovely eyes when I’m playing with you, but this will make you more aware of what I’m making you feel,” I told her.

      “What?” she asked faintly.

      I didn’t give her time to collect herself. She didn’t try to flee or fight when I lifted the cloth to her face. Instead, she closed her eyes as I pressed it against them and knotted the blindfold in place at the back of her head.

      Finally, her body reacted, and she reached up to pull the cloth away. I caught her wrists easily and redirected her arms to her sides.

      “Settle, cosita. This isn’t going to hurt.”

      Her next words went straight to my cock. “I’m scared,” she admitted on a shaky whisper.

      A low rumble left my chest; a sound of dark satisfaction. “If I were a good man, I’d tell you not to be frightened. But I’m not a good man.” I grasped one of her delicate hands and pressed her palm against my erection. “I like having you at my mercy, Samantha. I like when you tremble and whimper for me.”

      “Please.” Her high whine and feeble attempt to tug her hand away made my blood run hotter.

      My fingers firmed around hers, forcing her to continue touching my cock through my slacks. “Just like that.” My voice was a bit rougher, less controlled than I would have liked. “But soon, you’ll be begging me to touch you, not to release you.”

      I forced myself to release her for the moment, or I might guide her hand beneath my slacks and make her touch me skin-to-skin. She wasn’t ready for that. My spooked little virgin needed to be in a lust-drunk cloud before I exposed her to my cock. Not to mention, I needed to be sure that she was thoroughly docile first. I didn’t want the angry kitten to surface again and try to scratch me where she might actually do some damage.

      I gripped her waist and lifted her slight body, positioning her where I wanted her on the bed. She immediately flailed and tried to roll away, the blindfold making her even more adorably awkward than ever. She’d already proven that she wasn’t a skilled fighter, but with her sight taken, she really was helpless.

      It only took a second for me to retrieve the handcuffs from my pocket, grab her wrists, and secure the metal shackles around them. I looped the chain over one of the hooks affixed to my headboard. She wasn’t going anywhere.

      That didn’t stop her from twisting in blind panic. I gripped her forearms, stilling her wild movements.

      “Don’t struggle,” I ordered. “You’ll only bruise yourself. I’m interested to see how easily your pretty skin marks up, but not like this.”

      I wanted my marks on her, not self-inflicted injury.

      My words seemed to increase her panic, and she twisted beneath me. A small frown tugged at my scar. I needed to calm her, or she really would damage her wrists. She responded well to physical dominance, so I settled my palm over her throat, wrapping my fingers around her slim neck. I didn’t apply much pressure, but she stilled instantly.

      “Cosita,” I said, dropping my voice deeper with warning. “I gave you an order. Settle down. I’m not going to hurt you.”

      “But you want to,” she whispered tremulously. “You want to break me.”

      I didn’t release her throat, but I stroked her hair with my free hand, gentling her. “I won’t break you. But I am going to tame you.”

      “I don’t want to be tamed. I want to go home.” Her voice hitched, and I could hear the tears in her words, even if I couldn’t see them sliding down her cheeks; the black cloth over her eyes caught them before they could fall.

      “You’re scared,” I said softly, continuing to pet her. I liked the silky glide of her copper hair beneath my calloused palm. “That’s natural. But it will pass. You have to trust me, Samantha.”

      “Trust you?” she asked on a maddened laugh.

      “You will trust me.” The command came out a bit more fiercely than I intended. “You will give me everything. Trust that I will take care of you. I will give you pain, but you don’t yet understand the pleasure I can offer.” I took a breath and softened my tone to something more cajoling. “Now, be a good girl and don’t pull against the cuffs.”

      Her delicate features tightened as her rage surfaced once again. “Fuck you,” she hissed.

      I couldn’t allow this small show of defiance. And I didn’t like the crass words issuing from her sweet tongue. She’d have to learn better manners.

      “Mind your language.” I increased the pressure of my fingers around her throat, carefully restricting the blood flow to her brain. I allowed her to breathe, but this would force her to soften and clear the anger from her mind.

      She tensed for a few seconds, gasping in fear. It didn’t take long for her to relax beneath my hand. I released her before she passed out, tracing the line of her artery with my fingertips as she drew in a breath and let it out on a shuddering sigh. The return of oxygenated blood to her brain would flood her with euphoria, and I wanted to elicit pleasure from her, by any means necessary. She didn’t control her body. She didn’t control her pleasure. It was mine to give or take as I saw fit.

      Now, I wanted her shuddering and sobbing for release. Her first orgasm.

      Something hot and savage raced through my veins, a possessive heat I’d never experienced before. I’d never had the pleasure of claiming a woman as innocent as Samantha.

      “That’s better,” I praised, continuing to stroke her neck as she drew in deep, even breaths.

      My savage satisfaction licked at my chest like flames when she let out a soft moan. She arched slightly, turning her head and offering her vulnerable throat to my hands, inviting more.

      I would give her so much more.

      More than she could bear.

      She’d take everything I gave her and surrender everything I demanded of her.

      “Stay just like that,” I murmured before pushing off the mattress and moving to the foot of the bed. I quickly secured her ankles with leather cuffs attached to my bedposts by short chains, spreading her wide for me. Her pink pussy was flushed and wet with her desire.

      I retrieved the final item I’d prepared for her from my pocket: a small tube of arousal cream. I applied a generous amount to my fingers and indulged in caressing that pretty pussy.

      When I stroked over her folds, she tensed and tugged against her restraints. She didn’t twist as wildly as she had earlier, but it was evident that her fear was resurfacing. My innocent captive really was skittish.

      I shushed her and coated her clit with the cream. It began to harden as I circled it, her desire rising despite her trepidation.

      “This part will be over soon,” I reassured her. I would wait until she was so lost to lust that she forgot to fear my hand on her cunt.

      She gasped and shuddered as I continued circling her clit. She stopped pulling against the cuffs, but her shudder turned to a fine tremor that raced through her entire body. Her desire was souring, so I finished rubbing the cream into her tender flesh as quickly as possible and gave her a reprieve from my touch on her pussy.

      I sat back for a short time, watching her tremor turn to a needy quiver. Her legs jerked, but she wasn’t trying to fight her way free. She squirmed to seek stimulation against her sex as the cream began to affect her, making her flesh heat and tingle.

      “What are you doing to me?” she asked breathily.

      I applied more cream to my fingertips and began stroking around her nipples, rubbing the substance into the pink peaks. They tightened to hard buds beneath my touch. Her mind might not understand what she was feeling, but her body responded beautifully.

      “This is arousal cream,” I explained. “Not that you need it to feel pleasure. You’ve already soaked my hand when I spanked you. This is to help you get past the fear. Soon, you’ll be desperate for me to touch your pretty pussy. You’ll beg for me to grant you release. Need will outweigh fear. Then, we can move forward with your training.”

      “I don’t want to be trained,” she protested on an adorable whine as she began to squirm. Her back arched, pressing her breasts into my hands as she mindlessly sought more stimulation.

      A strange sound rolled from my chest. I wasn’t accustomed to laughing so much, but Samantha really was delightful. “Most wild things don’t. And you are a wild thing, aren’t you? You’re innocent, untouched. But your body hungers to feel pleasure. Once we get past your fears, I suspect you’ll be a very greedy girl. You’ll crave my touch. You’ve already responded so well to your spankings. You’ll learn to respond to positive reinforcement, as well.”

      “You make it sound like I’m an animal.” Her protest was ruined by her panting breaths. “I’m not.”

      “No, you’re not,” I agreed, skimming my hands down her sides so I could learn the slight flare of her hips. “You’re a woman. But you’re mine. That means you’re whatever I want you to be. My plaything, my pet. Your sole purpose is to please me, to serve me. I’m your Master now, and it’s time you understood what that means.”

      “But I—”

      “Shhh.” I blew a stream of cool air over her nipples, the soft sound shushing her far more effectively than any rebuke. She let out a soft cry as her back bowed, thrusting her breasts toward me in offering.

      A low sound of approval rumbled in my throat, and I pressed my lips against the soft swells, teasing her with the heat of my lips. She wiggled, her small breasts bouncing slightly as she tried to stimulate her nipples against my mouth. She groaned in frustration, and my cock twitched at the sound of her desperation. I was thoroughly in control; I’d earned the full focus of her mind and body.

      “Has any man ever touched your breasts?” I asked, greedy to hear that I was the first. I wanted to be the first to claim her in every way possible.

      I flicked my tongue over her tight nipples, and she let out a rough shout. I pulled back immediately, denying her further contact as I blew cool air over her heated peaks. She whimpered and writhed, slipping deeper into my control. She had none. She was helpless to resist the sensations I was inflicting upon her, the pleasure I was eliciting from her untried body.

      “Answer me,” I prompted, relishing toying with her. I didn’t have to torture her to draw out the truth; my perverse form of torment would achieve the desired result. “Be honest, and I’ll kiss your pretty pink nipples.”

      “No. Not really. Not like this.” The confession streamed from her lips. “I went to a convention once. I dressed up like The Dark Phoenix. From X-Men. Cosplay, you know? So, this guy was Wolverine. I met him at an after-party. He kissed me and copped a feel. But it was over my costume. So I guess that doesn’t really count. Does it? I used to think so. But I—”

      I ended her rapid-fire speech by sucking her nipple into my mouth and swirling my tongue around the needy bud. I didn’t want to hear about this other man. It was enough to know that I truly was the first to touch her this way, to know that she’d never experienced this with another man.

      I allowed myself to be a little rougher with her, testing her pain tolerance as I pinched and tugged at her nipples. The little keening sounds that left her lips made dark pleasure suffuse my system. She was lost, completely in my power.

      Her head thrashed from side to side as her sexual frustration mounted, and she began to lift her hips in wanton invitation.

      I rested my palm low on her belly, my fingertips teasing the soft curls above her clit. “And your pretty little pussy,” I prompted. “Has any man ever touched you here?”

      “No,” she admitted on a whimper.

      “Poor little virgin,” I murmured, half-mocking. Her innocence made her that much more susceptible to me. She didn’t have the faintest idea of how to suppress her lust, how to put up mental barriers to resist the pleasure I was eliciting. “You need to be touched, don’t you?”

      “I… I want…” She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing beneath the blindfold.

      “Tell your Master what you want,” I cooed. “Tell me how you like to be touched. Do you put your fingers inside your tight pussy? Or do you rub your little clit?”

      “I don’t. I can’t. It’s…”

      She tensed slightly, so I continued stroking her until the little flare of unease dissipated in the wake of need.

      “You don’t touch yourself?” Shock colored my satisfaction. I’d already learned that another man had never touched her this way, but I could hardly fathom that she’d never brought herself pleasure. Now that I thought about it, even the idea of her panting alone as the touched herself under the darkness of her covers made something like jealousy pierce my gut. “You’ve never made yourself come?”

      “I… No,” she whined, shifting instinctively beneath my hand.

      “So, you’ve never had an orgasm at all?”

      She shook her head and tried to lift her hips. I pressed my palm down on her belly to prevent her from rubbing her clit against my fingers where they teased just above her soaked cunt.

      “Then let me show you what your body is capable of.” I growled out the words, hungry for her orgasm. My orgasm. She’d never forget that I owned her, not after this. I’d intended to make her beg to come, but my innocent little captive wouldn’t even know what she was pleading for. “In the future, you will beg me for this.”

      I finally slipped my hand farther down her cunt, sliding one finger between her slick folds. Her inner muscles contracted, and I bit back a curse at how tight she was. I’d have to train her to take a lot more than just my finger before she’d be prepared for my cock.

      That would come another day. Hopefully, not too far into the future. I ached to drive inside this tight heat, to feel her pussy gripping my cock the way it was squeezing my finger.

      I strengthened my resolve, relishing this moment instead of anticipating what was to come. This was her first orgasm, and it was all mine.

      I pressed farther, easing inside her. I noted with mild surprise that her hymen didn’t stall my progress, and for a moment, I doubted her. Had she been lying about her virginity?

      No. Samantha wasn’t capable of lying, especially not when she’d fallen completely under my thrall. Her hymen could have been broken in other ways; it wasn’t uncommon.

      When my palm cupped her pussy, my finger buried deep inside her, a broken sob wracked her chest.

      “Too much,” she gasped. “It’s too much. Please—”

      “Don’t fight it.” I wouldn’t allow her to resist me. Not now. Not ever. I found the spot at the front of her inner walls that would make her come undone. I curled my finger against it and pressed my thumb down on her clit at the same time. “Come for me, sirenita.”

      She came undone on a scream, her flushed body writhing as pleasure overtook her. She shifted her hips mindlessly in a wanton, greedy display as she rode out her orgasm.

      Her wild undulations eventually stilled, leaving her panting and trembling as I continued to stroke her through the final moments of her orgasm.

      We might have a lot more work to do before Samantha acknowledged her place at my feet, but in this moment, I’d thoroughly conquered her.
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      I watched her as I got undressed. She was still bound to my bed, her slender body stretched out before me. Her ragged breathing had finally begun to even out. I wasn’t entirely certain she was conscious. The blindfold still covered her eyes. I wanted to peer into them and study her reactions to me now that I’d given her unknown pleasure.

      I decided to allow her to float in her post-orgasmic haze for a while longer. When I was naked, I went about freeing her from her bonds. I unlocked the handcuffs and pressed a kiss on the pink rings around each of her wrists, my lips brushing them with reverence. The marks were so pretty on her pale skin. I couldn’t wait to see what her flesh would look like when I took my whip to her ass.

      That would come a little later. I couldn’t wait much longer; the monster in me growled for her pain. For now, I’d take care of her immediate needs. I didn’t want to break my little doll by pushing too hard, too fast. A broken toy was of no use to me, so I’d treat her with tenderness for the moment.

      She remained still as I unlocked the collar from around her throat and unbuckled the cuffs around her ankles. When I tugged the blindfold free, her eyes remained closed. Her breathing was deep and even, but I suspected she was awake. Her flushed features were smooth, relaxed as she drifted in her blissful haze.

      I lifted her up and carried her toward the bathroom, holding her a bit more tightly to my chest than absolutely necessary. I liked the contrast of her creamy flesh against my tanned coloring. She was so soft against me, her perfectly smooth skin practically glowing. It made the scars that crisscrossed my chest seem darker than ever.

      I swallowed a grimace and set her down on her feet. Her lashes fluttered when her soles made contact with the cool tiles, and I took a moment to steady her before I turned on the shower. Water sprayed in every direction, streaming from all six showerheads. Neither of us would get chilled while the other stood beneath the cascade. I hadn’t indulged in having company in my shower in a long time, and I moved almost eagerly as I closed my hands around Samantha’s waist and half-lifted her into the glass-fronted stall.

      The temperature was close to scalding—just how I liked it—but her skin flamed red almost instantly. I adjusted the knob to cool the water. I didn’t want her to feel any discomfort after the pleasure I’d just given her.

      Now, it was her turn to please me, and I woudn’t do anything that might pull her out of her submissive state of mind.

      I settled my hands on her hips and guided her to lean back against me, pulling her ass flush with my erection. A soft whimper slipped through her lips, and I stalled my plans for a moment.

      “You’re still afraid of my cock,” I surmised gently. “But you’re not afraid when I touch you anymore, are you?”

      I pumped soap into my hand from the dispenser on the wall. The sea-salt scent usually clung to my skin, and the idea imprinting my scent on her made something stir in my chest. I rubbed it into her breasts, teasing her nipples under my palms. They quickly hardened beneath my touch, and I indulged in plucking at them, tugging and teasing. The torment elicited a soft moan from her, and she relaxed back into my chest. Samantha liked a little bite of pain.

      My lips curved into a twisted smile. I kept one hand at her breasts while I skimmed the other down her belly. I teased my forefinger over her clit, applying pressure as I rubbed the little nub for a few seconds. She shuddered, and her head dropped back onto my shoulder as she melted.

      “You are a greedy girl,” I said, my voice thick with satisfaction. “I knew you’d be like this. But you don’t deserve a reward. Not yet.”

      She let out the most adorable little whine when I withdrew my hand. Training her might be easier than I’d anticipated. I’d relished the challenge in her stormy eyes, but now that I had her soft and plaint in my hands, I found I didn’t mind that our transition into Master and slave might not take as long as I’d thought.

      My cock was so hard it ached. I was more than ready for her to bring me release.

      I grasped her shoulders and turned her to face me. My lust soured when her gaze darted around the bathroom, flitting from one spot to another to avoid falling on me. On my scars.

      When she’d been blindfolded, it had been far too easy to forget that I’d been carved up, my monstrous exterior matching the demon inside me.

      “You don’t like looking at me,” I said, the words coming out in a careful monotone. “My scars frighten you.”

      “It’s not that,” she said quickly, still avoiding looking directly at me. “I mean, you’re scary. But your scars aren’t why you scare me. Well, kind of, because they mean you’re violent. But this is just a tic I have. I don’t really like looking at anyone. I have to for work, sometimes. It takes effort. It makes me uncomfortable. I mean…” She trailed off, swallowing hard.

      Silence settled between us, tension gripping my muscles as I contemplated my next words. “Would it make you more comfortable if I told you I didn’t get these scars in a fight?” I finally asked. She thought the furrows in my flesh were marks of my violent nature. I was a brutal man, but I didn’t want her to think of me that way. If she feared me too much, I’d never earn her devotion. She needed to understand that I’d never cause her pain on cruel impulse. I’d always be fair and careful with her.

      She blinked, her lovely blue eyes finally meeting mine. “What? Then how—”

      “That’s enough questions.” I cut her off. “I am a violent man, but I won’t harm you. I’ll never let anyone harm you. You’re mine, which means you’ll be protected. It also means you’ll accept my touch and my cock. Look at me.” Her gaze hadn’t left mine, but I wasn’t ordering her to meet my eye. “All of me,” I prompted.

      She remained locked under my steady stare, and she didn’t obey.

      “Now, cosita.” The edge on my words served as sufficient warning. Her eyes flicked down my body, skipping over my scarred chest to fix on my cock.

      Her lips parted when her jaw dropped. Now that she’d finally looked at me, she appeared transfixed. She’d never seen a naked man before, and her fascinated reaction made me impossibly harder.

      “Touch me,” I ground out, losing some of my control over myself.

      Her fingers didn’t so much as tremble when she trailed them down my shaft, feeling me for the first time. Her sharp intake of breath as she explored my cock made me want to groan. I swallowed the sound of weakness. I wasn’t an inexperienced boy who was going to come all over her belly before she even gripped my length.

      Her slender fingers wrapped around me, pumping down in a tentative slide.

      “Good girl.” My praise was ragged with suppressed lust. The innocent little virgin I’d toyed with and taken under my power only minutes ago was threatening to unman me. It was almost shameful, but I was far too aroused by her fascination to experience any chagrin. She’d never looked at my scarred face like she was now looking at my cock; there was something greedy in the way she watched my shaft pulse beneath her tentative touch.

      I reached between us with my soap-slick hand and applied a liberal amount, easing the glide of her fingers down my length. This time, I couldn’t bite back my groan, but I no longer cared.

      “Do you know how hot it is watching you touch me?” I rasped, possessive lust raging through my veins. “Knowing I’m the first man you’ve touched. The only man you will ever touch. Your first and only, my sweet virgin.”

      Shock lanced my desire when she used her free hand to cup my balls, feeling their weight as she explored me further.

      A filthy exclamation slipped from my tongue before I could hold it back.

      The corners of her lips curved in a sly smile. I’d given too much away in that moment. She knew my control was cracking beneath her inexperienced hand.

      “Naughty gatita,” I rebuked, fisting her wet hair around my hand. “Very naughty.”

      She squeezed my shaft, and I cursed again. My fingers tightened in her hair, but her smile ticked up in smug satisfaction.

      “Make me come, sirenita.” I issued the command in a vain attempt to cling to my power over her. The way my hips pumped toward her betrayed the true shifting power dynamic between us, but I couldn’t stop myself.

      I came on a rough shout, transfixed by the sight of my cum lashing at her belly, marking her before the streaming water washed it away. As I finished, I pressed my body against hers, pushing her back against the tiled wall and bracing my hands at either side of her head. My muscles felt oddly weak in the wake of my climax, and I blinked hard to clear the stars from my vision.

      She continued stroking me, to the point of discomfort.

      “That’s enough.” I should have been ashamed of the shudder that raced through my shoulders and down my arms, but I was too sated to care. I’d never experienced release that intense, and she’d only used her hands. I supposed the torment of denying myself while I played with her and made her come for the first time had pent up my lust more than I’d expected.

      Whatever the reason, she looked far too pleased with herself. I wanted to fuck the sly smile right off her face, but that lesson in humility could come later.

      For now, there were other ways to humiliate her and remind her of who was really in charge.

      I didn’t bother to hide the menace from my sharp grin. “Time for your reward, gatita.”

      “What?” she asked, her smile slipping.

      “Good girls get positive reinforcement.” I stroked her cheek to communicate my pleasure with her, but I didn’t soften the cruel intent from my expression. “Remember, my pet?” I leaned in, so I could whisper in her ear. “Your Master is training you to please him. You did very well. You’ve earned a reward.”

      “No.” Her denial shook slightly.

      Satisfaction unfurled in my chest in response to the fresh fear in her eyes. She might be defiant, but it wouldn’t be difficult to subdue her. My mouth watered at the prospect.

      “You don’t get to refuse, pet.”

      “I’m not your pet.” An hour ago, she would have snapped the words. Now, they were a whispered, weak protest.

      “Aren’t you? You wanted to act like a naughty gatita. You will be tamed, Samantha.”

      “I won’t.” I doubted she could hear the perverted desire in her breathy refusal. She really did find arousal in her trepidation when I threatened her with erotic torment.

      “Your little pussy wouldn’t get so wet for me if you didn’t want this,” I countered smoothly. “You wouldn’t have come so hard while you were bound and at my mercy.”

      “That’s so fucked up. You’re—”

      I clamped my hand over her lips, smothering the dirty words before more could spill from her pure lips. This was a particular bad habit I was keen to discipline out of her.

      “We’re going to have to work on that tongue of yours. I have a pretty gag that I think will suit you well until you can learn to mind your language when you speak to me.”

      Her long, ginger lashes flew wide, and she tried to shake her head in denial. I firmed my fingers on her face to still the sign of refusal.

      “Hush now, gatita. It’s time for your reward.”

      Just like a naughty kitten, she clawed at my forearm, struggling to free her mouth. I barely felt the sting of her nails on my flesh, but the aggressive action elicited a growl from my chest.

      I released her lips so I could grab her shoulders and spin her away from me. I pressed my weight into her back, forcing her breasts against the cool tiles. She yelped and tried to push back, her hands slipping uselessly against the slick wall.

      The shocked sound stopped abruptly when I wrapped my hand around her throat, applying pressure to her windpipe. I allowed her just enough space to draw in shallow breaths, but in her panic, her throat contracted beneath my hold.

      “Breathe, cosita,” I urged, not alleviating any of the mild pressure I was exerting. She could still breathe, if she focused and stopped struggling. She would get as much oxygen as I allowed her to have. It seemed she truly did need a lesson in humility.

      She stopped fighting, her body softening against mine as she drew in as much air as she could. I continued to hold her slender neck as I reached between her legs with my free hand.

      She was even wetter than I’d anticipated, her labia still slick despite the water cascading over her skin. Was she aroused from stimulating my cock and drawing out my orgasm? Or was she turned on by my hand on her throat?

      I allowed myself to imagine it was a little of both. Samantha was perfectly suited to my needs.

      Her pulse jumped beneath my palm as I moved my touch farther back, my forefinger finding her puckered bud. She jerked in my hold and choked when she tried to suck in a gasp. I gave her a moment to remember how to breathe before applying pressure to her asshole. She clenched, denying my entrance. Although I could easily penetrate her by force, I didn’t want to damage her. I intended to train her to enjoy every form of sexual stimulation. She would take me in all her holes, in every way I desired.

      I nipped at her earlobe, giving her the little bite of pain that I’d already learned she enjoyed. Her lower muscles contracted, then eased. My fingertip slipped inside her, stretching her virgin asshole for the first time.

      “Are you sorry for scratching me?” I asked evenly.

      She managed a little whine, and she nodded as best she could with my hand around her neck.

      I kissed the hollow beneath her ear. “Good girl. Don’t do it again.”

      I reinforced my edict by pressing forward, sliding my finger deeper inside her. She squirmed slightly, but she could barely move with my body trapping hers against the wall. The little wiggle of her hips only eased my way in, her tight ring of muscles gripping me hard.

      I finally released her throat, and I had to catch her around her waist as soon as she drew in a deep gasp. The rush of oxygen would make her head spin, and she sagged in my arms.

      That didn’t spare her from her lesson in humility. If anything, her vulnerable state only helped drive home the message: she was powerless to resist me. She would be a meek, good little fucktoy; utterly obedient and devoted to me.

      I slid my middle finger into her soaked pussy, impaling both of her tight holes as I braced my palm on her ass to support her weight.

      Something between a defeated sob and ecstatic shout tore from her throat, and her inner muscles convulsed around me. I pumped into her gently as she shuddered in my arms, her orgasm claiming her with shameful force. She loved everything I did to her, despite what she might want to tell herself. Her body told the truth. Her mind would come to accept the irreversible reality of our Master/slave dynamic.

      When she began to tremble and went quiet, I decided to give her a reprieve. I released her from my disciplinary hold and quickly cleaned up before shutting off the water.

      I lifted her in my arms again, noting that her eyes were closed. If she thought she could hide from me by floating in darkness, she was mistaken.

      For now, I’d allow her mind to drift. She wasn’t fighting me or sassing me, so I’d permit her this moment of peace.

      Her eyes squeezed more tightly shut when I began to run a fluffy towel over her sensitized skin, drying her with tender care. Her chin tucked closer to her chest, and her cheeks colored. She might be trying to shut me out, but she was thoroughly aware of her shameful defeat.
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      When I was satisfied that the droplets of water had been dried from Samantha’s skin, I laid her down on the bed so I could dry my own body. After a moment’s hesitation, I slung the towel low over my hips. I’d spare her more contact with my cock until later. For now, I needed to take care of mí sirenita. Her brow remained furrowed, and her knees lifted close to her chest as she curled up protectively on the bed.

      She didn’t need protection from me. I’d prove that to her.

      I sat on the edge of the mattress and lifted her back in my arms, positioning her so she was curled up in my lap instead of on the bed. She was stiff in my hold, but she remained upright when I released her, leaning into my chest slightly for support despite her rigid spine.

      I picked up the hairbrush I’d brought from the bathroom and began to carefully work it through her damp hair, smoothing the tangles I’d created when I’d wrapped the fiery strands around my fist. She let out a little sigh, the fine lines easing from her brow as she softened slightly, leaning deeper into me.

      “I’m not a doll,” she grumbled, but there was no bite in the words. Her eyes remained closed, but she slowly melted against me as I continued to stroke the brush through her hair, allowing the bristles to stimulate her scalp.

      “Hmmm,” I mused, pleased with her submissive posture. Her weak attempt at defiance was cute. “You’re not a pet. You’re not a doll. Is there anything you do want to be, sirenita?”

      “What does that mean?” she asked instead of answering my question.

      I decided to let her evasiveness slide. She likely didn’t have an answer for me, anyway. She wasn’t ready to admit that she enjoyed being my pretty plaything, even if she had just shattered twice under my hands.

      “A literal translation would be little mermaid,” I replied.

      Her eyes finally opened, but they were narrowed as they searched my face. “You mean, like the Disney princess?”

      I chuckled. “It’s an endearment. It means I find you beautiful.” I traced the line of her lower lip with my thumb, and my voice dropped to a deeper register. “Sensual.”

      She blinked up at me, doubt darkening her pale eyes.

      “You don’t believe me,” I surmised. “Do you think my cock would get so hard for you if I didn’t want you? You are lovely, sirenita.”

      “You’re trying to manipulate me,” she accused. “It won’t work.”

      “It already is working.” I didn’t avoid revealing the blunt truth. It didn’t matter if her clever mind had identified the motivations for my actions. That wouldn’t make them any less effective. “I’m not lying when I say I find you beautiful. But everything I do to you is a manipulation, and I won’t pretend otherwise. You’re being very sweet and well behaved right now. If I’d known how obedient you’d become when I played with your ass, I would have filled it sooner. You came so hard for me. I thought you were going to pass out. I think you enjoy being manipulated, being shaped into my good girl.”

      She scowled, but she didn’t so much as tense in my arms. “You’re a bastard.”

      I smothered my own frown, remembering her needs. “That might be true. But you will learn to speak to me with respect. There’s a consequence coming for that, but right now, you need to eat.”

      She pursed her lips, clearly debating if it was worth arguing with me. “Okay,” she finally agreed, hunger winning out over stubbornness.

      I reached around her and tugged at the wheeled cart that Lauren must have brought while we were in the shower. I’d asked the girl to tend to my quarters. I wouldn’t risk inviting another man near Samantha for any reason. Lauren had enough tact to know not to enter my bedroom while my captive was moaning in ecstasy. She’d waited until we moved into the bathroom to deliver our food.

      I removed the silver dome covering the plate, and the rich scent of salty steak wafted toward us. Samantha’s stomach rumbled, making her cheeks color with embarrassment.

      I already knew she hadn’t eaten anything today, so there was no shame in her body’s natural reaction.

      She grabbed the jug of water on the tray and filled a glass, quickly tipping it back and gulping down the cool liquid.

      I frowned my disapproval. “You didn’t drink anything today, either?”

      “I thought you might drug me again.”

      “And you believe I won’t now?”

      She shrugged. “I figured that steak is huge enough for two people. There are two glasses, one water jug. So, I’m assuming that you’re not going to drug yourself too, you know?”

      It seemed she was capable of exercising logic and reason when it came to my intention to care for her. Even if she hadn’t trusted me before, she now compliantly sat naked in my lap as she poured another glass of water and drained half of it. When she reached for the utensils, I grasped her hand, redirecting it to her side. I also took the glass from her and set it down on the tray.

      I was going to show my sweet pet that I’d always see to her needs. She didn’t have to take care of herself, because that was my job. She was no longer allowed autonomy in even the simplest tasks.

      “Do you really think I’m going to let you handle a fork and knife?” I asked drily.

      She glowered at me, but she didn’t try to grab the potential weapon. “I just want some fucking food. I’m starving.”

      My scar tugged down as my expression drew into harsher lines. “I will train your tongue later,” I warned. “And I’m sure you’re hungry, which is more pressing than your punishment. I will always see to your wellbeing, Samantha, but don’t continue to test me.”

      “I wasn’t going to use the knife on you,” she said, her voice clear with honesty. “I just want to eat.”

      “I’m going to take care of you, cosita. Trust me.”

      She snorted. “You’re not really giving me a choice. Is it trust if you don’t have a choice? Probably not. No, I don’t think it is. Nope. Definitely not.”

      I studied her for a moment, my lips curving into a smile despite my efforts to maintain a stern mask. “Do you always speak this way?”

      “What way?”

      “You talk very fast. Like you’re speaking every thought that pops into your head as it comes to you. Are you doing it because you’re nervous around me? Is this the same as why you don’t like looking at people?” I needed to figure out what made her tick so I could better manipulate her, but truthfully, I found her fascinating.

      “I mean, I guess,” she admitted. She shifted in my lap, but she didn’t drop her eyes in discomfort at my scrutiny. “But I don’t talk like this because I’m nervous. Well, I guess it’s worse when I’m nervous. I just have a lot of thoughts, and they kind of pop out, like you said. My brain is really busy all the time. Like, my thoughts never slow down. I can’t focus on only one thing at a time, unless it’s really challenging.”

      “You focus on me quite intently.” My smugly satisfied grin held a savage edge. “Does that mean you find me challenging?”

      “It means I find you terrifying,” she retorted, but she wasn’t trembling in fear anymore.

      I laughed. “Such a feisty gatita. You’re not terrified. Not like you should be. Then again, I suppose I haven’t shown you what I’m fully capable of yet.” My grin sharpened, and she shrank back a little. My arrogant laugh boomed through the room, filling the space in a shock of sound. The strangeness of it sobered me. “I promised to feed you, and it’s getting cold.”

      My arms bracketed her body as I reached for the knife and fork. I cut the steak into several bite-sized pieces before shifting the utensils into one fist. I didn’t think Samantha would go for the knife, but I’d err on the side of caution. She’d proven to be unpredictable, which I found delightful. Although I didn’t believe she was capable of doing any real damage after the razorblade incident, it wouldn’t hurt to silently communicate that she had no chance of resisting me.

      With my free hand, I picked up a piece of steak and lifted it to her lips. She turned her face away, her eyes lifting to mine.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Feeding my pet. Aren’t you hungry, gatita?”

      She blew out an exasperated sigh. “Fine. But only because I’m hungry, not because I’m your pet.”

      “Can’t you be both?”

      “No.”

      I chuckled. She really was adorable, and it wasn’t worth arguing with her when she’d already lost. “Eat.”

      She didn’t defy me this time. Her lush lips parted, and I placed the steak on her tongue. Her eyes practically rolled back in her head, and her low moan went straight to my cock. Her lips closed around my fingertips, sucking them clean. I’d come less than half an hour ago, and already she stirred my lust for her.

      “You like carne asada?” I asked, my voice rougher than I intended.

      She pulled back, flicking her tongue over my fingertips before releasing them.“I like meat,” she replied, seeming oblivious to the obvious innuendo. “All kinds of meat. If it used to moo, I’ll definitely eat it. This is so good. I want more.”

      “Greedy and savage,” I remarked with amusement. “You can have as much as you want.”

      “I’m not savage,” she mumbled. “I couldn’t even kill you properly.”

      “No, you couldn’t.” The small scratch on my chest from her pathetic attack with the razorblade was evidence of that. “I don’t think you have it in you. That doesn’t mean I’ll give you access to a knife anytime soon, though.”

      “I’m a trained field agent,” she said, defensive.

      “Not a very good one.” It was a simple observation, not an insult. I was pleased with her sweet nature, and I wouldn’t mock her for her tender heart.

      “I shouldn’t have transferred from tech analyst,” she lamented instead of taking offense.

      “Probably not,” I agreed. “My brother has his own tech team. They looked into you. By all accounts, they were very impressed. It’s why Cristian let you live.” My levity melted at the thought of my brother. I didn’t like mentioning him around her. I didn’t want her thinking about him at all.

      “Because he wants me to protect him from the FBI,” she said glumly. “He wants me to save his miserable life.”

      “He does,” I responded in a monotone. “And you will. It’s my job to make sure you do. You won’t do it for Cristian, but for me. I want you to stop thinking about my brother and start thinking about pleasing me.” I needed to shift her focus back to me, or my possessive ire would break through my controlled façade. She belonged to me, not Cristian.

      “And you can start by finishing your meal,” I directed.

      “You’re the one who insists on feeding me one tiny piece at a time,” she complained.

      “If you’d stop sassing me, this would go faster,” I drawled, her fiery streak distracting me from my mounting anger.

      She narrowed her eyes at me in an attempt to communicate displeasure, but the annoyance was wiped from her features as soon as I resumed feeding her. It seemed she couldn’t hold on to her indignation when succumbing to the simple satisfaction of a good meal, especially when she hadn’t eaten all day.

      When she finally turned her face away to indicate that she was full, I tucked into what was left of the steak. She’d devoured more than half of it, but I didn’t begrudge my savage little pet’s appetite. I’d enjoyed feeding her from my hand as much as she’d enjoyed the meal.

      I finished the steak and set down the utensils before shifting her off my lap. “Stay.” I squeezed her hips to reinforce the command.

      She didn’t budge as I wheeled the cart out of the bedroom and into the sitting room. No need to tempt her by leaving the knife right beside the bed.

      I returned to the bedroom and shut the door behind me. She’d stretched out on the mattress, and she blinked at me slowly as I approached. She appeared relaxed. Exhaustion from her tumultuous day seemed to be dulling her desire to resist me.

      As much as I liked seeing her sleepy and sated in my bed, she needed to take care of the few essential needs I’d allow her to handle on her own.

      I grasped her hand and pulled her upright. “Go brush your teeth and wash your face.”

      She grumbled as I tugged her to her feet, but the sound quickly morphed into a yelp when I swatted her ass. “Go on.”

      She trudged into the bathroom, and for a few minutes, the sound of water running drifted through the closed door.

      She paused when she re-entered the bedroom. “You got a new razor,” she remarked, puzzled.

      I fixed her with a level stare. “And you didn’t break it apart and attempt to cut my throat. I don’t need to worry about you trying that again, do I?”

      She dropped her eyes and shifted on her feet, looking like a child caught doing something she shouldn’t. “No,” she replied, her voice small.

      “Smart girl,” I said with satisfaction. “Come over here.”

      I pulled back the covers, gesturing for her to get in.

      She didn’t move toward me.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      “Putting you to bed.”

      Her lips tugged down at the corners. “I’m not a little girl. I don’t need you to tuck me in.”

      My small smile met her slight frown. “Must you be so difficult about everything? You seem to love contradicting me.” I patted the mattress. “Do you want a spanking before bed, or are you going to be a good girl for me?”

      She huffed out a frustrated breath and closed the distance between us. “Only because I’m tired,” she said petulantly as she slipped beneath the sheets.

      “If that’s what you need to tell yourself,” I allowed. “One way or another, you obeyed me, Samantha. That pleases me.”

      She rolled onto her side, facing away from me. Her knees curled up to her chest again in a protective gesture. Undeterred, I pulled the covers over her, tucking her in. I lingered for a few minutes longer so I could stroke her hair, lulling her into relaxation. She softened, and her breathing turned deep and even as she fell into sleep.

      Satisfied that exhaustion would keep her under, I stepped into my sweatpants and left the bedroom. I didn’t like the loss of her gentle heat, but I had work to do.

      I could wait to fulfil my darker plans for her. I suspected she’d soon make a futile attempt to escape me.

      I shoved aside thoughts of the punishment she had coming. Whenever she tried it, I’d paint her ass red. I’d finally get to see the marks of my whip on her pale flesh. Then, she’d learn what I was really capable of.

      I almost regretted the prospect of taming the defiant streak out of her.

      Almost.

      The image of her kneeling at my feet and obeying my every command was far more enticing than her little shows of fire. Soon, her pretty eyes would glow with devotion, not defiance.
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      Hours later, I returned to the bedroom. I’d indulged in a few games of online chess after finishing my work for the day, but I’d actually lost twice. It was a rare occurrence, but I’d been distracted by thoughts of my lovely captive sleeping in the next room.

      I stripped and got into bed with her. She let out a little disgruntled groan when the mattress dipped. My first instinct was to pull her against my chest and pet her until she fell back into a deep sleep.

      After holding her for a short while, I smiled into the darkness. If I woke her, she might try to sneak out while she thought I was sleeping. I wasn’t tired at all, despite the late hour. The prospect of taking her in hand kept my blood pumping hot and fast in my veins.

      I closed my eyes and rolled away from her, jostling the mattress a little. She made another sound of sleepy irritation, so I pretended to snore softly to rouse her further.

      I heard her breath catch, and I smothered another smile. My little pet was awake. Would she do something naughty?

      It only took a minute for her to climb out of bed. I continued snoring, feigning sleep as I listened to her soft footfalls padding against the carpet. The soft snick of the latch disengaging when she opened the door should have been almost imperceptible, but my senses were heightened; a predator lying in wait for his prey.

      I opened my eyes in time to see her crack the door behind her, allowing a sliver of light to spill into the bedroom. The city lights from the floor-to-ceiling windows in the sitting room would illuminate her pale skin. My mouth watered in anticipation of the sight.

      Not denying myself a moment longer, I slipped out of bed and went to the bedroom door so I could watch her. Her skin was as pretty as I’d imagined, the soft blue glow that filled the room reflecting off her flesh with a pearlescent shine.

      Her head swung from side to side as she searched for an exit. She took a few steps toward the playroom, where I would train her.

      My lips curved in a cruel smile.

      Not that way, gatita. Not yet.

      I knew the instant she spotted the elevator, because she quickly changed course, racing toward what she thought was the path to freedom.

      Her entire body jerked when she pressed the call button, making a loud buzz echo through the room. She punched the button again, hoping for a different outcome. The buzzer sounded in angry denial.

      I opened the bedroom door all the way and leaned against the doorframe. “It won’t open for you,” I drawled.

      She yelped and spun to face me. The city lights caught in her wide eyes, making them flash through the darkness as she scrambled back. Her butt hit the elevator, and she jolted at the contact with the cold metal. Desperate, she pressed the call button a third time.

      Buzz.

      I grinned my savage amusement. “That elevator is accessed through thumbprint recognition. The only people who can come and go from this suite are those who have my permission. You don’t have permission, my curious gatita.” I finally began prowling toward her. She shrank back, but there was nowhere for her to go.

      “Did you want to explore my home?” I asked, my tone silky smooth. “Were you so eager to see the rest of it? I’m more than happy to show you.”

      She shook her head wildly. “I didn’t… I don’t… I just want to go home.”

      “This is your home now.”

      My cock was rock hard by the time I reached her, and I didn’t waste another second before pressing it into her soft belly, letting her feel my arousal. I slid my fingers through her hair at her nape, pulling her flush with my body so she was undeniably aware of the dark desire coursing through me.

      She trembled, but her next words were sharp with accusation. “You weren’t really asleep.”

      “Clever and curious,” I remarked with satisfaction. “No, I wasn’t asleep.” I leaned in, my cheek whispering against hers as I spoke low in her ear, letting her feel the insidious weight of my words. “You can’t escape me, Samantha. There’s only one way out of this penthouse, and it’s barred to you. I don’t have to keep you collared and chained to trap you here. I just like it. I like knowing you’re naked in my bed, waiting for me.”

      “You’re sick,” she said shakily.

      A soft, cruel laugh rolled from my chest. “You’ve called me worse already. Do you really think your little insults wound me? I’m going to tame your barbed tongue because I enjoy training you, not because it’s capable of hurting me. If you continue to defy me in this, the only time you’ll be allowed to use your tongue is when you’re worshipping my cock.”

      I’d finally get to punish her in the way I’d craved ever since I’d seen her bound to that chair in my basement. Her sexy little sounds of distress had called to my more sinister nature. I’d never punish her without cause, but she’d more than earned her discipline with her futile escape attempt. Now, I could indulge in all the perverted things I wanted to do to her.

      “But you wanted to see the rest of my home,” I continued smoothly. “Let me show you.”

      “I don’t want to,” she squeaked out. She squirmed against me, accomplishing nothing but stimulating my cock. It jerked against her belly, demonstrating my sadistic anticipation.

      “Please,” she begged. “I’ll go back to bed.”

      I clicked my tongue at her. “The time for being a good girl has passed. You’ve been a curious gatita. You know what happens to curious kittens, don’t you?”

      She shuddered in my arms. “You said you wouldn’t kill me. Your brother wants me alive.”

      My hand tightened around her nape, my fingers digging into her neck. “This is about what I want,” I snarled. How dare she mention him when I held her trapped against me? She was mine to torment, not his. “I don’t want you dead. I want you crying out and begging for mercy. My mercy. Don’t talk about my brother. Don’t think about him. He’s not your concern. I am.”

      I’d show her who she needed to fear. She’d tremble and weep for me. My brother would never touch her. She belonged to me. Her tears were mine. Her fear was mine. Her body, her soul, were mine.

      She’d never forget it after tonight.

      Keeping my grip on her neck, I forced her to walk toward my playroom. She stumbled, her feet dragging on the carpet. Her small show of resistance was nothing against my superior strength. She couldn’t fight. She couldn’t run. She couldn’t avoid her fate.

      She stalled when we reached the door. “Please. I don’t want to go in there.”

      “You don’t even know what you’re scared of.” Mild amusement rose, and some of my possessive rage ebbed.

      “Whatever it is, I do’'t want it. You wouldn’t want to take me in there if it were anything good. You’re scaring me.”

      “You should be scared. You’ve been very naughty, trying to escape from me.”

      “But you just said I can’t escape. I can’t use the elevator. You don’t have to hurt me to keep me from using it,” she babbled.

      Spurred on by her desperate pleas, I reached for the knob and pushed. The door swung open into darkness.

      “Don’t,” she gasped out as I propelled her forward.

      I flipped the light switch, and crimson lighting flooded the room, revealing all my kinky toys and furniture. I’d introduce her to each piece, each whip. I’d strap her down and lash her until she cried for me. Until she surrendered to me.

      She gasped and tensed at my side, and I stalled, allowing her to take in this part of her new home. She’d be spending a lot of time in here.

      “This isn’t like Dusk,” she whispered. “It’s not. Dusk is Safe, Sane, Consensual. This isn’t. I don’t want this. Not like this.”

      My rage resurfaced, surging back to burn through my body. I was familiar with Dusk, although I’d never been there myself. My brother planned to deal Bliss at the club. He’d gotten the idea from the Russians, who’d done the same with fetish clubs in New York. A sex club was a prime location to move the sickening product. What better place to distribute a drug that induced uncontrollable lust?

      I might be very aware of Dusk and the perverted activities that took place there. But Samantha shouldn’t know about it.

      Not unless she’d lied to me from the very beginning. My ire flamed in my chest at the thought of her deception, at the loss of the idea of her innocence.

      “You’ve been to a BDSM club?” I didn’t release my harsh hold on her neck, but I stepped in front of her, so my full wrath could bear down on her. “I thought you were my innocent little virgin. Did you lie to me, Samantha? I wondered when I didn’t feel your hymen intact. But those can be broken in other ways, and I thought your surrender was genuine.” My scar drew tight as my jaw ticked. “I wasn’t the first man to touch you. If you think you’ve suffered under my hand before, that’s nothing compared to what’s about to happen to you.”

      “No!” she sobbed. “I wasn’t lying. I am a virgin, I swear.”

      “Then how do you know about Dusk?” I demanded, not yet willing to believe her, despite her wide-eyed panic.

      “I went there one time,” she gasped out. “I was looking for Dex. I followed him there. I wanted to see him. I wanted him to see me. But he didn’t. He never does. I got drunk and left. I didn’t do anything but drink at the bar. I promise, I didn’t do anything. I didn’t lie to you. Please, don’t hurt me.”

      I didn’t know who this Dex was, but he obviously wasn’t a threat if he’d been so stupid to ignore the allure of the pure woman I held so cruelly.

      I eased my hold on her nape, massaging away the bite of my grip in gentle, circular motions.

      “All right, sirenita. I believe you. I don’t think you could lie convincingly if you tried. You will explain more about this later. For now, you have a lesson to learn.”

      “I just want to go back to bed.” The first tear slid down her cheek. I wiped it away, relishing the warm wetness on my thumb. She’d give me far more tears tonight.

      “I’ll put you to bed when we're finished in here. You must be punished for trying to escape. You need to understand that your behavior has consequences.”

      A harsh sob tore from her chest, then another. Her delicate body convulsed.

      I frowned. This wasn’t what I wanted. I might enjoy her trepidation, but I didn’t want this terror. She couldn’t focus on me if she was mindless with panic.

      This was my fault. I shouldn’t have gotten angry. It wasn’t like me to lose control of my emotions, especially not when training a woman.

      I took a breath and exhaled the last of my ire.

      “Come here.” I pulled her into a firm embrace, tethering her to me as I continued to massage her nape. “It won’t be so bad. I’m not angry with you.”

      “It will be,” she insisted, her voice hitching. “Just because it would be worse if you were angry doesn't mean it won't be bad. This place is… It's not right. I don't want to be in here.”

      She shuddered against me, so I stroked my hand up and down her back in a reassuring motion.

      “You'll get used to it,” I told her calmly. “We are going to spend a lot of time in here. I think you might even enjoy it, in a way.”

      She’d responded so well when I’d spanked her. I wondered if her pussy would get wet when I whipped her, too.

      Even if she didn’t become aroused, she’d attain a different kind of release in surrendering to me. There was peace in submission.

      “Take a deep breath,” I ordered softly. She complied. “Good girl. Another.”

      I waited until her even breaths matched mine. She stopped shaking, and I decided she was ready.

      “Come with me.” I finally released her neck and stepped away, taking her hand in mine so I could lead her across the dungeon.

      She appeared dazed, her eyes slightly glassy and her features slack. I was relieved that I’d managed to calm her, but I didn’t like her unfocused gaze. I’d call her attention back to me soon enough.

      She stopped dead in her tracks when her eyes finally landed on our destination: the spanking bench. Her mouth gaped in horror, and I knew she must recognize its function.

      Fascinating.

      I had so many questions for her. How did my innocent little virgin know about such things?

      “No.” She distracted me with her staunch refusal.

      “You don’t get to say no. This is your punishment.”

      “You said you wouldn’t hurt me.” She tried in vain to jerk her hand out of my vise-like grip.

      “I said I wouldn’t harm you,” I corrected her. “This won’t leave any permanent marks. Although, I’m interested to see how easily your pretty skin bruises. I do like seeing my marks on my pet.”

      She shook her head in wild denial. “Stop it! Stop. I’m not your pet. I don’t want be marked or bruised.”

      “How else will you learn?”

      “I don’t need to learn anything. I just need you to let me go.”

      “You don’t know what you need. I know what’s best for you.”

      “You don’t know shit,” she spat. “You’re fucked up. You’re so fucking messed up. Fuck you.”

      She continued to curse at me as I pulled her inexorably forward. She wouldn’t get any tender treatment from me until I tamed that filthy mouth.

      My silence seemed to make the expletives come faster. While the disrespect rankled, the insults didn’t raise my wrath. She’d practically been begging for a punishment every time she’d used foul language with me. It was past time to discipline her.

      I was careful not to bruise her as I maneuvered her body, bending her at the waist so her torso pressed against the bench. I buckled her wrists in place at either side of her head. I didn’t grant her any lingering touches as I worked on her restraints. I wouldn’t use violence against her to make her comply; my movements were firm but methodical. The pain I planned to administer would be controlled, deliberate. I was more than capable of securing her without resorting to brutal force.

      Despite her cuffed hands, she tried to push up off the padded bench. I drew a thick leather strap around her waist and buckled it in place, pinning her down. All she could do now was shift on her feet, and I quickly stilled even those efforts by spreading her legs and cuffing her ankles wide apart.

      She was completely exposed and vulnerable to me, her pink pussy and tight asshole on display. She continued to jerk and writhe against her restraints, her curses becoming more high-pitched as she realized her helpless predicament.

      She didn’t seem to notice my brief withdrawal as I went to the far wall, where all my implements for torment hung in neat rows. I selected what I needed and returned to her.

      On her final curse, I took advantage of her open mouth, slipping the ball gag between her lips. Her teeth offered some resistance, but shock made her pliant. I buckled the leather straps at the back of her head, forcing the gag deep. She’d barely be able to move her tongue, much less cuss at me.

      She thrashed, trying to shake the gag free. It wasn’t going anywhere until I decided to remove it.

      That wouldn’t happen for quite some time.

      I gripped her hair, tugging her head back to still her shaking head. She cried out at the little bite of pain as I forced her to become aware of my presence where I loomed over her. Her shocked cry was muffled by the gag, the smothered sound making my cock jerk back to attention.

      I stared down at her, watching as she struggled for breath. After a few seconds, she learned how to breathe through her nose, but my harsh hold on her hair kept her head tipped back, further restricting her airflow.

      She finally quieted, her gaze focusing on my face as I took full command of her attention for the first time since she’d slipped into her little tirade.

      “That’s better,” I praised, tracing the line of her lips around the red rubber ball. “Very pretty.”

      A fine tremor raced through her, and my cock stiffened further. There were other ways I wanted to train her tongue, but now was the time for punishment. I had enough self-control that I could suppress my own base desires.

      She relaxed against the bench, tears glittering in her aquamarine eyes as she surrendered fully.

      “You’re so beautiful when you cry,” I murmured, stroking the wetness on her cheeks with reverence. “Don’t you feel better now? You don’t have to yell. You don’t have to fight. Your Master is in control, and you don’t have to pretend otherwise. Not when you’re strapped down and spread wide for me to play with. All you have to do is submit. All you can do is submit.”

      She couldn’t even nod in response with her head tipped back, her hair wrapped around my fist.

      I didn’t require a response. If she didn’t understand now, she would soon enough.

      I pressed a kiss to her forehead. Confusion threaded through my mounting high. When I’d trained women in the past, I’d used my mouth to tease and torment, but not to show tenderness.

      I shook off my worry and centered my attention on her, my lips lingering against her soft skin. “Time for your punishment, gatita. You’ve more than earned it.”

      I held her there for a few seconds longer before finally straightening to my full height and releasing her hair. Her head dropped forward, and she meekly rested her cheek on the red leather beneath her.

      I settled my palm on her lower back, letting the heat of my hand sink into her. “Good girl. I’ll be right back.”

      I forced myself to break contact and retrieve what I needed from my wall of toys. I didn’t have to keep touching her. I had to discipline her. I needed her cries of pain and supplication, perhaps even more than she needed her naughty behavior corrected.

      What I had in mind for her would achieve both ends.

      I selected one of my heavier floggers, with two dozen thin leather falls. The swinging weight would thud deep into her flesh, while the smooth leather would leave a fierce sting on her skin. This wasn’t the time for a soft, lightweight deerskin flogger. She might enjoy that too much.

      This was punishment, and I wouldn’t show any leniency.

      When I approached her, I noted that her eyes were closed, her breathing regulated. I hadn’t expected the gag to be quite so effective at calming her, but it seemed to have silenced her racing thoughts as well as her crass words.

      I simply watched her for a while, waiting for her to start squirming as the tension built. It didn’t take long for her brow to crease with worry.

      Satisfied that she was hovering on the edge of fear once again, I touched the falls of the flogger between her shoulder blades, allowing the cool leather to tickle her skin.

      Her eyes flew open on a shocked yelp. Her gaze focused on the flogger, and recognition flashed in her eyes as a shiver raced through her body.

      “You know what this is?” I asked, fascinated.

      I trailed the leather falls down the length of her spine. She whimpered and nodded, with no thought of refusing to respond. I enjoyed watching her slip into submission despite her efforts to deny me. She couldn’t resist her nature. She couldn’t resist me.

      “But no one has ever flogged you before.” It wasn’t really a question; I already knew her answer. But I wanted her to admit it. I craved confirmation that I’d be the first to torment her this way.

      She shook her head.

      My lips curved in a satisfied smile. “Kinky virgin. When I decide to allow you to speak again, you’ll tell me every depraved thought you’ve ever had. I knew we’d get along.”

      Her needs suited mine perfectly. She obviously had some interest in domination and submission. And while she probably had a pretty fantasy of BDSM in her head, she didn’t yet understand the pleasure she’d find in a true, complete power exchange. She didn’t get to hide behind safe words, and her distress wouldn’t save her from my dark desires. Nothing would prevent me from bending Samantha to my will. I would master her and turn her into my sweet, compliant slave. She’d live to please me.

      The prospect of earning her unconditional devotion stoked my lust, making me ache to claim her.

      If I couldn’t claim her tight pussy tonight, I’d take control of her mind instead. I wouldn’t relent until she was completely lost, completely under my power. Samantha might be clever, but my will was stronger than her formidable intellect. She’d shatter under my whip, and I’d put her back together again, shaping her into the pretty plaything I desired.

      My thoughts were becoming more sadistic as I fell into the intoxicating headspace I could only achieve through asserting dominance. I’d been deprived of this for so long. It had been years since I’d toyed with a submissive woman. And none who had come before had been as enticing as Samantha. She was mine to keep, to covet. To pleasure and punish. I was greedy for the sound of her pained cries, the sight of her reddened flesh.

      I took a step back, so I was positioned behind her. I swung the flogger down in a slow arc, allowing the falls to slap lightly against her ass. They slid over her round cheeks, black tendrils standing out in stark contrast to her porcelain skin.

      “This is going to hurt,” I warned. “It’s supposed to hurt. One day, I’ll show you how good it can feel. But not tonight.”

      I delivered the first real blow, landing the whip hard on her ass. I hadn’t warmed her up, and she shrieked into the gag. I paused, watching as she struggled against her restraints in a fruitless effort to escape the pain that bloomed beneath her skin; the deeper burn that followed the initial sting.

      She craned her head back, her watering eyes pleading for mercy as her high whimper caught behind the gag.

      “Your eyes are so lovely,” I murmured, barely aware that I spoke the words aloud.

      I wanted those shining tears to spill down her cheeks.

      I lashed at her again, twice in rapid succession. Her chest heaved on a sob.

      I had no intention of granting her a reprieve from the whip, but I wanted to take a minute to admire her. My fingers trailed over her heated, reddened flesh. She whined at the sting of my gentle touch, but she would take so much more.

      “So pretty and red,” I remarked.

      I gripped her ass hard, digging my fingertips into her soft cheek. “I want to see my fingerprints on your ass tomorrow. The bruises from the flogger will remind you of your punishment, but this marks you as mine.”

      I increased the pressure of my cruel hold, and tears finally streamed down her cheeks. Calm settled over me, and I drew in a deep, cleansing breath.

      Releasing her, I stepped back and swung the flogger down again, not giving her a moment to collect herself. She threw her head back and screamed into the gag. The sound only stoked my savage satisfaction. Her tears, her screams, were for me. I possessed her body, controlling her pain.

      I spread out the burn, lashing at her upper thighs as well as her bottom. After a while, her screams turned to ragged shouts, before subsiding to soft whimpers. She quivered, her tense muscles reaching the point of exhaustion from jerking against her bonds. Finally, she went limp against the bench, her tears falling onto the leather as she cried silently.

      “Good girl.” My voice came out deep and smooth. She was slipping into full submission. I just had to push a little more. “Accept your punishment. You know you’ve earned it.”

      She wouldn’t try to escape me again. Not after this. Her behavior would be modified, her misguided thoughts of freedom eradicated.

      Her breathing began to even out, her features going slack as her eyes turned glassy. She’d hit the quiet, peaceful headspace that could only be obtained through complete surrender. In the future, she would come to crave this release. I’d train her to love it.

      I stopped whipping her, allowing the flogger to drop to the tiled floor. I began to unbuckle the straps that held her down, my fingers lingering on the pink marks they’d left on her creamy skin. Hardly aware of what I was doing, I murmured soothing words in my native tongue, telling her how pleased I was with her, how well she’d taken her punishment.

      She was a ragdoll in my arms as I lifted her up, cuddling her close. Her tears wet my skin, and I relished their warmth as they slid down my chest.

      By the time I carried her into the bedroom, she’d fallen into sleep. I tucked her under the covers and got into bed beside her, pulling her back flush with my chest as I shaped my body around hers. My cock was still semi-hard, but my lust was subsiding. I’d achieved a deeper satisfaction than any orgasm could give me. I possessed the beautiful creature in my arms.

      With that knowledge, I followed her down into peaceful, contented sleep within minutes.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 8

          

        

      

    

    
      I shifted on my feet as the elevator ascended to my penthouse, anxious to get back to Samantha. I’d avoided my brother today, but I’d still had to “oversee” a transaction with the Latin Kings to push Bliss into the Chicago clubs. My presence was meant to intimidate, my scarred face a warning to those who might cross Cristian Moreno. I much preferred the days when my work consisted of keeping the books and coordinating meets between key players in our organization. I craved solitude and quiet, not issuing threats when reckless fools reached for their weapons.

      Tensions ran high between our men and the Latin Kings. We were only connected by a loose alliance, in which we both profited from trafficking Bliss and cocaine. Our people brought the products into the country from Colombia, and the Kings distributed it on the streets, putting themselves in the authorities’ crosshairs while we remained mostly under the radar.

      The revelation that Samantha had been watching our people was troubling. If the FBI was investigating my brother, our position here might be in jeopardy.

      It was essential that I secure Samantha’s compliance. We needed her to work against the Bureau to protect us.

      My hand twitched at the memory of the whip in my fist as I swung it down on her tender flesh. I couldn’t wait to inspect the marks I’d left on her skin. I’d seen some of the bruises when I slipped out of bed this morning, but they would’ve darkened further by now. The brand might only be temporary, but this first time, I’d savor the evidence of our power exchange.

      I stepped out of the elevator and paused in the sitting room. Feminine voices drifted through the open doorway to the bedroom. I’d given Lauren very specific instructions about how to care for Samantha today in my absence, but I’d expected her to be gone by now.

      It sounded as though she’d been held up by a heated conversation.

      “I’m not going to roll over and give up just because you told me to,” Samantha’s words became clearer as I took another step toward the bedroom. “I’m not going to behave for my sadistic captor who gets off on torturing women, no matter what you say.”

      My stomach twisted at her description of me. Perhaps I had been a touch sadistic with her last night, but my measured punishment had been far from torture.

      I realized my captive didn’t have the faintest idea what torture truly was. Maybe I should be gentler with her.

      I resolved to keep her out of the playroom until she was ready to face it again. Unless she really did something to deserve it. Now that I’d set a precedent for discipline, I couldn’t alter the dynamic between us.

      “You don’t understand him.” I recognized Lauren’s girlish voice. “You don’t know him.”

      “And you do? Just how well do you know Master Andrés? What did he do to you, exactly?”

      Something dark stirred within me when she said Master, but her disgusted tone soured my desire.

      “He’s nice,” Lauren insisted.

      My heart softened as the abused girl came to my defense. Truthfully, I’d done little to deserve her loyalty. She’d latched on to the smallest kindnesses, finding stability in my stern orders.

      I finally reached the bedroom. “Thank you, Lauren,” I said softly, expressing my gratitude for more than her obedience in taking care of Samantha. “You can go now.”

      My pretty captive jolted at the sound of my voice, and she jerked the bedsheet up to her chin.

      I stepped across the threshold, prowling toward her. “You know you’re not allowed to cover yourself, cosita,” I chided. “Show me your pretty pussy. I want to see it.”

      Lauren scurried past me, quickly leaving the penthouse to give me privacy with my pet.

      Samantha stared at me, her lips parted slightly as she drew in short, shallow breaths. For a moment, she tensed with indecision. Her eyes tightened, and I assumed she was recalling the punishment she’d faced the last time she defied me. It should still be very fresh in her mind.

      Slowly, her fingers fisted in the sheet, and she pulled it down her body.

      It seemed she could be taught to obey.

      My gaze dropped to her bare cunt. The ginger curls that had protected her from my full scrutiny were gone, thanks to Lauren’s neat work with wax. I would have done it myself, but the blonde girl’s hands were more practiced at this particular skill.

      It was enough that she was completely exposed to me.

      “Very pretty,” I approved. But there was something else I craved. I twirled my finger as I ordered, “Turn over. I want to see my marks on you.”

      She glared at me, but I simply waited, fixing her with an implacable stare. I could forcibly turn her, but this was a test in obedience.

      She huffed out an angry breath and rolled onto her front. My scar tugged on a crooked smile as I took in the purple marks I’d left on her skin. She must have felt the lingering discomfort of my discipline all day.

      I’d push her a little further.

      “On your hands and knees,” I commanded. “Spread your thighs. I want to see my marks and my pussy.”

      Her eyes narrowed, her delicate jaw setting into a harsh line. It seemed I hadn’t worked all the defiance out of her.

      Truthfully, I hadn’t expected to tame her with one training session. I found myself smiling at the resurgence of her fire. My kitten was adorable when she wanted to scratch.

      I didn’t give her the opportunity. I snaked my arm beneath her waist and pulled her up onto her knees.

      “Hey!” she cried out, sounding almost surprised.

      I smacked her thigh, careful not to strike her bruised flesh too hard. Even though I’d been relatively gentle, she shrieked. I had a feeling that had more to do with indignation than pain.

      “You will learn to obey me,” I informed her smoothly. “Spread your legs. Now,” I bit out when she didn’t immediately comply.

      She scrambled up onto her hands to support her weight as she reluctantly shifted her knees apart. I kept my arm braced under her stomach, just in case she got any ideas about scrambling away from me.

      “Beautiful,” I rumbled, admiring her exposed sex. I wanted to see it glistening with her arousal.

      I touched my fingers to her labia, stroking the soft folds. When my thumb brushed her clit, she sucked in a small gasp. Her skin pebbled, and the first signs of her desire wet my fingers.

      I let out a dark chuckle. “I think my kitten likes when I pet her pretty pink pussy.”

      “Stop,” she begged on a groan. Her hips shifted back toward my hand, and she didn’t bother lying and telling me she didn’t like it.

      “But I like petting your pussy, gatita.” She grew slick beneath my fingers, flowering open for me. “You were very well behaved for Lauren, weren’t you? I think you’ve earned another reward.”

      I intended to give her an orgasm, but her venomous words forestalled me.

      “Is this what you did to her?” she hurled at me. “Beat her and manipulated her until her mind warped? Did she used to hate you before she started worshipping the ground you walk on? Did you—?”

      That was enough. She didn’t have the faintest clue what she was talking about, and I couldn’t stand to hear any more. Yes, Lauren was broken, but it hadn’t been by my hand. Even if I hadn’t done anything to save her.

      Guilt tinged my anger as I abruptly flipped Samantha onto her back and settled my hand over her throat. I stopped myself from applying pressure, but the warning was clear.

      “I’ve never harmed Lauren,” I ground out.

      A maddened laugh bubbled from her throat. “You’ve never harmed her? Just like you didn’t harm me when you strapped me down and whipped me after mindfucking me into thinking I had a chance to escape? How crazy are you?”

      Cold settled over me, my face shifting to a forbidding mask as I stared down at her. “I never claimed to be sane,” I said, my soft tone more chilling than if I’d shouted. I could hear the menace in it, could feel her trembling beneath me. Samantha obviously didn’t understand what she was dealing with. She thought I was a rational man who possessed the ability to empathize with her plight.

      She was mistaken. I felt nothing for her but possessive hunger. I didn’t pity her, and I certainly didn’t entertain any ideas about releasing her when she so desperately wanted her freedom.

      “Do you think a normal man wants to take an innocent woman and turn her into his plaything?” I continued. “Do you think a good man wants to bend her will and shape her into his obedient little fucktoy?”

      “So you…” She choked on her words. “You did do this to Lauren.”

      “No,” I declared, still frigid. “The Bliss broke Lauren, not me.”

      Her eyes sparkled. “So, you do want to break me,” she whispered in horror.

      A frown curved my lips. She didn’t understand what I was saying. Just because I was a monster didn’t mean I wanted to destroy her. I just wanted to mold her into a different version of herself. A version whose sole desire in life was to meet my every perverted need.

      “I told you, I’m going to tame you. I’m going to make you mine and teach you to obey. I don’t want to see you broken.”

      “You told your brother you’d break me for him,” she countered, starting to shake in earnest.

      My scowl did nothing to ease her mounting fear. I hated when she mentioned Cristian. That was another tendency I’d have to tame out of her.

      “My brother likes to break things. He likes to take things that aren’t his and shatter them. If I left you with him, he’d torture you until he discovered what you love most in the world. Then he’d make you watch while he destroyed it. Is that what you’d prefer? That I hand you back over to him?”

      Terror clouded her eyes, and tears slipped down her cheeks. “No,” she breathed.

      I wiped at the wetness on her face and reined in my anger. My ire was making me lose control, and I was frightening her unintentionally.

      “I’m not going to let him break you,” I promised. “He’ll never touch you again. You’re mine now. I will be harsh with you. I will hurt you sometimes. And I will enjoy your pain. But I will never cause you harm, not to your body and not to your heart. Do you understand?”

      She closed her eyes and turned her face away from my touch, hiding from me.

      I sighed, realizing I really had lost all semblance of control. I couldn’t be around her when I was like this. I might do something I’d regret.

      “I can see that you don’t understand,” I said. “But you will. It won’t be so bad, cosita. I’m not so bad.” I murmured the last, the words barely registering in my brain as they dropped from my lips.

      I pushed up off the bed, and she shivered on top of the sheets. I didn’t like leaving her alone when she looked so fragile, but I might do something to shatter her if I didn’t take time to collect myself.

      I strode out of the bedroom, hardening my resolve. I allowed my emotions to get the better of me when I was around Samantha, especially when she mentioned Cristian. Training a woman was supposed to give me a sense of control, not lose it entirely.

      I recalled the heady sensation of power that had overtaken me when I’d flogged her.

      Yes, she needed more of that treatment. I could be gentle with her when necessary, but I had to assert my dominance at all times. She needed to learn who was Master and who was slave.

      She would accept her place, even if that meant I had to be more ruthless with her.

      I’d never been a warm man. I’d been cold, isolated ever since I was a boy. Samantha’s charms and endearing sass were messing with my usual process. I’d become too attached because she was mine to keep. I’d gotten possessive to the point of obsession, and I’d only had her for a few days.

      She existed to give me pleasure. I would teach her where she belonged: worshipping me on her knees.
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      “You’re sad,” I observed, studying her drawn features and too-pale cheeks. I tucked her hair behind her ear. I’d almost forgotten how silky it felt beneath my fingertips in the hours I’d been away from her.

      I’d thrown myself into work, leaving her all afternoon and well into the evening. I’d needed the time to collect myself, and leaving her chained to my bed was good for her, too. She would have had plenty of time to think about her new role in my home, her new life with me. I’d hoped to find a sweeter, more submissive Samantha waiting for me. I’d anticipated that she’d be eager for my company after thinking about me all day. She wouldn’t have had any other option; the collar around her neck served as a constant reminder of my control over her.

      Instead, I found her wan and defeated.

      “I’m not sad,” she lied. “I’m pissed.” There was no true spite in the words.

      “You’re not angry.” I cupped her cheek so I could study her expression more carefully. Her usually sparkling eyes were dulled, her lips a few shades lighter than the lush pink I’d become accustomed to. “My angry gatita is cute and fierce. You’re sad.”

      She blew out a long breath. “I’m bored,” she admitted. Finally, a small blue spark illuminated her eyes. “You keep me chained up. I can’t even use the freaking bathroom. Do you know how fu—” She caught herself before the curse word left her lips “—messed up that is?”

      She obviously remembered her lesson about cussing at me. That pleased me, as did the renewed flush in her cheeks. “There’s my angry gatita,” I said with satisfaction, ignoring her accusations. “I was worried about you.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest, pushing her small breasts together. “If you were worried about me, you wouldn’t leave me alone for hours with nothing to do. I’m going crazy here. Solitary confinement drives people crazy, you know that, right? Especially people like me.”

      Some of my levity dropped. I hadn’t intended to make her crazed or sad. “What do you mean, people like you? The purpose of leaving you like this is so you’ll wait for me. You’ll depend on me for everything. It helps you feel my control, even when I can’t be here with you.”

      She shoved at my chest in a token show of annoyance, but I didn’t bother restraining her. She wasn’t really trying to fight me, and she clearly needed to bleed out some of her frustration.

      “Do you know how many thoughts I have? Like, all at one time? If I don’t have something to focus on, they overwhelm me. I can’t live like this.”

      “It’s only been two days,” I pointed out. “You’ll adjust.”

      “I won’t. You don’t know me at all. I’ll go nuts if you keep leaving me like this.”

      I considered her for a moment, my face drawing tight with disapproval. “If you’re trying to manipulate me into letting you walk freely around the suite, it’s not going to work. That’s a privilege you have to earn.”

      “I’m not trying to manipulate you,” she burst out, exasperated. “That’s what you do, right? Manipulate people. Mindfuck them. Well, I’m not like you. I’m telling you the truth. I can’t handle this.” She tugged at the collar for emphasis. She was no longer chained to the bed, but I’d left the collar locked around her throat. I liked the way the dark leather looked against her fair skin.

      Now, she had me questioning that decision. She had me questioning every decision I’d made about her today. Was I really mishandling her so badly? I’d never had so much trouble reading a woman. Samantha was unpredictable, a puzzle I hadn’t quite solved.

      “No. You’re not like me,” I finally allowed. “I’ll take this into consideration.” I brushed a soft kiss over her forehead; a small, involuntary show of contrition.

      A devious idea came to me. I didn’t like that I’d upset her, and if her mind was whirring that fast, I would provide her with release. “I think I have a way to calm that busy brain of yours. You were so good accepting your punishment last night and behaving for Lauren today. I never did give you your reward.”

      “I don’t want it. Having you touch me is not a reward.”

      “You’re still upset,” I noted, unruffled now that I’d decided on my course of action. “This will help you calm down. And before you keep arguing with me, I’ll promise that I won’t make you come, unless you ask me to. Does that make you feel better?”

      She eyed me warily, distrustful. “What are you going to do to me? I don’t want to go back into that torture room.”

      “It’s not a torture room,” I countered calmly. “But no, we won’t go in there. I want you to relax, not get more worked up. No more questions,” I dictated when she opened her mouth to speak. “Come with me.”

      I assumed she might give me trouble, so I simply picked her up and carried her to our destination.

      She crossed her arms over her chest, petulant.

      I laughed, succumbing to her charms once again. As much as I wanted to treat her as nothing more than my plaything, Samantha kept amusing me. It would be a shame to alter this aspect of her personality. She really was adorable when she was feeling feisty. As long as she learned not to lash out at me and to speak to me with respect, I might allow some of this behavior in the future.

      “You really are cute when you’re angry.”

      “You think I’m cute when I’m angry. You think I’m pretty when I cry. You’re messed up, you know that, right?”

      “Yes, so you’ve told me,” I said drily, unaffected by the barbed comment. She couldn’t seem to help herself; she’d been riled by the solitude of her day. I’d resolve that for her. After all, it was my job to take care of my pet. “I’d like to see you smile, too, but I don’t think that will happen for a while yet.”

      Her jaw dropped. “You think I’m going to smile for you?”

      “I think you’ll settle down and find a way to be happy with me. Once you adjust and accept your place here.”

      “Accept my place?” She slapped my chest in a burst of anger.

      I clicked my tongue at her, remaining calm rather than falling prey to the anger that had gripped me that morning. Now, I understood that this little fit she was having wasn’t much more than a tantrum, and a mild one at that. This was completely different from her accusations about Lauren that had cut me so deeply.

      “That wasn’t very nice,” I rebuked. “But you’re not trying very hard, either. You’re upset, and I’m going to make you feel better.”

      “Short of releasing me, that’s not going to happen,” she said flatly. “Do you really think I’m going to feel better about being trapped with a sadistic psycho?”

      “Mind your tongue.” This order was sharper. I wouldn’t allow her to pull me into the same turmoil she’d created with her comparisons to my brother. I wouldn’t lose control again. “I’ve indulged you too much. You will speak to me with respect.”

      “Right.” Sarcasm dripped from the word. “You’ve been so indulgent with me. Beating me, violating me, chaining me up. You’re so nice,” she finished with spite.

      I set her on her feet and studied her, curious rather than incited to anger. “You really can’t stop yourself, can you? You’re not capable of holding in your thoughts, even knowing they could get you into trouble. I think a little discipline will be good for you. You can learn some self-control over these tics of yours.”

      She instantly clapped her hands over her bottom. “I don’t want you to punish me again.”

      I trailed my fingers over her hair to soothe her. “Discipline doesn’t necessarily mean punishment. Now, try your best to be quiet and stay right here.”

      I left her, walking the few steps it took to reach my desk. She remained rooted in place, but her eyes swept the room. I noticed her shoulders slump in relief when she realized we were positioned several yards away from the closed door to the playroom. I really had frightened her more than I’d intended. That was something I could work on another time.

      I drummed my fingers against the desk, calling her attention to me. A wicked grin split my lips when she gasped and lunged for my laptop. I’d suspected she’d try to reach it.

      As though I’d give her a chance to touch any technology.

      It was fun toying with her, though.

      I grabbed her waist and wrestled her to the floor with little effort, pinning her on her front with one hand between her shoulder blades. Her fingers scrabbled against the carpet, her feet kicking out wildly.

      Keeping her pinned, I reached into one of my desk drawers and retrieved a pair of handcuffs, wasting no time before securing her wrists together at the small of her back.

      She thrashed uselessly. “Do you just have kinky shit stashed everywhere?” she demanded on a growl.

      “Of course.” My penthouse had been designed with my perversions in mind, and I’d made sure to stock restraints in various locations since I’d captured Samantha. “Settle down. This won’t hurt.”

      “You think I’m going to settle down when you basically just taunted me with a laptop? Do you know how starved I am for the internet? For technology? You don’t even have a real clock, for god’s sake, and you’ve been hiding a laptop from me?”

      I curled my fingers around her nape, pressing her cheek against the carpet to still her shaking head.

      “I need my laptop for work,” I replied calmly. “I’m going to take care of some business, and you’re going to be quiet and look pretty for me while I do.”

      “Work,” she spat, scathing. “You mean drug trafficking and selling women.”

      My fingers tightened around her neck. “Be very careful what you say next, Samantha. I know you struggle to control your tongue, but I’m warning you to try very hard. I don’t want to punish you now, but I will.”

      I’d made allowances for her sass about being left alone all day, but we were skirting dangerously close to topics that would rile my anger. I didn’t like being angry around her. It made me erratic. Dangerous.

      I didn’t want to harm her by accident. She was so fragile in my grip. I could damage her by exerting a fraction of my strength.

      “But it’s what you do.” Her mouth was running away with her again, the words streaming from her lips. “You and your brother. That’s your business.”

      “I take care of a lot of things for my brother.” My voice was rough, but I managed to prevent my fingers from tightening around her delicate neck. “I do all the things he’d rather not bother with; I deal with the boring details. I keep things running. And yes, what you’ve accused me of is part of it.”

      “But you don’t like the Bliss.”

      I stilled, wondering how she could possibly know that. Had she talked to Lauren? Would the devoted blonde girl have spilled any of my secrets to Samantha?

      I decided Lauren wouldn’t have done that. However Samantha had come to the conclusion, her quick mind had put together some pieces of information she’d gathered.

      “What I like or don’t like about my business isn’t your concern,” I finally said. “I need to work, and you need to be quiet. Your runaway mouth is very distracting.”

      I’d already retrieved the gag from my desk before she began to issue her rebuttal.

      “But—” I smothered her question when I slipped the rubber ball into her open mouth. She tried to twist her face away, but that only allowed me to pull the gag deeper, buckling it tightly in place.

      Before she could panic, I rested my hand on the side of her head, holding her cheek against the plush carpet. I lightly massaged her head, soothing her.

      “This isn’t to punish you,” I said gently. “You can’t control your tongue, so I’ll control it for you. You’ll be much calmer now.”

      She responded with a fierce little growl.

      “There’s no need to keep arguing with me,” I reassured her, running my fingers over her hair. “There’s no point trying to fight. Surrender. You’ll feel much better. We’ll calm that busy brain of yours.”

      She started wiggling again, but she couldn’t gain purchase with her arms cuffed behind her back. Satisfied that she wasn’t going anywhere, I grasped the rope that lay coiled in my desk drawer.

      “I think you’ll like this, my kinky virgin.”

      My plans for her involved more than quieting her mind. Once she reached her submissive headspace, I intended to question her. All day, my thoughts had wandered back to our time in the playroom. She knew about BDSM. She’d expressed interest in being dominated, even if she didn’t yet care for my harsher methods of asserting control.

      Tonight, I would learn her darkest secrets. I just had to take her to a mindless, lust-addled state, in which she’d answer all my questions just to attain release. Although I had never bound her in rope, I suspected she’d enjoy it. Rope could be sensual or punitive, depending on the tie. One day, I’d put her in predicament bondage and show her what true helplessness was. But I’d promised this wouldn’t hurt, and I didn’t intend to inflict any pain this time.

      I grasped her right thigh and lifted it off the floor, wrapping the rope around it. She tried to kick out at me, but I grabbed her flailing ankle and forced her to bend her knee. I wound more rope around her calf and connected it to the bindings around her thigh, pulling tight so her heel touched her bottom.

      When one leg was fully restrained, I grasped her shoulders and pulled her into a kneeling position.

      She wobbled slightly, and I knew she was trying to wriggle free. She didn’t stand a chance.

      I wasn’t nearly finished with her.

      I continued to bind her, drawing the rope around her waist and looping it between her thighs, framing her swollen pussy. The first signs of desire shone between her legs, so I tugged the binding a little tighter. The slightly rough fibers grazed her labia, making them puffy and flushed.

      I tied off my work and moved up her body. I began to wind a second length of rope around her, passing it beneath her breasts, wrapping behind her back, and coming back over her chest. I looped it over her neck and through the lengths that framed her breasts.

      When I pulled the bindings tight, her lashes fluttered, and a soft gasp left her lips. The rope hugged her chest, accentuating her breasts so they were on display for me. They rose and fell quickly as her breathing turned more ragged.

      I trailed my fingers beneath the soft swells, knowing they’d be growing achy and sensitive.

      Her head dropped back on a groan, and she arched into my touch, seeking more decadent stimulation. She stared up into my eyes, her own cloudy with lust and a touch of confusion. She didn’t understand what I was doing to her, how I was subtly restricting her blood flow to heighten her awareness of her most vulnerable areas.

      “You like being bound, don’t you, kinky virgin? Has anyone ever tied you up before? Of course not.” She didn’t have to respond for me to know the truth. I traced the line of her lower lip with my thumb, making her shiver as I stimulated more of her sensitive nerve endings. “So innocent,” I rumbled. “And so beautiful in my ropes.”

      She blinked several times, shaking her head slightly as though to rid herself of my influence.

      I wouldn’t allow her to evade me. Her clever brain needed to be shut off, lulled into silence as she became fully focused on the pleasure of my touch.

      I fully cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples with just enough pressure to call her attention back to her body. She moaned, her lids lowering as lust rolled through her.

      “That’s better,” I praised. “You don’t have to fight me. You don’t have to worry or think.”

      She tried to shake her head again, but the effort was weaker this time. It took a handful of seconds for her to still and soften in my hands as she succumbed to my control.

      She didn’t seem aware of what was happening when I briefly stopped toying with her breasts so I could unlock her handcuffs. She remained pliant and supple as I directed her to grasp her elbows behind her back. I bound them in place with the length of rope that remained from her chest harness. She hissed in a breath when the harness tightened farther as I finished securing her arms.

      Her breathing stuttered, and she began to sway. She was falling deep into her submissive headspace, her mind finally accepting that she was powerless against me. All she could do was surrender.

      Judging by the desire dripping down her thighs, she reveled in the release.

      I placed one hand on top of her head, lightly gripping her hair to steady her. With my other, I pressed the button beneath my desk that would lower my suspension point. The metal ring glinted under the lights as the thick cable unwound, bringing it to the desired level.

      Samantha’s eyes fixed on the ring, and a high giggle slipped past the gag. The sound made warmth unfurl in my chest, a deeper burn than the heat of my lust for her.

      I rubbed my fingertips over her plump lips. “That’s a lovely sound. I’m almost sorry I gagged you so I can’t see that pretty smile.” A slightly cruel grin twisted my scar. “Almost. You’re very sweet when you can’t do more than moan and whimper.” I loved having her like this: completely vulnerable to anything I wanted to do to her.

      My pretty fucktoy.

      The word stuck in my mind. It didn’t elicit the same sense of excitement as it had when I’d first captured her. I might still want to tame her, but I wanted her to be more than my sex object. Now that I’d heard her laugh, I craved to savor the sound again.

      I’d thought of her as mine from the very beginning, but now, my plans for her shifted slightly. I’d still train her to please me, but I’d be more careful with her. I’d keep most of her personality intact. The prospect posed a fresh challenge for me, but I looked forward to facing it. Dark anticipation raced through me as I imagined this clever, quick-witted woman choosing to place her trust in me and submit to me.

      Yes, that was much better than shaping her into something solely meant for my twisted pleasures. She would give me everything, and she would cede all herself willingly.

      Eventually.

      Her brow wrinkled, her formidable mind threatening to start firing in every direction again. I wouldn’t allow her to escape this submissive state.

      I tapped her nose in light reprimand. “Stay just like you are. Focus on me.”

      Her eyes glazed over slightly as she sank back down into submission, but they remained fixed on my face. She’d succumbed to the first part of my plan: quieting her mind and bringing her to a state of calm.

      It was time to prepare her for my interrogation. She’d be mindless by the time I questioned her. I wouldn’t have to intimidate her to get the answers I desired. She’d give them eagerly in exchange for her reward.

      The metal ring dangled a few feet above her head. I retrieved one last coil of rope and began looping it through the metal, weaving it between the knots on her body at strategic points. I focused on her right side, intent on suspending her horizontally. She could maintain the position for much longer than an inverted suspension, and I’d be able to keep a closer eye on her expression, assessing her mood and wellbeing.

      I fed the ends of the rope through the ring and pulled. She let out a strangled cry as her bonds shifted around her, wrapping her in a tight embrace and stimulating her in new ways.

      I lifted her, not stopping until she hung in midair, a meter off the ground. I tied off my work, leaving her with nothing by the artfully-arranged ropes holding her aloft. Her body was parallel to the floor, turned on its side so she was facing my desk.

      Her left ankle still dangled, so I secured it with the remaining rope, forcing her knee to bend. The tighter harness around her right thigh worked against the gravity that dragged her left leg down, leaving her spread wide for me. Her pink cunt wept for attention, open and inviting.

      I’d leave her wanting for a while longer, allowing her need to build.

      She stared at me in rapt fascination, as though I was the center of her world. Her head began to droop toward the floor, her long copper hair cascading down in a shining wave. I cupped her cheek in my hand, craving more eye contact before her lids inevitably closed. The way she focused on me so intently made me feel worshipped, adored. In this moment, I was her god: all-powerful.

      That power flooded my system, making my muscles flex as I seemed to expand in stature. My size was already intimidating to most men, but she made me feel invincible, super-human. I held her delicate face, my big hands curving around her skull. She was so physically fragile, but she’d surrendered her fierce, fiery will to me. The knowledge made something swell in my chest.

      Disconcerted by the foreign sensation, I braced myself to back away. “I’m going to take care of a few things now,” I murmured. “You look very pretty, sirenita. I think I’ll keep you like this more often.”

      I finally released her and settled down in my desk chair. I flipped open my laptop, and a high whine eased around the gag that filled her mouth.

      “Hush now,” I commanded, not looking in her direction. If I did, I wouldn’t be able to resist touching her, and she needed time to simmer in her mounting desire. “The sooner I finish, the sooner I can play with your wet little pussy.”

      She whined again in response, a needy, keening noise. Now that I’d planted the promise in her head, she’d be consumed by erotic anticipation. Once I was satisfied that she was fully malleable to my questioning, I’d begin the interrogation.

      The wait was almost as difficult for me as it must be for her. I couldn’t help glancing at her every minute or so, watching her slip deeper into her helplessness. Slick arousal dripped down her thigh, but she couldn’t stimulate herself. She could only wait for my merciful touch.

      Her face went slack, her head lolling forward as she floated. It didn’t take long for her eyelids to droop, blinking slowly a few times before lowering her lashes to her cheeks.

      I couldn’t focus on my work, not with this gorgeous distraction. Instead, I decided to devise a means of entertainment to keep her mind occupied while I was away during the day. I wasn’t sure of her interests, but she’d said something about X-Men and cosplay. I searched my memories of her desperate confession of her innocence when I’d tormented her with the arousal cream.

      Yes, she’d definitely mentioned that she’d chosen to dress up as The Dark Phoenix.

      I wasn’t familiar with comic books, but I’d provide them for her amusement. After some searching online, I managed to find first editions of the story she wanted at a store in New York. I fired off an email to one of my men, a low-level underling who’d do any grunt work I gave him without question. I arranged his overnight flight to New York and a morning return to Chicago, giving him just enough time to get to the store and purchase the items I’d selected for Samantha.

      By the time I finished, she was completely limp in her bonds, the ropes caressing her body as they held her aloft.

      I put my laptop away and closed the distance between us, kneeling beside her and leaning in so she could feel the heat of my words on her neck. “Is my pet sleepy? Or horny?”

      A pitiful, needy whimper teased around the gag, providing me with the response I desired.

      “I have a few questions for you, kinky virgin,” I murmured, keeping my voice low and even. “If you’re honest with me, I’ll let you come.”

      I finally unbuckled the leather straps that kept the rubber ball between her teeth, tugging it free so she could speak. She swallowed several times, regaining the use of her tongue.

      “I’m the first man to touch you, is that true?” I asked.

      “Yes,” she answered softly.

      “But you know about BDSM. You’ve been to a club. You knew what the flogger was when I used it on you, even though no one has disciplined you before, correct?”

      “Yes,” she confirmed again.

      “I want you to tell me how you know these things.”

      “Porn,” she responded. “I watched Dex’s porn.”

      Something ugly stirred in my gut at another man’s name issuing from her lips, but I kept my tone even and calm. “And who is Dex? You’ve mentioned him a few times.”

      “He’s my…my best friend.”

      Some of the tension inside me eased, but that didn’t clear away my confusion. “Why did you watch your friend’s porn?”

      “I wanted to know what he liked. So, I hacked into his browser history.”

      “Why would you care what kind of porn your friend watches?”

      “I love him.” Her slurred words made rage ignite within me, my possessive fury swelling to fill my entire being.

      I gripped her jaw hard, my harsh touch on the edge of violence. “Look at me,” I snarled.

      Her eyes snapped open, her pupils immediately dilating with fear when she met my furious glare. She tried to scramble away, but the ropes held her fast, twisting and tightening around her. The fresh sensations elicited a moan, and her lashes fluttered as bliss began to fog her mind again.

      My fingers firmed around her jaw, forcing her face up to mine. “No,” I commanded roughly. “Look at me.”

      Her eyes opened once again, her full attention riveted on me. Her intense focus eased some of my ire, but not the possessive heat that burned in my chest.

      “You’re mine,” I growled. “From now on, you don’t think about other men. You exist to please me.” I reached between her legs, driving two fingers into her wet heat. My palm curved against her clit, locking her cunt in a proprietary hold. She cried out at the sudden intrusion, the sound holding an edge of pain. I curled my fingers against her g-spot, intent on drowning her in pleasure so intense that I obliterated all thoughts of other men from her psyche.

      “You’re mine,” I declared, savage. “Your body, your mind. All of you. Your pain, your pleasure, they belong to me.” I released her jaw so I could twist her nipple. She shrieked at the shock of pain, even as her core contracted around my fingers.

      “Come for me. Come for your Master.”

      I continued to pinch and pull at her nipples as I ruthlessly pumped my fingers in and out of her pussy, rotating my palm against her clit. Tears spilled down her cheeks, and she screamed as her orgasm claimed her.

      Driven by mad possessiveness, I crushed my lips to hers, tasting the flavor of her scream, her surrender to my declaration of ownership. I devoured her, my teeth sinking into her lower lip as I continued to assail her with pain, using it to tether her to me. And to punish her for uttering another man’s name.

      I subjugated her mouth with mine; an act of force and dominance.

      She continued to come, her pussy fluttering around my relentless fingers as she moaned against my lips. I didn’t show any mercy until she shuddered and whined, her sex growing sore and sensitive from my rough treatment.

      I didn’t feel a shred of remorse at how I’d ravaged her untried body. She’d feel the effects of my cruel fingers tomorrow; she’d remember who owned her.

      Even though I withdrew my hands from her pussy and nipples, I couldn’t release her mouth. My kiss slowed, my lips caressing hers with more finesse. She opened for me on a sigh, and I slid my tongue inside to claim her mouth.

      I didn’t free her lips until she was desperate for oxygen. She drew in deep breaths as her head lolled toward the floor, all the strength leaving her sated, conquered body.

      I left her just long enough to get the blunt-tipped shears from my desk, and I quickly cut through the knots that held her aloft. I braced her limp form, easing her into my arms as I lowered her from suspension.

      I pulled her close to my chest, craving her soft heat. The last of my lingering fury faded when she snuggled into me, seeking comfort under the cruel hands that had just tormented her minutes earlier. I stroked her back, murmuring to her in Spanish.

      Then, she tucked her face against me and pressed a kiss to my neck.

      Despite the disgusting words that had spilled from her lips and incited my ire, hope unfurled in my chest. I’d resolved to treat her more gently to earn her devotion, but it seemed my show of savagery had affected her deeply. Samantha would surrender herself to me willingly. It was just a matter of time.
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      I allowed her to sleep in the next day, waiting with her until her present arrived. I wanted to watch her open the gift box, so I could study her reaction when she discovered the comic books. Would she smile for me?

      That could wait until after breakfast. Right now, she didn’t seem pleased with me.

      “Do you have to do that?” she complained as I locked the collar around her throat.

      I chuckled, my good mood immune to her grumbling. “The fact that you still take that tone with me means yes, I definitely have to.” I grasped her hand and pulled her upright. “Go brush your teeth and come back here.”

      “And then you won’t chain me to the bed?” she asked with asperity.

      “With that attitude, of course I will.” I laughed, delighted with her. I remembered the feel of her lips beneath mine, the way she’d kissed my neck when I freed her from my ropes.

      Did she remember what she’d done? Or had she been too drunk on lust to register her actions?

      I decided it didn’t really matter. She’d kissed me as she cried into my chest, and that small show of affection was enough for now.

      She mumbled under her breath as she trudged toward the bathroom, but I couldn’t discern what she was saying. Her obedience was all that mattered, and she complied with my command. Already, she was becoming amenable, despite her flashes of defiance. She hardly noticed her nakedness around me, not bothering to cover herself when I studied her body with open hunger.

      She’d adjust to so much more. She’d be happy here with me, just like I’d promised.

      Then again, her progress might not be as advanced as I thought. The docile woman who’d disappeared into the bathroom suddenly rushed toward me, launching herself at me with a fierce growl.

      Moving on instinct, I dodged her punch and pushed her away with shove to her sternum. She fell back on the bed, cushioned from harm by the mattress. I’d knocked the air from her chest, and I took advantage of the moment it took her to gasp for air. I settled my body over hers, pinning her down with my weight as I grabbed her wrists. I secured them above her head with one hand and grabbed the length of chain attached to the bedpost with the other, locking it to the front of her collar so she was effectively leashed.

      Still, I didn’t release her wrists. When she began to thrash wildly beneath me, I gripped her jaw to still her shaking head.

      “What’s this about?” I demanded.

      “You leave Dex alone,” she shouted, jerking desperately against my hold. “I’ll kill you if you do anything to him. I swear, I’ll kill you.”

      My hand tightened around her jaw, my muscles rippling as wrath gripped me. I thought I’d wiped all other men from her mind when I’d ravaged her last night. Apparently, the lesson hadn’t been effective.

      “I have no interest in this man,” I snarled down at her. “And from now on, neither do you.”

      “But you said Cristian would kill him if he found out,” she squeaked, on the edge of panic.

      I recalled telling her that Cristian would take away everything and everyone she loved in order to break her, making her watch as he destroyed them.

      I love him, she’d slurred about her friend as she dangled in my ropes.

      She’d confessed her feelings for this Dex, and now, she believed I’d hurt him to hurt her. She still thought of me as her sadistic captor, not her Master. She still loved him and feared me.

      “I am not my brother,” I growled, the words so roughened by possessive fury that they were barely discernable. “I won’t torture you or threaten the people you care about to get what I want out of you.” I leaned in closer, so the weight of my glare would bear down on her. I would remind her of her powerlessness against me, that she already belonged to me, whether she wanted to or not. “I don’t need to torture you to get what I want.”

      “And what do you call tying me down and whipping me until I scream?” she shot back. “Is that not torture?”

      My stomach twisted, her words making phantom knives slice through my flesh. “If you knew what torture really was, you wouldn’t have to ask.”

      “And how would you know?” she challenged. “It’s not like you’d ever let anyone whip you until you cried.”

      My hand squeezed her wrists, tethering her to me as horrific memories threatened to spill from the dark corner of my mind where I’d locked them away.

      “You think I don’t cry when I’m hurt? You think I don’t bleed when I’m cut? You think I don’t scream just like any other man in pain? I might not be sane, but I’m still human, Samantha. Don’t talk about things you don’t understand.”

      Her breath caught. “Is that how your face…”

      A feral snarl ripped from my chest, the ferocious sound making her query die in her throat.

      “Don’t talk about things you don’t understand,” I repeated, enunciating every word. “And don’t say your friend’s name ever again. I don’t want you to even think about him. I’m the only man you should be concerned with, the only one you should think about. Your purpose is to serve me, to please me. No one else.”

      “Please.” She winced, her eyes watering “You’re hurting me.”

      I realized my fingers were digging into her cheeks, gripping her with brutal force. I’d lost all semblance of control, and I was on the edge of violence, on the verge of damaging her.

      I released her and pushed to my feet with a curse. I strode to my wardrobe and began to pull on my clothes in jerky movements, rage simmering just under the surface of my skin.

      When I was dressed, I walked toward the bedroom door, not glancing in her direction. I had to get away from her, or I might do something I’d regret. My emotions were roiling, the memories I’d so carefully suppressed rising to the surface. I needed to regain control, and the only way I could think to do that would be to drag her into my training room and whip her until she screamed for mercy.

      That would destroy any chance at establishing trust between us. And in my unstable state, I might accidentally cause her real harm.

      I didn’t want to break my toy.

      That’s all she was to me. She thought of me as her monstrous captor, so that’s what I would be. She didn’t have to willingly surrender to be utterly devoted to me. I could still tame all the fire out of her and turn her into my docile, obedient plaything.

      Contemplating any other course of action had been misguided. Kissing her had been foolish, irrational.

      “Andrés.” The soft, tentative way she said my name almost made my final thread of control snap.

      My thoughts instantly shifted from plans to make her scream in pain. I wanted her to scream my name as I pinned her to the bed and fucked her ruthlessly.

      I stiffened, but I forced myself to keep moving away from her.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      I froze in my tracks. She might have driven me close to madness with her defiance, but her sweet contrition threatened to shatter me. My life had been devoid of tenderness for almost as long as I could remember. When was the last time someone had said “I’m sorry” to me without pissing themselves in fear?

      Samantha wasn’t frightened. I wasn’t threatening her. She offered her apology out of kindness.

      “I got something for you,” I forced out after a few tense seconds. I didn’t look at her. I wasn’t sure what I’d do to her if I looked into her lovely eyes. “It’s on the tray next to your breakfast.”

      “What—?”

      “I’ll see you tonight.” I strode away from her, sparing her from my mercurial mood. If I stayed, I’d consume her. I’d hurt her and fuck her and claim her in every way possible. She would scream and weep, bleeding out more pretty tears for me.

      She would never forgive me, would never trust me.

      I won’t break her. I won’t.
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      By the time I finished my work for the day, I’d managed to bury the turmoil Samantha had incited within me that morning. My mood was still dark, but at least I was stable. I’d regained control by planning every detail of her training tonight. It had been too long since I’d had release. Having her melt in my ropes and come on my hand had left me aching for her, but she hadn’t been ready to serve me in the way I wanted.

      That would change tonight. I’d given Samantha pleasure, but she had to learn that her main purpose was to bring me pleasure.

      My plans were cold, calculated.

      But the ice inside me melted as soon as I stepped into the bedroom. She beamed at me, and the brightness of her joy hit me square in the chest. She held one of the comic books I’d left for her, her fingers barely gripping the edge of the pages, as though it was something precious she didn’t want to damage.

      “Thanks,” she said, the word warm with gratitude.

      I blinked, feeling as though I’d been blinded by the sun. My lips spread wide in a grin of my own. “You are even more beautiful when you smile than I imagined.”

      Her smile faltered. “You’re manipulating me again.”

      The accusation didn’t puncture my satisfaction. “So, you don’t want the comic books?” I teased.

      “No,” she exclaimed, clutching the book closer to her chest like a child clinging to her favorite teddy bear. “I mean, I want them. I um, actually already read all of them. But I’ll read them again,” she added quickly.

      “You read all of them today?”

      “I tried to go slow, but they’re so good.” Her eyes practically rolled back in her head when she said so good, as though she experienced transcendent pleasure while reading. “And I process things really fast. I usually do more than one thing at a time to stay occupied. But this was good,” she hurried on. “Way better than staring at the ceiling.”

      “I’ll have to get you more, then.”

      “You don’t have to get first editions,” she replied, still speaking rapidly. I’d thought it was a nervous tic, but it seemed words tumbled out of her when she was excited, too. I rarely saw anyone express this level of passion about any subject, but she practically bubbled with enthusiasm. She really was adorable.

      “I like newer stuff, too,” she babbled on. “Graphic novels are awesome. Works by Frank Miller and Alan Moore are great.”

      “I’ll get those for you, then,” I told her, my smile remaining fixed in place. It felt strange to hold it for so long without my lips curving in cruel amusement or twisting in an arrogant smirk. Samantha’s levity was infectious. “And more first editions.”

      I’d give her anything she wanted if it made her this happy. The innocence about her I’d found so enchanting went beyond her sexual inexperience. There was something sweet and pure in her, and I craved more of it.

      “But I just said you don’t have to,” she protested, but her eyes still shone with excitement. “I’ve read most of them online, anyway.”

      “But they made you smile. So, you’re getting more. Don’t argue with me, Samantha,” I added sternly before she could protest further. “I’ll put in an order tonight, and they’ll be here in the morning.”

      “How did you get them so fast? These had to be really hard to find.”

      “There was a store in New York that had them in stock. I sent someone to go get them.”

      “But I just told you I was bored last night.”

      I shrugged. “It’s not a long flight.”

      I gaped at him. “You flew someone from Chicago to New York and back again overnight to get me some comic books?”

      “Yes, and it made you smile. So, the fifteen minutes it took me to set it all up was more than worth it.”

      Her joy deflated, her smile melting as her eyes tightened.

      “What’s wrong?” Had I said something to destroy her happiness? Now that I’d experienced her levity, its sudden absence made my stomach drop.

      “I don’t want anything you bought with your Bliss money,” she said quietly.

      My jaw tightened, my pleasure effectively doused. “You’ll get the books anyway,” I declared. I’d promised I’d get them for her, so I would follow through. She’d smile for me again, regardless of her wishes at the moment. She would learn to be happy around me.

      “I won’t read them.” Her stubborn streak resurfaced.

      “That’s your choice. You’ll still have them.”

      I could wait her out. If I left the comic books by the bed and kept her isolated with them, she’d eventually turn to them for entertainment. She’d expressed her misery at being chained up with nothing to occupy her busy mind.

      She glared at me, her clever brain immediately processing my ruthless plan. “You’re trying to manipulate me again. You know I’ll go out of my mind and end up reading them if they’re in here.”

      A ghost of my smile returned. “If you already know this, then why bother fighting me on it?”

      “Because you’re a smug bastard, that’s why.”

      I shook my head at her, but my smile didn’t waver. She’d just given me the excuse to implement the training I’d been plotting for her all day. “I’m going to find a better use for that dirty mouth.”

      I finally closed the distance between us and unlocked the length of chain from the bedpost, but I kept the other end attached to her collar. I gave a gentle tug, urging her to her feet.

      “Come.” She didn’t move immediately, so I applied a little more pressure.

      She eyed me warily, but she had no choice. She got to her feet and began to follow me out of the bedroom. “Where are we going?”

      “What was it you so charmingly called it?” I mused. “Oh, yes.” I shot a wicked smirk at her. “My torture room.”

      She didn’t seem to find the words remotely funny. She stopped in her tracks, refusing to take another step. I kept walking and pulled harder on the chain. She stumbled, fighting me. Her hands fisted around the chain, and she tried to yank it out of my grip.

      My arm barely twitched toward her, despite the fact that she was pulling with all her strength. Her panic made me pause and turn to face her.

      Her chest rose and fell rapidly, as though she’d been wrestling against me for long minutes rather than a few seconds. “I don’t want to go in there,” she said, her voice higher than usual. “I won’t cuss at you again. I won’t.”

      I shook my head, my smirk a touch indulgent. “You will. You can’t seem to help yourself.”

      “I’ll try really hard,” she promised. “Just don’t take me in there. Please.”

      I took a step toward her, intending to soothe her. She flinched away.

      I frowned and pulled on the chain, forcing her body to tumble against mine. She clutched at my shoulders for balance, and I grasped her waist to steady her.

      “This is part of your training,” I told her, keeping my tone even and smooth to calm her. “It will feel good. Not everything in that room is meant to cause you pain.”

      “It scares me,” she admitted on a shaky whisper.

      All my resolutions from the morning to treat her as nothing more than my sex object crumbled away. After witnessing her joy, her terror made something tighten in my gut. I wanted her to trust me implicitly. I wanted her to willingly follow me into my playroom and submit to her training.

      I leaned into her and softly pressed my lips against hers. I intended to be gentle with her this time, since she was spooked.

      But then, she tried to pull away. I curved my hand around the back of her head and locked her in place, slanting my mouth over hers so she had no choice but to shape her lips to mine.

      Unlike the savage way I’d claimed her mouth while she’d been suspended, this kiss was deliberate: a slow, thorough seduction.

      Her body softened, and her fingernails dug into my shoulders, clinging to me. I growled my approval and nipped at her lower lip, demanding that she open for me. Her lips parted, and her tongue tangled with mine. I kissed her, long and deep, until her knees sagged and she meekly accepted my claim, giving me full control of her mouth.

      I finally pulled away, satisfied that she was ready to accept more of me in that pretty mouth. My cock was rock hard against her hip, straining toward her in anticipation of those soft lips wrapping around my shaft, her tongue caressing my length.

      She gasped for air, her body melded to mine. I supported her with my arm around her lower back, so she was sure to feel my desire for her pressing into her soft flesh.

      “Are you still scared?” I asked, running my fingers through her hair.

      Warmth flooded my chest when she leaned into my touch. “No.”

      “I promise this isn’t going to hurt,” I reassured her. “Only pleasure today.”

      A little wrinkle creased her brow. “But I cussed at you. I called you a bastard.”

      “I heard you the first time,” I said drily. “We’re going to train your mouth. From now on, every time you curse at me, you’re going to make it up to me by using your tongue another way.”

      She trembled in my arms, fear stirring in her pale eyes. “I don’t… I haven’t ever…”

      I continued to stroke her hair, quieting her. “I know you haven’t. I’m going to teach you. And I’ll make it feel good for you, so you associate my cock in your mouth with pleasure.”

      “You’re trying to condition me again.” I wasn’t sure if her voice shook from trepidation or tentative anticipation. “I don’t like when you do that.”

      “You’ll like this.” I skimmed my hand over her bottom before dipping between her legs. My fingers played through her soft folds, stimulating her until she began to grow slick in response.

      “Did you know your body is capable of having multiple orgasms?” I asked as I played with her. “I wonder how many you’ll have before you can’t take any more.”

      “Please…”

      “Please make you come?” The question lilted with arrogant mockery. “Not yet, sirenita. You have to come into my playroom first.”

      “It’s a torture room,” she countered, but the contradiction came out huskily.

      “It’s where I play with my fucktoy. That makes it my playroom.” That had been true with the other women I’d trained. With Samantha, I wasn’t so sure. I wanted her to please me sexually and serve me eagerly, but that didn’t feel like enough from her. I craved more.

      Then, her wetness coated my hand in response to the crass word. It seemed a dark, secret part of her enjoyed the idea of servicing me.

      “I’m not your fucktoy,” she tried to deny me.

      “It’s not an insult, so there’s no need to look so spiteful.” My tone deepened, so the words would reach inside her and touch the devious little part of her soul that had her soaking wet. “You’re my toy, my plaything, my pet. And you love when I play with you and pet you. See? You’re creaming all over my hand.”

      Her breathing stuttered. “Just because my body feels one way about it doesn’t mean I like it.”

      “Don’t lie, cosita.” I understood her a little better now. “You wouldn’t have watched all that kinky porn if you didn’t like it. If you didn’t long for it.”

      “I longed for…I don’t want this with you.”

      More lies.

      “Then why am I the only man who’s ever touched you? You were so skittish at first. Do you really think you would have found pleasure with someone else? They wouldn’t have understood how to handle you. Not like I do. You need a firm hand.”

      “I don’t,” she protested weakly.

      I brushed a kiss over her lips. Her head tipped back in response, accepting me.

      “No more lies,” I murmured, my lips brushing hers

      Her pride was telling her to argue, so I’d relieve her of that impulse. “You don’t have permission to speak. I’m not going to gag you, but know that there will be other consequences if you defy me. The next time you use your mouth, it will be to suck my cock. Once I come down your throat, you’ll be allowed to talk again.”

      She gaped at me, and I traced her parted lips with my fingertips.

      “Just like that,” I said with satisfaction. “I’m not going to force your mouth, but you will accept me before we leave the playroom.”

      She shook her head in denial, but she didn’t utter a word. My satisfaction with her easy compliance faded when her eyes began to slide out of focus. I recognized the signs that she was about to shut down on me, the way she had when I’d touched her pussy for the first time.

      I threaded my fingers through her hair, tugging slightly. “Cosita,” I called her back to me. “Don’t be afraid.” I spoke sternly, commanding her attention. “This is new for you, but I’ll guide you through it. You’re safe with me.”

      Her full attention focused on me, the same way she’d looked at me when I bound her in rope: like I was the only thing in her world.

      Something expanded in my chest as she nodded her agreement, obeying my order for silence. Taking away her ability to speak seemed to calm her in a way any demonstration of force couldn’t. I could spank her ass red until she stopped arguing with me, but that left her humiliated and chastised, even if it did arouse her.

      When I gagged her, she was able to let go of her panic and her pride. She couldn’t argue, because she didn’t have the option. Now, a simple order for her silence effectively muzzled her. It could be the result of successful training, but I suspected it also brought her peace from her runaway mouth. Samantha found secret release in this aspect of submitting to my control.

      When I finally released her and began to lead her toward the playroom, she followed meekly in my wake, all earlier terror melted away.

      I opened the door and flipped on the lights. She shuddered and took a step back, her eyes fixing on the spanking bench. Maybe I’d made a mistake in pushing her so hard for her first punishment. It was time to teach her to crave being brought into my playroom.

      “No, cosita,” I chided her for her hesitance and wrapped my arm around my waist, guiding her forward. “We’re not using the bench today,” I promised, leading her farther into the room. I pointed at the black, curved device that was built for her to straddle while on her knees. “Do you know what this is? You have my permission to speak.”

      “A Sybian,” she answered immediately.

      Satisfaction curved my lips. “Such a clever, kinky virgin.”

      “But I can’t…” Her cheeks flushed crimson. “There’s not a dildo attached.”

      My little virgin had certainly done her research. How depraved was the pornography that she preferred? Probably not half as perverted as the things I planned to do to her.

      “My fingers and my cock will stretch your tight little pussy before I put anything else inside you. The vibrations will be strong enough that you’ll feel it everywhere. Your clit, your pussy, your ass. I don’t need to fill you with a fake cock to make you scream in pleasure.”

      She swallowed, her cheeks glowing brighter. “That… That sounds…intense.”

      Her gaze fell to my erection, which was clearly visible through my slacks. Our kiss had aroused me, and anticipation of her hot, untried mouth around my cock kept me hard.

      “I won’t be able to fit… It won’t fit,” she mumbled, staring at the bulge.

      I smothered my amusement. I didn’t want her to think I was laughing at her inexperience, but I did find her embarrassment adorable. Such a kinky girl to be so shy about saying the word cock.

      “We’ll go slow,” I told her. “You can take me. You will learn.”

      Her chin lifted slightly. “And if I say no?”

      I met her challenge with a level stare. “Are you saying no?”

      “I… I’m nervous. I mean, you’re so big. And I’ve never… I don’t know…”

      I captured her lips with mine before her nerves could overwhelm her. The kiss lasted for several minutes, until I was certain her mind had quieted. The anxious tension eased from her slender frame, and I allowed her space to breathe.

      “You don’t have to talk anymore,” I murmured, my lips brushing her cheek in a feather-light kiss. “It’s okay to be nervous. I’ll be right here to tell you what to do.”

      She nodded, her crystalline eyes shining with relief.

      I grasped her upper arms, guiding her down so she straddled the Sybian. “On your knees.”

      She moved with uncharacteristic grace, her body supple as I positioned her where I wanted her.

      “So beautiful,” I praised as she settled down onto the machine. The sight of her on her knees before me made my cock throb. She’d never been more alluring, not even suspended in my ropes. Her eyes were clear of fear or worry; she simply looked up at me, waiting for what I would tell her to do next. Her serene expression could almost be mistaken for one of absolute trust.

      She didn’t trust me. Not fully. Not yet.

      I didn’t think she’d try to rise up off the Sybian once I turned it on, but after her first orgasm, she might try to squirm away for relief from the relentless sensations. Flooding her system with ecstasy was a key component in my plan. After this session, her pussy would grow wet at just the thought of my cock in her mouth.

      I strapped her down on the machine, so she couldn’t escape the stimulation. When her ankles were cuffed and locked in place, I secured her arms above her head. Another pair of cuffs dangled from a chain bolted into the ceiling. It only took a few seconds to buckle them around her wrists, effectively shackling her in place for erotic torment.

      She didn’t struggle or protest. If anything, she seemed curious, her sky-blue eyes watching me as I locked her where I wanted her.

      Was she interested in the effects of the Sybian after watching her porn? Or was she secretly curious about what it would be like to taste my cock?

      The idea didn’t seem to disgust her. If anything, her nervousness about taking me in her mouth had pertained to her physical ability to accept all of me. She’d been embarrassed about her inexperience.

      I would thoroughly enjoy teaching her how to bring me pleasure.

      Keeping her locked in my gaze, I reached into my pocket and pressed the button on the small remote that controlled the Sybian.

      “Oh!” She let out the cutest little cry when the machine began to rumble beneath her. Her shocked expression quickly turned to one of bliss.

      I smirked and pulled the remote from my pocket, so she could see that I controlled her stimulation. “You like your new toy, gatita?”

      She moaned and nodded, remaining nonverbal. She didn’t have to use words to communicate, not when she was in my power. Her only concern was to submit to whatever I wanted to do to her. She made the sexiest little sounds when she couldn’t speak.

      I stroked her cheek, communicating my pleasure with her. “Greedy girl. I want you to keep count of how many orgasms you have. Can you do that for me?”

      She swallowed and nodded again. Moving almost tentatively, she rocked forward slightly so she could press her clit against the vibrating machine. Her lashes fluttered, and she rolled her hips, obviously enjoying the sensations against her pussy and ass. Once she started, she couldn’t seem to help herself. I watched her grind against the Sybian, my own unfulfilled lust tormenting me.

      “You’re going to be so beautiful when you’re riding my cock like that,” I said, my voice rough with need. I traced the line of her parted lips with my thumb. She didn’t turn her face away, so I applied pressure, slipping inside her mouth.

      I rubbed my thumb against the tip of her tongue, stimulating her nerve endings. Her body was primed for sexual pleasure, so I stopped rubbing to test her. She groaned and immediately licked my thumb, seeking more sensation. I started to gently pump in and out of her mouth, pushing a little farther each time. When I neared the back of her tongue, I applied pressure. Her throat contracted, but I didn’t let up. She adjusted quickly, learning to breathe through her nose and suppress her gag reflex.

      “Good girl,” I ground out, desire consuming me. She’d worried that she wouldn’t be able to accept my full length, but I’d been right in saying she’d be able to take me.

      I kept my thumb deep in her mouth, and she continued licking me. She rocked against the Sybian, her tongue moving against my finger almost frantically as she neared completion. Her gaze dropped to my erection, and she let out a needy little whine.

      Rewarding her, I reached down with my free hand and pinched her nipples. “Come for me.”

      She didn’t take her eyes off my cock as she screamed out her orgasm. I resumed stroking in and out of her mouth. Her lips clamped down on my thumb, as though desperate to keep me inside. She licked it like her favorite candy, her ecstatic moan vibrating on her tongue.

      I pulled my thumb away, and she whimpered her disappointment.

      “Don’t forget to count for me,” I reminded her as I turned off the machine.

      She remained silent, her eyes lifting to mine. She stared up at me, appearing almost entranced. Her lovely eyes were dark with lust, her mouth open and waiting for more.

      A low laugh rumbled from my chest as arrogant pleasure rolled through me. She didn’t find the sight of my face horrifying, as she had in the beginning. Instead, she regarded me with open fascination. I was the first to introduce her to this bliss, the first to show her what her body was capable of.

      I would give her pleasure, but I also intended to take, to claim.

      “You were supposed to count your orgasms,” I prompted.

      She blinked, dazed. “What? Oh. One.”

      “That’s not nearly enough for my greedy gatita, is it? I want more, too.”

      I turned the machine on again. As soon as the vibrations started, her gaze riveted on my erection again. Her body was already responding to my conditioning: focusing on my cock earned her an orgasm.

      She licked her lips, seeking more stimulation against her tongue.

      “You want to see me?” I asked roughly.

      She nodded and rolled her hips, resuming her grinding motion at the thought of looking at my dick.

      A feral sound slipped through my teeth, and I unbuckled my belt, almost fumbling in my hurry to free myself from my slacks.

      Her eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. She scooted back a little, as though startled. This wasn’t the first time she’d seen me, but the view from her kneeling position would be different for her. More overwhelming.

      The fact that she found my size intimidating, despite her obvious hunger, took me to the edge. I fisted the base of my shaft and squeezed, staving off my need to come on her face.

      “You’re going to make me lose control,” I growled. “Do you have any idea how delicious you are? So innocent and nervous about pleasing me.” I touched two fingers beneath her chin, lifting her face. “You do please me, Samantha. Very much.”

      Her lips curved up at the corners, her spine straightening as she basked in my praise. I trailed my fingers over her soft cheek. “You’re perfect. So pretty with your body bound and shaking for me. Do you want to come again?”

      “Yes,” she gasped, rolling her hips against the machine.

      “You can come when you kiss my cock. Show me how much you want to come. Show me how much you want me.” I ground out the command. I needed her to want me, to crave me.

      She pressed her lips to my cockhead in a kiss that would have been chaste if it weren’t for the lewdness of the act. A little needy sound slipped from her when my pre-cum painted her mouth.

      “Come,” I commanded, triggering her orgasm in time with her lips touching my cock. I pinched her nipples in the way I was learning she liked, giving her just the right amount of pain to push her over the edge.

      She shrieked out her ecstasy, and I rubbed my cock over her parted lips, stimulating her mouth as the Sybian stimulated her cunt.

      She started to come down from her orgasm, panting against my shaft as she became overly sensitive. I didn’t turn off the machine this time. She didn’t get another reprieve. She’d come over and over again, until I decided I was satisfied and came down her throat.

      “Please,” she begged for mercy, her legs trembling. “It’s too much.”

      “Count,” I demanded.

      “Two,” she whined, squirming on the machine. My restraints kept her locked in place, helpless to escape the sensations I inflicted upon her.

      I released her nipples and twined her flame-red hair around my fist. “You’re going to have another one. You’re going to cry out in pleasure while your mouth is full of my cock. I want to feel you scream.”

      She shuddered, and her squirming regulated to a steady rocking motion as she rolled her hips against the Sybian. My filthy words had eased her discomfort, reigniting her lust.

      “Taste me,” I ordered. “You can come as many times as you want.”

      She flicked her tongue against my cockhead, making teasing contact. I hissed in sharp breath through gritted teeth. “More.”

      She obeyed, exploring me with her tongue. There was nothing tentative or shy about the way she tasted me, learning the feel and flavor of my cock.

      “Very good. Just like that.” I dimly noted that my accented words were barely discernable, but she seemed to understand the encouragement.

      She pressed her tongue flat beneath my shaft, and another orgasm rolled through her body, incited by my rough praise. Samantha was enjoying pleasing me. Training her to love sucking my cock was even easier than I’d thought it would be.

      And more erotic than I could have imagined.

      She started licking my length as she quivered from bliss. I bit out a curse as my own pleasure crested in response. I ruthlessly suppressed it.

      “How many?” I demanded as she came down from her peak.

      “Hmmm?” she hummed, her lips vibrating against me.

      My fingers tightened in her hair, as though that would help me cling on to my control. She was getting saucy with me. My kinky virgin was beginning to understand the unique power a woman on her knees could possess: the power to make a man come undone.

      I’d train that idea out of her before it could take root.

      “You know, gatita. Don’t toy with me,” I rebuked. “How many?”

      “Three,” she sighed, rubbing her cheek against me apologetically.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged. “Worship my cock. Just like that.”

      She rubbed her lips down my shaft, but the light contact wasn’t enough for me anymore. I needed to feel the wet heat of her mouth around my dick.

      “Suck me.”

      She opened her mouth on my command, stroking my length with her tongue as I slid inside. My eager girl tried to lean forward to take me deeper, but I stopped her with my grip on her hair.

      “Slowly, sirenita,” I corrected her.

      I held her in place and eased back, until only my cockhead remained between her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, her eyes lifting to mine. The sight of my innocent captive staring up at me with my cock in her mouth filled me with savage satisfaction. An almost vicious sound tore from my chest, and her lithe body shuddered as she came again. She screamed against me, the vibrations around my cock driving me to madness.

      I thrust forward, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, and I pulled back so she could breathe. Her reaction wasn’t going to stop me. I wasn’t going to go easy on her this first time. I couldn’t. Not with her wide doe eyes locked under my hungry gaze, her innocence tempting and tormenting me. I wanted to ruin her, defile her. Mark her with my cum.

      “Relax,” I growled. “I’m going to come down your throat.”

      She moaned, the only sound she was capable of with my shaft filling her mouth. I slid into her again, and she suppressed her gag reflex.

      “Good girl.” I eased my hold on her hair and massaged her scalp as I pushed into her throat.

      My orgasm slammed into me, and I released my pleasure on a feral roar. I held myself deep inside her mouth for a moment before pulling back, coating her tongue with my cum.

      “Swallow,” I snarled. “Take everything I give you.”

      I wasn’t sure if it was the sight of my completion, the taste of my cum, or my crass orders that made her come apart again. As she swallowed my seed, she shuddered and tensed, moaning against my cock. I pulled free from her lips, but her hungry tongue followed, licking me clean as the last of my high faded.

      I ran my fingers through her hair, murmuring words of praise. I slipped into Spanish, but she seemed too lost to care what I was saying, anyway.

      Finally, I pulled away from her and turned off the Sybian. She collapsed in exhaustion, and I had to support her as I freed her wrists from the cuffs. I dropped down on one knee and claimed her mouth. The salty tang of my own release mingled with her unique flavor, an intoxicating cocktail. I didn’t mind tasting myself on her. It felt right to mark her this way, to spill my seed between her lips as she eagerly accepted everything I gave her.

      After a while, I freed her from my kiss and uncuffed her ankles. When she was no longer bound, I lifted her in my arms, holding her close. I loved the feel of her pressed up against my chest, her cheek resting against me as though she felt perfectly safe and content there.

      “How many times did you come?” I asked as I carried her out of the playroom.

      “Oh. Um…like, five? Maybe?”

      I chuckled. My kitten was very cute when she was sleepy, especially after an orgasm. I didn’t even think about punishing her for forgetting to count them.

      She let out a happy sigh and snuggled into my chest. Our training session had been far more successful than I could have hoped for.
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      Over the last week, Samantha had been very well behaved. She hadn’t begged me to fuck her yet, but I was content to wait for that a while longer. She was becoming highly skilled at sucking my cock, and I kept her drunk on pleasure, as well. It hadn’t taken me long to learn exactly how she liked to be stroked and pinched.

      When she got too sassy, a sound spanking was enough to correct her. I hadn’t taken her back into the playroom, even though the idea of whipping her appealed to me.

      But she’d become so terrified after our first punishment session that I couldn’t bring myself to push her that hard again. I’d resolved to earn her willing submission, and she wouldn’t surrender herself to me if I hurt her without cause. If she earned another whipping, she’d get one. Otherwise, I was content with her progress.

      She allowed me to feed her and bathe her without complaint, and she snuggled close to me in the night. She hardly even complained about being kept chained to my bed anymore. She was settling into acceptance of our routine, and I always made sure to leave her with new reading material. I didn’t want my clever Samantha to get bored in my absence. I liked her smile too much to make her sad. Besides, she was much more cooperative when she was in a good mood.

      Things had been going so smoothly, I hadn’t realized we were halfway to Cristian’s deadline until he summoned me to a meeting. I tried to ignore the nauseating churning in my gut as I rode my elevator down to the basement. Cristian only ever wanted to meet me here if he had gruesome plans or he wanted to bait me. Or both.

      He didn’t order me to bring Samantha, I reassured myself for the dozenth time. If he intended to torture someone, at least it wouldn’t be her.

      I’d sworn I wouldn’t allow him to touch her ever again, but my brother was as smart as he was sadistic. And he controlled a small army of men. If he really wanted to take my pretty captive from me, he’d find a way to do it. I’d fight for her, I’d bleed for her, but I knew the reality of the situation.

      “Hermanito,” he greeted me when the elevator doors opened, his voice devoid of any brotherly warmth. “It’s good to see you.”

      The only seating in the concrete room was a rigid metal chair, where Cristian liked to restrain his victims. That, or he chained their wrists and hung them from the ceiling, so his knife had better access to all parts of the body.

      I barely looked at the chair. Sitting on it was out of the question.

      I strode into the room, as though the pervasive smell of damp, blood, and piss didn’t make my stomach turn. I stopped several feet away from my brother, keeping a careful distance between us. I could feel his bodyguards flanking me. Their nearness at my back set my teeth on edge.

      “What do you want?” I demanded. I wouldn’t play into his sick game. He could say whatever he needed to say, and then I’d leave. Maybe I’d go back to Samantha for a little while, even though it wasn’t even midday yet. Burying my cock in her hot mouth would clear the chill from my bones.

      “I want to check in on Samantha Browning’s progress. How is your new toy? Have you broken her in yet?”

      “You said three weeks,” I reminded him, keeping my voice as even as I could manage.

      He stroked his chin, pretending to consider something. I knew from years of experience that this was something he feigned when he’d already specifically devised how to provoke me.

      “Hmmm. I did say that, didn’t I? It just that I’ve been thinking. If you’re not making progress with her, I have a strategy of my own to make her cooperate.”

      I tamped down my possessive rage, bit back the furious declaration that she belonged to me, not him.

      That was exactly what he wanted from me. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.

      His brows rose. “Aren’t you interested in my idea? If you’re not making headway, I’m happy to work on her myself.”

      “I won’t let you mutilate her,” I snapped before I could stop myself.

      A slow, icy grin spread over his face. “I have no intention of cutting her up,” he said in a soothing tone, as though trying to placate me. “I’m going to dose her with Bliss.”

      “You won’t touch her,” I growled and took a step toward him. I felt the guards shadow my movement, and I forced myself to freeze before I did something stupid. If Cristian managed to neutralize me, I couldn’t protect Samantha.

      His smile curved with malice. “You misunderstand me. I have no intention of touching her. The opposite, in fact. I’ll chain her down, dose her with Bliss, and watch her scream and beg for me to fuck her. Have you ever seen what the drug does when the user doesn’t get release? I’ve broken in a few of my more reluctant whores with one dose. They’ll do anything to avoid experiencing that pain again. And I don’t even have to bring out my knife. Not a drop of blood spilled or a single scar left behind.”

      Nausea curled up my throat as he spoke. I swallowed it down and clenched my jaw to hold in my tirade. Cristian was toying with me. He didn’t intend to follow through.

      “I’m sure it wouldn’t take three weeks for Samantha to break under that kind of pressure. The only complication is that might shatter her mind completely, and then, she wouldn’t be useful to me. So, little brother. I’ll leave her with you for a while longer, until she’s ready to work for me. I need her brain intact when you give her back to me.”

      “Samantha belongs to me,” I snarled, my fingers curling to fists at my sides. “I’m keeping her.”

      Cristian held up his hands in a false show of contrition. “Fine. Keep her. She’s not much to look at, so if you want to fuck her, that’s fine with me. I know you don’t have many other options, and it’s not like she can say no.” He smirked as his gaze lingered on my ruined face.

      I had to leave before I tried to tear him apart. I knew I was physically capable of it. My brother wasn’t a small man, but I was much bigger.

      But I knew better than to challenge him. If I did, he’d find a way to punish me, and I’d already shown my hand when it came to my obsession with Samantha. If Cristian wanted to hurt me, he’d use her to do it.

      “Message received,” I ground out. “You said three weeks. She’ll be ready.”

      His smirk remained fixed in place, his black eyes glittering under the spare yellow lightbulb. “I think you understand what will happen to her if she’s not. You can go.”

      I turned and walked stiffly back to the elevator, trying not to breathe in the stench that surrounded me. My senses were on high alert, and everything about this room made me want to vomit. Images of my sweet Samantha strung up for my brother’s sadistic torment flickered at the edges of my mind. I tried to shove them away, but they began to blend with my own memories of blood and screams and shame.

      As soon as I stepped into the elevator and the doors closed, I sucked in a deep breath. I tasted a coppery tang on my tongue, and I realized I’d bitten the inside of my cheek.

      I shook my head to clear away the memories and focused on thoughts of Samantha.

      Yes, she was what I needed right now. I wanted to make her scream for me. Not my brother.

      She would tremble and cry. Her pale skin would turn red under my whip.

      The elevator finally stopped, granting me entry to my penthouse. I stormed into the bedroom, but she didn’t so much as glance up from her graphic novel.

      I didn’t hesitate to harness her full attention.

      I hooked my fingers through the back of her collar, drawing it tight against her throat as I gripped it at her nape.

      “Andrés,” she gasped, jerking in surprise. “What are you doing here?”

      I didn’t respond. I didn’t have to explain myself to my fucktoy. Instead, I focused on unlocking the chain at the front of her collar. When she was free, I tossed her over my shoulder.

      “Put me down!” The fact that she thought she could still make demands just proved how poorly I’d been handling her. I’d indulged in a fantasy where I could have all of her, not just a devoted slave. It was past time that she learned her role in this relationship. Her obedience to my will was all that would save her from my brother.

      I slapped her thigh with more force than usual, ignoring her indignant squeal as I carried her into the playroom.

      She squirmed in my hold. “I didn’t do anything wrong,” she protested, her voice high with mounting fear.

      Good. I wanted her fear. I wanted her tears.

      I wanted her completely under my control.

      She beat her fists against my lower back, but her blows felt like little more than a massage. When that accomplished nothing, she thrashed, desperate to fight her way free. “No! Please.”

      She’d beg a lot more before I was finished with her. She’d scream for mercy until she couldn’t form the words to plead with me.

      I’d show her who was Master and who was slave. I’d treated her with too much affection, and she’d become spoiled.

      I manhandled her down onto the spanking bench, positioning her with ruthless force. I teetered on the edge of violence, and only the knowledge that I was about to extract her pain with my whip kept me from bruising her with my hands as I strapped her in place.

      “What did I do wrong?” she sobbed. “I didn’t do anything. I didn’t. Please.”

      Once she was fully bound beneath me, I paused to stare down at my captive, my possession. She really was lovely. Her eyes were sparkling with fear, her trapped body trembling. All for me.

      I drew in a deep, shuddering breath, and the jagged edges of my dark thoughts smoothed slightly. Touching the leather restraints that pinned her in place grounded me. She was in my power.

      I brushed my fingertips over the warm wetness spilling down her cheek. She tried to turn her face away, but there was nowhere for her to go. She couldn’t escape me.

      “Please,” she whispered. “I promise I didn’t do anything wrong. Don’t hurt me.”

      “I’m not going to hurt you.” The promise tumbled out before I really thought about it, my desire to soothe her automatic. “Much," I amended.

      Her tears fell in thick streams, running over the backs of my fingers.

      “Hush now,” I cajoled, stroking her shaking body. “This isn’t a punishment.”

      “But you’re angry,” she said tremulously. “You’re going to hurt me.”

      “I’m not angry with you. My brother…”

      She winced, and I realized my fingers had firmed on her skin, pressing too hard.

      I didn’t want to talk about Cristian. I wouldn’t tell her the horrific torture he had planned for her if I didn’t succeed in bending her to my will.

      I drew in another breath and resumed petting her, treating her gently now that I had her bound and at my mercy. “I need to accelerate your training. My brother is not a patient man.”

      She tensed, so I shifted my attention to her silky hair, running my fingers through it in the way she liked. When I did this in our bed, she practically purred. It would work to calm her now. She didn’t need to fear Cristian when I was here to keep her safe.

      “I’ll protect you,” I promised. “But I’ve been too indulgent with you. You must learn your place.”

      “So, you’re going to beat me,” she said in soft accusation.

      “I’m going to train you,” I countered. “You will experience a little pain, but you will enjoy it. I know you will. You like your spankings. You’ll like this, too.”

      She might not have recognized the peace in her surrender after the first time I’d whipped her, but she understood submission a little better now. She’d come to learn that there was release in pain.

      “I don’t want you to flog me again,” she whispered.

      That was exactly what I intended to do. I just needed her to settle first. “I don’t want you to be scared of me, cosita.”

      “I thought you like it when I’m frightened,” she said bitterly.

      The moment soured slightly, and for some reason, I found it difficult to meet her eye. “That doesn’t mean I want you to fear me. But yes, a part of me likes your fear.”

      “Please, let me up,” she begged. “You don’t have to do this.”

      I focused on her again, imposing my will on her. “Yes, I do. It’s for your own good.”

      I cupped her nape, squeezing her neck slightly to ground her in my control. She didn’t need to worry about what was going to happen, because she was powerless to stop me. All she could do was submit.

      “You’ll like this.” There was a ring of command in the words. She would enjoy it. I would train her to love my whip. “You’ll see. You have to trust me.”

      She’d looked at me with something close to trust before; when I’d suspended her the first time, and when I taught her how to suck my cock.

      This time, her eyes didn’t focus on me as though I was the center of her world. They clouded over, as though she wasn’t seeing me at all. Her skin pebbled, and she shuddered violently as her teeth began to chatter.

      I dropped to my knees beside her, peering into her face. She was staring straight ahead, but she wasn’t looking at me. My stomach twisted, the nausea that had gripped me in the basement returning. Something deep in my chest squeezed to the point of pain.

      “Samantha,” I rasped. “You’re okay. You’re safe with me.”

      “I’m not,” she said, her voice hitching. “I’m scared. You’re scaring me. And you like it.”

      “I don’t.” My own voice wavered as my gut churned. “Not like this. Please. Don’t be afraid.”

      “I don’t want to be in here,” she whispered.

      “All right, cosita. It’s all right. You’re safe.”

      I started murmuring to her in Spanish, not really paying attention to what I was saying. All I wanted was to soothe her. I wanted her to look at me again. I wanted her to smile.

      Her skin was too cold beneath my hands as I unbuckled the straps that held her down. When she was free, I cuddled her close, trying to lend her some of my body heat.

      The squeezing sensation in my chest eased slightly when she tucked her face against me and curled her fingers into my shirt, clinging to me as she sobbed in relief.

      I carried her back into the bedroom and settled down on the edge of the bed, holding her in my lap. She remained chilled, so I rubbed my hands all over her body, until her goose bumps began to subside.

      I was still talking to her in my native tongue, a few unbidden apologies slipping in between the words meant to comfort.

      Finally, she blinked and looked up at me.

      The last of the tension left my chest on a heavy exhale. I pressed my lips against her forehead in a tender kiss. “I was worried about you.” My arms tightened around her, holding her closer. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “You did,” she countered quietly. “You wanted to see me cry. You wanted to hear me scream.”

      My eyes dropped from hers again. Something burned in my stomach. It felt a little like shame. “I do want those things from you, Samantha,” I admitted. “But not like this. I won’t break you. I won’t.” I was barely aware that I spoke the last aloud.

      “I don’t want this,” she said, her voice small. “I don’t want to be here. I don’t want to be tamed. I don’t want to work for your brother.”

      My gaze snapped back to her face. She would stay here with me. She would be tamed.

      And she would work for my brother.

      “You don’t have a choice in that,” I said, still unwilling to tell her Cristian’s terrible plans for her if I failed. “Neither of us do,” I added bitterly, more words dropping from my lips without thought.

      Her brows drew together. “What do you mean?”

      Instead of answering her, I crushed my lips to hers. She parted for me on a surprised gasp, and my tongue surged inside her mouth, desperate to taste her. My kiss was hard, demanding. I didn’t relent until she finally softened against me, her creamy skin flushing with warmth.

      Samantha was safe in my arms. Safe from my brother, and safe from my darker urges.
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      I resolved to stay with Samantha for the rest of the day. After her panic, I needed to know that she was content and calm.

      She seemed much happier now, snuggled up against my side as I read her graphic novel along with her. I had to admit that Watchmen was intriguing, but it mostly captivated my attention because she was enamored with the story. I wanted to understand her better, to ease her transition into her new life with me.

      I never wanted to see her mindless with terror again, especially not at my hands.

      I realized I’d been turning the pages, reading at my own pace instead of accommodating her. I glanced down at her to assess her mood, hoping she wasn’t falling into listlessness after the intense scene in the playroom.

      She was staring up at me, her eyes scanning my face.

      “Am I more interesting than your superheroes?” I asked, ruffling her hair.

      “Anti-heroes,” she corrected me. “Well, some of them, anyway. That’s what makes them interesting.”

      “Then why are you looking at me?”

      She shrugged. “I already read it. I know the story.”

      I set the book aside. “Then I’ll get you a different one. I don’t want you to be bored.”

      “I’m not. You can keep reading it.”

      My smile twisted. “I don’t want to read right now. Not when you’re watching me like that, my curious gatita.” I took her hand and pressed it against my growing erection.

      Her pupils dilated, and her cheeks flushed pink as her own arousal rose in response. I’d conditioned her well, and she reacted to my needs beautifully.

      I gripped her waist and shifted her body off mine. “On your hands and knees.”

      She didn’t hesitate to comply. There was something different about her now; something had shifted between us in the last few hours. She was softer, sweeter. Almost needy in the way she stared at me, waiting for my next command.

      I traced the line of her spine, communicating my pleasure with her. “You are so beautiful,” I murmured. “Stay.”

      She let out a little sigh as I stepped away, but she didn’t move from her position. If anything, she seemed to relax into her submissive pose, her head dropping forward as her ass lifted in offering to me.

      It only took me a minute to go to the chest of drawers and retrieve the items I wanted, but that short time of separation seemed to trouble her. By the time I returned, fresh tension had gripped her body, even though she remained still and compliant.

      “Settle, cosita.” I smoothed my hand down her back, and she relaxed instantly. “I’m not going to restrain you, so you’re going to have to be very good for me.” Her head dipped forward again, exposing her nape to me, making her fully vulnerable. “Just like that,” I approved.

      “I want you to trust me,” I confessed. After her bout of horror, I never wanted her to look at me like that again: like I was the villain, the monster.

      “So, I’m going to trust you, too,” I continued. “I’m going to trust you to stay in position for me. I wanted to tie you down so you wouldn’t be able to move away from me. It’s safer for you if you stay still. That way, I won’t inflict pain unintentionally.”

      I anticipated her renewed tension at the mention of pain, and I shushed her before anxiety could grip her. “You’ll like this. I’ll make sure you do, I promise. But you have to trust me. Can you do that for me?” The question was edged with strain. Her response was everything to me. I craved her affirmation.

      She remained silent for agonizing seconds. I could simply restrain her and whip her, regardless of her wishes. But that would be a hollow victory. My control wouldn’t be real if I used force against her. Her submission wouldn’t be real.

      Finally, she spoke. “Yes. I can trust you.”

      Warmth expanded in my chest, and my lips split in a wide grin. My pleasure was more than twisted satisfaction at her capitulation; this was unadulterated joy. It felt strange and hot and bright, and I quickly became intoxicated by the foreign emotion. No one had ever made me feel like this. It made me crave her all the more. This was what I wanted from her: this sweet perfection.

      My touch eased down her back, over the curve of her bottom, before tracing the line of her soft folds. She moaned and pushed back, welcoming me to press inside. I slowly penetrated her tight channel with my fingers. Her body began to rock slightly, so I pumped in and out of her to stimulate her in the way she liked.

      While she fell into lust, I picked up the lubed anal plug that I’d prepared and placed on the nightstand. She didn’t seem to have noticed it, but it certainly got her attention when I pressed it against her virgin asshole.

      She stilled and stared back at me, her pretty features slack with surprise.

      “Trust me,” I urged. “This will feel good.”

      I withdrew my fingers from her sheath so I could play with her clit, distracting her from the discomfort of the unyielding red plug pressing against her puckered bud. As I traced teasing circles around her hard clit, her tight ring of muscles eased. The plug slipped inside, barely penetrating her. I worked it in slowly, careful not to damage her as I stretched her tight hole. I wanted her to associate this with pleasure, not pain.

      She surrendered her most vulnerable area to me, flowering open and accepting the intrusion of the plug. Little moans and panting noises filled the bedroom, soft sounds of perverted desire and sweet submission.

      When the plug entered her at its widest point, she whined in discomfort. I rubbed her clit more firmly, not easing the pressure. She’d learn to take much larger plugs than this during the course of her training.

      “Almost there,” I assured her. “You’re doing so well. You’re going to love taking my cock in your ass, once you’re properly prepared.”

      The plug sank all the way inside her, stretching her in a way she’d never experienced. She continued to draw in panting breaths as she struggled to adjust to the intrusion.

      Keeping my thumb on her clit, I dipped my forefinger back into her wet cunt. She groaned as I slid into her sheath, filling her up in both virgin holes. Her muscles contracted around my finger, and I knew she was about to orgasm.

      “Come for me.” I increased the pressure of my thumb on her clit as I found the sweet spot at the front of her inner walls. She shattered on a shriek, her body clamping down on my finger. I bit back a groan as my own desire crested. I could hardly imagine the ecstasy I’d experience if her hot little pussy squeezed my dick so tightly.

      I didn’t relent until she gasped against the sheets, struggling to find air after screaming out her completion.

      “Stay just like that,” I ordered, my voice thick with my own desire. “Don’t move.”

      I picked up the crop where I’d laid it on the bed behind her. She was too drunk on lust to notice my actions, and she cried out in shock when I delivered the first smack against her ass. She jerked to attention, her eyes jumping to mine.

      Her cry melted into the sexiest moan, her gaze locking on my face. The way she stared at me was intoxicating; her sky-blue eyes fixated on me with something like awe. A rush of pleasure and lust flooded my being. There was nothing twisted about my satisfaction, no dark taint of cruel triumph. She’d incited a matching sense of wonder in me. In this moment, she’d placed herself completely in my power, trusting me and ceding to me willingly.

      I touched the leather tongue of the crop beneath her chin, lifting her face. “I like when you look at me like this. My kinky virgin.”

      I slid the crop up to her lips to let her taste the leather, intending to overwhelm all her senses. Desire tore through me when she tenderly kissed the implement I would use to paint her ass red. She wanted the pain, the pleasure. She wanted everything I had to give her, would accept anything I chose to do to her.

      I wouldn’t violate her trust. I wouldn’t risk shattering it by using her cruelly.

      “You please me, Samantha. Very much.”

      She let out a little happy humming noise and licked the length of the crop, worshipping it the same way she showed reverence to my cock. My arousal sharpened to something almost painful, but my pleasure with her overshadowed any discomfort.

      “You like the crop? You’re not scared of it? You’re not scared of me?”

      “No,” she moaned, lifting her ass in wanton invitation. “Please.”

      I laughed, the sound of my delight rolling from my chest. “All right, greedy gatita. Don’t move.”

      I tapped her ass with the crop, letting her get a feel for the light sting. She let out a long sigh, and her head dropped forward as she surrendered fully. I struck her again, harder. She didn’t cry out or shift away, so I increased the intensity, giving her a harsher bite with each lash.

      Her entire body relaxed, and her eyes slid closed. She didn’t so much as flinch or grunt in pain. Her breathing turned deep and even, and I knew she was beginning to find her blissful, quiet headspace, freed from her frenetic thoughts.

      “Andrés.” She’d never moaned my name like that, her voice husky with need.

      I dropped the crop and leaned over her, so I could murmur in her ear. In her current state, she’d give me anything I demanded of her. “I could fuck you right now, couldn’t I, kinky virgin? Your tight little pussy would welcome my cock.”

      “Andrés, please…”

      “You shouldn’t say my name like that, sirenita,” I warned. The way she was moaning and begging took me to the edge of my control. “You really shouldn’t.” I cursed and unbuckled my belt, aching for relief. “Open your mouth.”

      Her lips parted, her eyes fluttering open as I surged inside. I slid all the way to the back of her throat, unable to rein myself in. Taking her mouth was the only way I’d be able to restrain myself from claiming her cunt.

      She accepted all of me, her body well-trained to handle my size, my demands. My fingers tightened in her hair, and I held myself deep for a few seconds before sliding back, allowing her to breathe.

      “I’m going to fuck your mouth,” I told her roughly, surging forward again. “The way I want to fuck your little pussy. But not today. Not when you’re like this.” She was barely lucid right now, her mind lost to my will. I wouldn’t take her virginity when she wouldn’t really be aware of what she was offering to me. I couldn’t bear to lose this trust she was placing in me.

      I held her face in both hands, my fingers threaded into her hair as I used her mouth the way I wanted. She encouraged my rough treatment, swirling her tongue around my cock and sucking me.

      I wanted to feel her scream. I picked up the crop and began tapping it against the base of the plug, stimulating her ass. She shrieked around me, the sound of her ecstasy vibrating against my dick. I released into her mouth on a feral roar, pumping in mercilessly as I spilled my cum all over her tongue. She swallowed everything I gave her, just like I’d taught her.

      I withdrew from her and scooped her up as I laid down beside her, spent and sated. I pulled her tightly against me, running my hands over her soft skin as I kissed the top of her head. She snuggled in, as though she couldn’t get close enough.

      My pretty little captive no longer feared me.
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      I couldn’t linger in my penthouse much longer. I’d stayed with Samantha well into the morning, but after our intense scene yesterday, I wasn’t yet ready to part from her. If I didn’t have obligations, I wasn’t certain I’d choose to leave her side at all.

      I didn’t like the distance between us now, the barrier of the bathroom door. She was taking longer than usual with her morning routine, and even the few extra minutes of separation set my teeth on edge. Her nearness soothed something inside me. So, I ordered her to return to me.

      “Sirenita,” I called out. “Your breakfast is getting cold. Come.”

      The door opened seconds later, and she obediently walked across the bedroom to join me where I sat on the edge of the mattress. Despite her easy compliance, tension stiffened her shoulders.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, concerned.

      She made a little dismissive wave. “Nothing.”

      Something sharp pierced my gut. “Don’t lie to me.” I grasped her wrist and tugged her toward me, settling her in my lap where she belonged.

      Her eyes dropped, avoiding my gaze. She didn’t respond.

      “Cosita?” I prompted, demanding her honest response.

      Her gaze lifted to mine, no longer shutting me out. “I am a little upset this morning,” she admitted. “But I don’t want to talk about it.”

      The pang in my gut intensified. I cupped her cheek in my hand and stared into her eyes, as though I could peer inside her mind and read her thoughts. “You don’t have any secrets from me.” I tried to command her, but I realized that I couldn’t force her to confide in me. It was up to her to choose whether or not she wanted to share with me, regardless of my wishes. I wouldn’t use cruel methods to extract her secrets as I might have done when I’d first captured her. I valued her trust too much to risk losing it.

      Her brow wrinkled. “Please,” she whispered. “I don’t want to think about it right now.”

      I frowned, considering her. I decided that as long as she wasn’t attempting to deceive me, I’d allow her a reprieve from questioning.

      “You do have a very busy brain,” I acknowledged, pressing a kiss against her forehead to soothe her. “If your thoughts bother you, let me put them at ease.”

      I could stay with her a little while longer to ensure she was content again before I left her alone for the day. If she needed a spanking and an orgasm to relax, I’d provide them for her.

      I leaned in to capture her lips with mine.

      She turned her face away. “Wait.”

      I gripped her jaw, locking her in place for my kiss. “No. I know what’s best for you. You’re upset. I’m going to make you feel better.”

      Her head tipped back slightly. “You can’t just kiss me and make everything okay,” she defied me, despite the way her body reacted.

      Something hardened in my chest. “I can. But I don’t have to. I can distract you from your thoughts in other ways, if you don’t want me to kiss you.”

      I shifted her on my lap, turning her away from me so her back pressed against my chest. I hooked her ankles around my calves and eased my legs apart, spreading her wide. She was naked against my suit-clad form, her creamy bare skin standing in stark contrast to the black material. This was exactly how I wanted her: stripped and on display for me, vulnerable to my desires.

      My fingers tangled in her hair, and I tilted her head to the side so I could sink my teeth into her neck. My free hand explored her breasts, my palm rubbing her hard nipples.

      Her harsh cry made my cock stiffen, and I growled against her flesh. When I released her from my bite, I ran my tongue over the little indentations I’d left in her skin. She’d have a mark there, and the idea of seeing the bruise when I returned to her in the evening made my arousal spike.

      She moaned and tipped her head to the side, offering her throat to be ravaged. Instead of biting again, I trailed feather-light kisses along her neck, and her skin pebbled beneath my lips.

      I released my hold on her hair so I could skim my hand down her waist and over her belly, making my way to her pussy as I continued to play with her breasts. Biting down on her neck again, I slapped her cunt.

      She shrieked and writhed on my lap, but I held her fast with my teeth. Her squirming stimulated my hard cock, so I bit down harder and spanked her sex again. She whimpered and stilled, surrendering.

      I resumed kissing her neck, the tender touch of my lips contrasting with the sharpness of my bite. I smacked her again, and this time, a wet sound accompanied the slap of my hand against her labia. She groaned, and her head dropped back on my shoulder as she melted.

      “Are you still upset?” I murmured, my lips brushing the shell of her ear.

      “What?” she asked faintly. “No. I’m not upset. I’m…” She trailed off when I traced a little teasing circle around her clit.

      “Horny?” I finished for her. “Does your wet little pussy want to be filled after being spanked?”

      “Yes,” she begged on a ragged whisper. “Please.”

      Please. She was begging. I’d make her plead more specifically for what she wanted; what we hadn’t shared last night, even though we’d both wanted it.

      I maneuvered her body into place, stretching her out on the mattress. I towered over her, and she stared up at me, wide-eyed and waiting. Trusting. Wanting.

      A grin lit my features. “I do like when you look at me like that, sirenita.” I reached for my zipper and freed myself from my slacks. She licked her lips, and I growled in satisfaction. “Are you as hungry for my cock as you were last night?”

      She nodded, her pulse jumping at her throat.

      “But what about your pussy?” I asked, my voice dropping deeper, rougher. “I could have fucked you last night. But you weren’t aware enough to know what you would be agreeing to. You weren’t capable of knowing what you were begging for.” I began to stroke my shaft. “This is what you’re begging for. I’m going to fuck you, Samantha.”

      She didn’t say anything, so I continued. “You have to beg me.” I fixed her in my steady stare, imposing my will on her. “Beg me to fuck you.”

      “Andrés…”

      Confusion clouded the lust in her eyes, and her delicate features tightened with unease. I watched as her desire melted away, my stomach souring.

      “I can’t,” she said, her voice small. “I don’t want to. Not like this.”

      My teeth clenched, my jaw working as I suppressed the brutal instinct to possess her, to force her to accept me. That cruel impulse felt better than the rejection that gnawed at my gut.

      I clung onto control by a thread, managing to tuck my raging hard-on back into my slacks.

      She’d beg me to fuck her, or she’d get nothing at all.

      Yes, punishing her through erotic denial eased some of the burning in my chest. Knowing that I was managing to hurt her in this way felt better, even if my stomach was twisting.

      I turned sharply and started walking away from her.

      “Wait,” she called out. “I didn’t mean… I’m sorry.”

      I paused on her apology, the pain in her whisper calming me just enough that some of my wits returned. I’d almost forgotten something important.

      I rounded on her, striding back toward the bed. Her eyes sparked with something I couldn’t quite identify, so I chose to ignore it. Instead, I picked up the collar that was already chained to the bedpost and locked it around her neck.

      I turned to leave, but she caught my wrist. I could have easily jerked my arm away, but I stilled.

      “Wait,” she beseeched. “Don’t leave like this. I didn’t want to upset you. I just… I can’t give you what you want.”

      I mastered my black emotions, summoning up my usual cool composure. “I won’t force myself on you.” I wouldn’t lose control like that. I’d sworn to her that she’d beg me to fuck her before I’d give her the satisfaction of my cock stretching her tight pussy, and I wouldn’t settle for anything less.

      “Thank you,” she whispered. She lifted my hand to her lips and kissed it, the brush of her lips contrite.

      The last of my anger deflated as I realized the truth: I wouldn’t force her because I wouldn’t betray her like that. I wouldn’t spoil my claim over her by taking her virginity without her consent. Not when I craved for her to surrender it to me freely, eagerly.

      I blew out a shuddering breath, and most of the furious tension eased from my muscles. I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers in an apologetic kiss of my own. “I’ll see you tonight,” I promised. I needed to leave, needed some space to finish cooling off and to get the last of my possessive lust under control.

      The knowledge that she was chained to my bed helped calm me. She’d still be here when I returned. She didn’t have a choice.
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      “A board game?” she asked, nonplussed. “You want to play a game that involves an actual board?”

      My brows rose as I set the chess board, placing the white pieces in front of her. “Is there some other kind?”

      “You’re kidding, right? How about World of Warcraft? You know, something with multi-layered storytelling, cool effects, and kick-ass heroes?” She gestured at the board. “Who’s the hero in this game? What’s the story? There isn’t one. It’s just us, staring at some funny pieces that don’t have any special abilities at all.”

      “Chess is a battle of wits. It’s just you, against me. But you can be the hero in this scenario, if you want.” My smile was a touch indulgent. All my consternation had melted when I’d returned to find her sprawled out naked on my bed, right where she belonged.

      Her nose wrinkled, her lips thinning with distaste.

      “You don’t have to look so disdainful,” I said, my smile tugging up at one corner. “I’ll teach you how to play. If you really hate it after a few games, we can stop. I’ll warn you now, I will win. So don’t let that deter you from enjoying the game.”

      “You’re a little cocky,” she remarked drily, reaching for her queen to examine the exquisitely carved piece. It was worn from age and use, but the quality of craftsmanship was still discernable.

      I pushed aside memories of the days when the set had been brand new. Those were too bittersweet, and I preferred to stay in this moment with Samantha.

      “I’ve been playing for years, and it’s an impossibility for a new player to beat someone with my kind of experience.”

      “Who says I don’t know how to play?” she challenged. “They do have online chess, you know. I’ve dabbled. I know the rules, even if I do find it boring.”

      I grinned, perhaps a bit sharply. “Knowing the rules won’t prepare you for playing against me, but it will certainly make these first few games more interesting. How advanced are you? Who taught you how to play?”

      “An online tutorial taught me how to play. I get the rules and know some trickier strategies. I pick things up quickly.”

      I shook my head. “A tutorial isn’t going to prepare you for playing against me, but show me what you know, and we’ll go from there.”

      Her full lips twisted in a frown. “Why bother playing chess with someone when you think they won’t be able to beat you?”

      “Because I believe you will be able to challenge me, just not in the first few games. Or even the first dozen.”

      Her eyes narrowed, considering me with irritation. After a moment, her attention returned to the chess pieces, examining them. “How long have you been playing?”

      Any tension I might have felt over her exasperation with me melted back into amusement. My clever captive wanted to size me up as her opponent.

      I picked up one of my knights, not realizing that I was tracing the contours of the well-worn piece. As a child, my sister had loved the design of the black knights in this set. She’d preferred to take the slight disadvantage of playing black for that very reason. She’d also claimed she was a better player, and I could use all the help I could get. Valentina always had been a clever girl, and she’d loved to tease me.

      “This was my first chess set. I got it for my tenth birthday,” I told Samantha. “That’s when Abuela taught me how to play.”

      “Abuela?”

      The fond memories of my childhood turned bitter as I returned to the present. That life had belonged to a different person, a naïve boy who’d thought he could hide from his responsibilities.

      “My grandmother,” I explained shortly, not offering any further information. I never talked about my family. Cristian was my only family now, and I definitely didn’t want to talk about him with Samantha.

      “Oh.” She shifted, her fingers knotting at her lap as her anxiety rose.

      I placed my knight back on the board and focused on her again. “White goes first,” I prompted.

      She flipped her fiery hair over her shoulder. “I know.”

      She immediately moved her pawn from E2 to E4. The way her eyes sparked and her decisive movements let me know she already had a plan in mind. She’d claimed she’d learned to play chess online, and it seemed my smart Samantha had done her research. This wasn’t the hesitant, random opening move of a complete newbie.

      I narrowed down her possible strategies and made my countermove.

      Then, my naughty gatita decided to try to deceive me. She cocked her head to the side, biting her lip in an uncharacteristic show of confusion. I noted that her fingertips tapped against her thigh, betraying her excited anticipation.

      I smothered my amusement, deciding I’d prefer to watch her play her little game. She really was adorable in her innocent attempt at misdirection. She couldn’t lie convincingly, no matter how hard she tried.

      She moved slowly as she placed her bishop on C4, obviously trying to make it look like she was uncertain.

      Her choice revealed her full strategy, and I knew exactly how to block her.

      Instead, I let her stew in silence, pretending to study the board for a full two minutes before making my move. The longer I waited, the more palpable her excitement became. She practically vibrated with it by the time I completed my turn. Pleasure unfurled in my chest. There was something almost childlike about her, despite her sensual appeal. That sense of innocence called to me. I wanted it for myself. I wanted to cage it and keep it for my own.

      She didn’t bother to hold back when she moved to attack my pawn. A triumphant grin illuminated her pale features as she clicked her queen down on the board.

      I no longer bothered to hold back my grin. Observing her attempt to deceive me had been amusing, but taking her by surprise after my own ruse was even more gratifying. I might covet her innocence, but I reveled in conquering her.

      “Scholar’s Mate,” I observed. “I’m impressed. You did study properly, cosita.”

      I moved my knight to F6, blocking her.

      “Now, we can play,” I declared.

      “When did you realize my strategy?” she asked, a small pout plumping her lips.

      “I suspected on your first move. I knew by the second.”

      “But you didn’t try to stop me.”

      “You were so cute, trying to fool me. I thought I’d let it play out for a few moves. You’re not capable of lying to me, Samantha. You can’t play dumb with me, either. I know you better than that.”

      Her cheeks colored, and her pout curved into a small smile. “Who do you play with?”

      “Believe it or not, I do play online mostly. There’s not anyone here I’m interested in playing against. It doesn’t compare to sitting across from your opponent, though. Studying you is part of the game.” I could sit and study her all day, and I was sure she’d still find new ways to surprise me.

      “You play online? I thought you only got on your laptop to work. There’s like, no technology in this penthouse. I never even see you with a phone.”

      “I don’t like to be easily reached once I come home,” I replied honestly. “This is my space. And if you’re worrying that I’m wasting my time playing chess while you’re tied up, don’t.” I recalled all the nights I’d suspended her in my ropes, so I could idly admire her while I worked at my desk. She really was a terrible distraction, moaning and sighing while I tried to focus on my laptop.

      My voice dropped deeper. “I’d much rather play games with you. I really am taking care of my business in the evenings. This is the first time I’ve played a game in weeks.  Don’t be too disappointed when I win this game,” I added. “I really am impressed with your knowledge of chess. But I’ve known Scholar’s Mate for years. Valentina beat me with it half a dozen times before I caught on.”

      “Who’s Valentina?” Her lips twisted around the feminine name.

      I didn’t have a chance to parse out the meaning of her expression. My dark emotions shut down my curiosity. “My sister,” I replied tersely.

      Her shoulders slumped. “I’m sorry.” She hesitated for a moment, then spoke tentatively. “You lost her?”

      “Yes,” I bit out. “I lost her.”

      “How—”

      “It’s your move.”

      I hadn’t spoken Valentina’s name aloud in years. Why had I mentioned her to Samantha? And Abuela? They were my past, and I kept them buried there.

      Samantha didn’t pry any more. Instead, she returned most of her focus to the game. But she wasn’t really paying attention, because I managed to beat her in a few coldly calculated moves.

      “Can we play again?” she asked timidly.

      I blinked, my full attention returning to her rather than remaining caught up in my memories. “You want to?” I’d beaten her with cruel indifference, all earlier joy in the game forgotten. Her request to try again surprised me.

      “Yes. I’ll do better next time.” She straightened her spine, seeming to shake off the influence of my dark mood. “I know I can beat you.”

      A half-smile tilted my lips. “Tomorrow,” I promised. “I have another game I want to play with my clever gatita.”

      There was a way she could help me alleviate the darkness that had claimed my thoughts.

      I stood from where we’d been seated at my desk and held out my hand. “Come.”

      She took it without question and followed me docilely into the playroom. When I continued our progress toward the spanking bench, her steps faltered.

      “Andrés…”

      I paused and turned to her so I could cup her cheeks in my hands. I stared down into her eyes, attempting to impose my will on her. Instead, something like desperation gripped my chest.

      “I need you to cry for me.” The rough words tumbled from my lips, almost beseeching. I wanted her consent. I wanted her to cede this to me willingly.

      A fine tremor raced across her body, but she swallowed and nodded. “Okay,” she agreed quietly.

      I blew out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. I stroked her cheekbones with my thumbs. “I know it scares you, but you’ll enjoy this, kinky virgin,” I promised. “You will come to crave it.”

      She nodded again, her eyes cautious. She was choosing to place her trust in me, choosing to give me what I needed. After thoughts of my lost loved ones had flooded my mind for the first time in years, I needed to harness control over the images in my head. I needed her to siphon off some of the pain inside my soul through releasing her tears for me.

      I resumed our progress toward the spanking bench, and she didn’t hesitate this time. She compliantly draped her body over the furniture designed for her torment, and she didn’t struggle as I strapped her into place. I ran my fingers over the leather than held her trapped and helpless beneath me, already soothed somewhat by the sight of her at my mercy.

      I left her briefly to retrieve the first implement for her torment from the ebony chest of drawers set against the wall where my whips hung, waiting to wring more exquisite screams from her throat.

      I lubed up the plug and returned to her. This one was larger than the one I’d used when I’d cropped her. It would test her limits, but I intended to push her to the edge of what she could handle.

      She jerked in her bonds when I touched the tip of the black toy to her asshole, and she remained stiff, even as I began to circle her clit with my forefinger.

      “Relax,” I rebuked, spanking her pussy lightly.

      She drew in a shuddering breath, and her tight ring of muscles eased just enough for me to penetrate her with the tip of the plug. I pressed it forward slowly but firmly, rubbing her little bud at the same time. Despite the fact that it began to harden beneath my fingers, she whimpered at the ruthless intrusion.

      “Please,” she panted. “It’s too big.”

      “Does it hurt, cosita?” I murmured, a hungry edge to the words.

      “Yes,” she whined. “It burns.”

      “Good. I like making you hurt. You like it, too. Your cunt is soaking my hand.”

      A soft sob left her chest, and my tumultuous emotions began to subside. “Take it for me. You want to please me, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” she said, her voice high and thin. She began to squirm on the bench, grinding her clit against my fingers. She got off on pleasing me, despite the discomfort I was inflicting. Or perhaps because of it.

      “Good girl,” I praised, pushing the plug all the way in, so it was seated deep inside her.

      She gasped, and her muscles tensed. I stroked my hand down her spine. “You’ll adjust soon. I’m going to train your tight little ass to accept me.”

      As I continued to pet her, she began to relax. Her head dropped forward, her cheek resting meekly on the padded leather surface of the bench.

      “Very good,” I rumbled. “I need more. You’ll take whatever I give you.”

      She nodded, her silence communicating that she was falling into her quiet headspace. She’d find peace in surrendering to me, just as I’d find peace in her screams. She’d cry out the pain I couldn’t release from my own soul.

      I flipped the small switch at the base of the plug, and it buzzed to life. She shouted her surprise, and her back arched as much as possible in her restraints. After a moment, she moaned and shuddered, finding dark pleasure in the sensation as her ass fully accepted being stretched and filled.

      Satisfied that she was thoroughly in my thrall, I selected the whip I wanted. It was softer than the flogger I’d chosen for her when she’d tried to escape from me. This one wouldn’t elicit the same cruel sting, but it was heavy enough that she’d feel the impact thrumming through her. I didn’t intend to punish this time, but I would extract my pleasure from her.

      Her eyes widened when they fell on the whip, but I shushed her before panic gripped her, placing a steadying hand on her lower back. The heat of my palm sank into her, and she shivered and quieted.

      “This is going to hurt,” I told her smoothly, falling into my own intoxicating headspace. Desire for her flooded me, but I’d attain satisfaction from her tears rather than burning with the need to claim her pussy. I was thoroughly in control, power humming in my veins.

      I threaded my fingers in her hair, tugging her head back as I leaned in to murmur in her ear. “Will you cry for me, sirenita?”

      A small whimper teased through her lips, but she nodded as best she could with my grip on her hair. I eased my harsh hold and stroked the silken strands. She sighed, and her eyes drifted closed as she settled into submission.

      I stepped behind her and swung the flogger. The first blow made harsh impact, and she jolted forward as she cried out. I didn’t pause to give her a reprieve. Instead, I worked her harder, until beautiful tears spilled down her face, glistening on her flushed cheeks. Her shrieks melted into tormented groans as the vibrating plug continued to stimulate her ass, her pleasure cresting despite the pain I inflicted. I drove her higher, until she relinquished all control on a sob. She shuddered, ceding everything to me as she released the sounds of my inner agony.

      I stopped whipping her as my muscles finally relaxed, calm settling over my shoulders. I resumed rubbing her clit, finding her wet and needy beneath my hand. At the same time, I gripped her flame-red ass, reveling in the heat against my palm as I dug my fingers deep to mark her.

      She shattered on a scream, her lithe body tensing and thrashing on the bench. Ecstatic sensation overwhelmed her, bliss claiming her senses. Just as I’d demanded, she gave me everything: her pain, her pleasure, her absolute submission to my will. She soothed the dark need in my soul, allowing the blackness to bleed out of me.

      I leaned into her and kissed the delicious tears on her cheeks, reveling in the salty flavor of her complete surrender.
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      Somehow, I’d lost track of time. Or maybe I’d been willfully ignoring it. I’d found too much pleasure in spending time with Samantha, either reading her comic books with her cuddled in my arms or indulging in increasingly challenging games of chess. My clever captive was a quick study, and she was becoming a formidable opponent.

      I hadn’t felt the need to hurt her since I’d last taken her into the playroom, but that hadn’t stopped me from extracting pleasure from her body. With each passing day, I ached more to claim her fully, but I would wait until she was ready to give herself to me. The budding affection she displayed toward me and the trust she’d placed in me gave me hope that I wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

      While she was growing closer to ceding her virginity, she was still a long way from complying with my brother’s demands that she work for him. She maintained her stubborn streak, but I couldn’t bring myself to tame it out of her. I wanted her, not an altered version. Samantha’s willing, genuine devotion meant everything.

      Now, the lightness in my soul darkened once again. Cristian had called me to a meeting, and I realized I was running out of time to win Samantha’s cooperation. Mere days remained before his deadline, and this meeting couldn’t mean anything good.

      He’d summoned me to the brothel on the third floor of my building. It was almost as bad as the basement. The women held here against their will were drugged and empty inside, hollowed out by Bliss like Lauren.

      When I entered the opulent room, the scent of sex and an aura of misery hit me hard. The decadent red velvet drapes and gold gilding on the walls didn’t mask the palpable despair that filled the space.

      Cristian sat in a wing-backed chair, occupying it like a throne. Two bodyguards stood at his sides, and he held a naked woman draped on his lap. She trembled with fear, but I could scent her forced arousal. She must have been given a small dose to still be lucid enough to feel any emotion other than lust. Cristian did like to torment his victims. And he liked to torment me with such disgusting displays.

      I schooled my features to a blank mask, resolving not to rise to his bait. It was imperative that I maintain control if I was going to defend Samantha.

      “Is she ready?” he drawled when I stopped a few yards away from him, keeping careful distance between us.

      My stomach knotted. “She will be soon. I need a little more time.” I tasted the lie on my tongue, but I kept my tone even to prevent Cristian from detecting it.

      He cocked his head at me and twisted the woman’s nipples, pinching cruelly. She let out a tortured whimper, torn between pain and unwilling arousal.

      My muscles tensed, and I found that I couldn’t ease the pent-up aggression from my shoulders. I barely prevented my fists from curling at my sides.

      Cristian smirked. “Maybe I should find another use for our FBI agent until she’s ready,” he mused softly. “I think some time in the brothel might do her good. If you’re not making progress with her, maybe my other men can.”

      I couldn’t bite back my snarl. “No one else touches her. I’ll kill anyone who tries. Samantha is mine.”

      His dark brows lifted. “Anyone, little brother? Are you threatening me? You know that isn’t wise.” The warning was edged with malice, but his black eyes sparked with anticipation.

      He wouldn’t hurt me this time. He’d punish me by harming her. He’d jump on any excuse to take Samantha from me, rescinding the gift he’d given me. Depriving me of my toy.

      She was so much more than that. She wasn’t my little doll, my fucktoy to use for my own empty pleasures.

      If Cristian had any idea what she really meant to me, he’d snatch her away in a heartbeat, just to find sick satisfaction in torturing me. Unlike my rules with Samantha, my brother wasn’t a fair man. He punished with impunity, just to fulfil his own sadistic desires.

      “I’ll make sure she’s compliant,” I resolved, trying to convince myself as much as him. “I just need a little more time. The Bureau doesn’t know we have her. They aren’t closing in on us, so it can’t hurt to wait a little while longer.” I desperately clung to reason.

      Cristian considered me silently for a moment, drawing out my agony. His lips curved upward. “All right, hermanito. Keep your toy. Just make sure she’s broken in soon, or I’ll see to it myself. I don’t think you want that.”

      “No,” I growled out the staunch refusal.

      He waved me away with an imperious flick of his fingers. “You can go. Get back to work on her.”

      I managed to conceal my rage and panic until I reached the privacy of the elevator. Then, I punched the metal wall hard enough to leave a dent. My uncertainty threatened to drive me to madness. I had to protect Samantha, but that meant turning her into someone different. She wanted to be the hero; she was inherently good. She’d fight me if I tried to change the nature of her soul. I wasn’t even sure it was possible.

      Gritting my teeth, I strengthened my resolve. Even an altered Samantha was better than seeing my sweet pet tortured by my brother. If he broke her, he’d break me.

      I stormed into the bedroom, the door slamming against the wall as I flung it open with the force of my pent-up rage. I didn’t want this for her, for me. Cristian hadn’t left me with any other choice.

      Her eyes widened with fear, and she scooted back on the mattress as much as her tether to the bedpost would allow. She wouldn’t be able to escape me.

      The idea soured my stomach, stoking my frustrated fury.

      “Wait!” she gasped out. “Andrés, wait. Please.”

      The tremor in her voice stopped me in my tracks. I could grab her in a few long strides, but her fear froze me in place.

      “You’re upset,” she said quickly. “I don’t like it when you’re like this. You scare me. Please, don’t…don’t hurt me.” Her crestfallen, betrayed expression made my soul ache.

      A low, feral sound rumbled from my chest, and my fists clenched at my sides.

      “Please. Talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong. What happened? Is it your brother? What did he—?”

      “Of course it’s my brother!” I shouted. She cringed, but that didn’t stop me from closing the distance between us and grabbing her upper arms. I pulled her body against mine, snarling down at her when she tried to twist out of my grip. “He wants to see you. He expects you to be ready by now. But you’re not. I’ve been too soft with you.”

      “You haven’t,” she squeaked, desperate. “You don’t have to hurt me.”

      “I don’t want to hurt you,” I bellowed. “He does. Why can’t you understand that? I’m not the one who wants to break you. I want to save you. I want to protect you. I can’t do that if you continue to defy me.”

      “I haven’t defied you,” she gasped, shuddering in my grip. “I’ve done everything you’ve asked.”

      “No,” I railed, shaking her hard. “I’ve given you everything you’ve asked. I’ve tried to make you happy here with me. I’ve indulged you and played with you when I was supposed to be training you. And now he wants to see you, and you’re not ready.”

      “I am,” she insisted, her voice shaking with terror.

      “Don’t lie to me, Samantha,” I warned on a growl. “You think you can manipulate me with your pretty tears? You think I’ll do anything you ask if you smile for me? I won’t allow you to play games with me. I’m in control. You belong to me.”

      “You’re not in control.” Her pretty eyes began to shine. “You’re scaring me. You’re hurting me.”

      I realized my fingers were digging into her upper arms with bruising force, but I couldn’t release her.

      My heart stuttered when her expression softened, and she reached out to cup my scarred cheek. She’d never touched my face with tenderness. No one had. I flinched as keen, unbearable emotion assailed me.

      She didn’t relent; she pressed her palm against my scar. The sensation of her tangible touch around the damaged tissue was exquisite torment.

      “Talk to me,” she begged. “Tell me what happened.”

      “What happened is my brother takes everything from me,” I said on a harsh whisper. “Abuela, Valentina. Now, he wants to take you.” I pulled her closer, until my face was an inch from hers. She filled my entire vision, my entire world. “He can’t have you. You’re mine.”

      “Yes,” she agreed softly. “I’m yours. I’m not going anywhere. You won’t let Cristian take me away. I…I trust you.”

      She traced the line of my scar with her fingertips, there was little physical sensation in my damaged nerve endings, but I felt the light touch deep in my soul. I shuddered and leaned into her hand.

      My hold on her arms eased, and I embraced her, cradling her body carefully against mine.

      “Sirenita,” I rasped, strained. “Lo siento.” I turned my face into her palm, kissing it in contrition.

      “What happened to them?” she whispered. “The people your brother took from you. Your grandmother and sister.”

      My lips thinned in a grimace, but I didn’t tighten my arms around her. My Samantha was precious and fragile, and I’d handled her too roughly. I’d scared her. I kissed her palm again, placing my trust in her.

      I braced myself for pain, and my confession tumbled from my lips. “Valentina…” My voice hitched on her name. “My sister. Half-sister. Cristian and I share the same father as Valentina. Our father kept her mother as his mistress after our mother passed away, but she died giving birth to Valentina. Father let Valentina’s grandmother live on our estate, so she could care for her. Valentina was my best friend. Her grandmother became mí abuela. I spent more time in their home than my own. Cristian was always jealous of our friendship, our little family. As the oldest, father was harder on him. He had more responsibilities, a legacy resting on his shoulders.”

      I understood why my brother possessed such sadistic tendencies. He’d learned them from my father at a young age. That knowledge didn’t erase the years of torment I’d suffered at his cruel hands.

      “Your father dealt in cocaine,” Samantha prompted gently, pressing me to continue. “He wanted Cristian to take over the business?”

      “Yes. But then father died when I was sixteen. Heart attack.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      My jaw firmed. “He was not a nice man. But I had a home with Abuela and Valentina. Until Cristian took over father’s organization. He resented us, our family. Maybe if I hadn’t left him alone with father, things would have been different. But he always had a sadistic streak, even as a child. I wanted nothing to do with him. He scared me, so I stayed away.”

      “What did he do?”

      “He sold Valentina.” The dark memory left me on a strained whisper. I remembered the night the men had come to take her from our home, remembered the agony of Cristian’s beating when I tried to fight to keep my sister. “She was fourteen. He traded her for money, for bribes to secure his place as father’s successor. Well, he said it was for money. He did it to punish me. To punish both of us for our happy childhood. One that had been denied him.”

      Her features drew tight with horror, but I couldn’t stop myself from finishing my confession. “Abuela died nine months later,” I said bitterly. “Breast cancer. She didn’t even try to fight to survive it. Not after losing Valentina. She left me alone. With Cristian.”

      Cupping my scarred cheek in her hand, Samantha leaned up into me and lightly pressed her lips to mine. For a moment, my mouth was tense beneath hers; a hard, anguished slash. Then I released my pain on a long groan, and I opened for her. She’d never initiated a kiss like this. I was always the one to claim her. Her tender treatment made my chest tighten. My fingers threaded in her hair, pulling her closer. My tongue swept into her mouth, and I devoured her like a starving man.

      Her hands went to my shirt, tearing at the buttons as though she was desperate to touch my bare, scarred body. She didn’t find the marks disgusting. She caressed them, tracing them. Her gentleness incited a rougher hunger within me, and my cock stiffened for her. I finished stripping out of my clothes and settled my body over hers on the bed, loving the feel of her delicate frame trapped beneath mine, nothing separating us.

      “I want you, Andrés,” she gasped when I broke our kiss so we could both draw in much-needed air. “Don’t make me beg. I want to give this to you. I want to give myself to you.”

      I pressed my forehead to hers, so we exchanged each ragged breath. “You don’t have to beg, sirenita. You just have to say yes. I need to know that you want me. Let me in.”

      Tears spilled down her cheeks, but she wasn’t crying from fear or pain. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please, Andrés.”

      Her soft plea made something expand in my chest, and my cock jerked against her hip. “Samantha,” I rasped her name and lined my aching shaft up with her slick entrance. “Do you feel what you do to me? You are so perfect.”

      I pressed my cockhead into her wet opening. Stars burst across my vision as her tight sheath gripped me, and she whimpered in discomfort. I couldn’t stop myself or slow my progress. I had to claim her, to mark her with my seed.

      I stroked her cheek with one hand and reached between us with the other, playing with her nipples to give her the little bites of pain that always drove her wild. Her whimper turned to a high whine, and her inner muscles relaxed as her arousal grew, easing my progress as I penetrated her in a steady slide.

      Once I was fully seated inside her, I paused to allow her to adjust to my size. Her core contracted, struggling between pushing me out and welcoming me in. She touched the mark that had ruined my face again, tracing the furrow with her fingertips. I closed my eyes as bliss rolled over me. A shiver ran through my entire body, and my cock jerked inside her.

      I withdrew slowly, using aching care with her untried body. I knew the moment my cockhead dragged across her g-spot. Her tight pussy relaxed, opening for me. Emboldened, she wrapped her legs around my hips and dug her heels into my ass, pulling me back inside her.

      A rumbling shout left my lips at her shocking movement. I grasped her wrists, pinning them over her head with one hand while my other played with her breasts more harshly.

      I pumped my hips faster and harder, clinging to my control by a thread. I struggled to hold back, not wanting to damage her perfect body.

      “More,” she begged, rocking her hips up to meet my thrusts. “Please, Andrés…”

      Her pleading triggered me. With a snarl, my control snapped. I started fucking her in harsh, possessive strokes. My hand tightened around her wrists, pinning her beneath me so she couldn’t escape.

      She cried out, welcoming more. Her entire body tensed, her legs shaking around me.

      “Come for me, sirenita,” I ground out, the order barely intelligible.

      She let go, her cunt squeezing my cock as she reached completion. Her scream mingled with my wild roar, and I spilled my seed deep inside her, branding her.

      I held myself inside her as I emptied my cum into her. Our shaking and spent bodies remained locked together as my lips crashed down on hers. The kiss seared my soul, marking her as mine, even as I realized she’d claimed me, as well.
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      I didn’t lock Samantha to the bed the next morning, deciding to let her sleep late without disturbing her. I no longer feared that she would try to leave me. Besides, the elevator was still barred to her, so I didn’t really have to worry about her escaping. Soon, Lauren would bring her the morning after pill and birth control shot. She’d make sure Samantha was fed and cared for.

      Something clenched inside me at the idea of giving her the pill, but my rational mind told me that taking risks was beyond foolish.

      I buried the discomfort as my driver pulled my car up to Cristian’s building. I intended to find a way to convince him that Samantha was on the verge of cooperating, and I just needed a little more time. He’d granted me a reprieve yesterday, but I didn’t expect it to hold long enough for me to convince Samantha that she had to comply with his demands. I wouldn’t force her, but I had to make her cooperate, for her own good. I wouldn’t allow any harm to come to her, no matter how stubborn she could be.

      Unfortunately, Cristian wasn’t home. Or if he was, he lied and refused to see me. I wouldn’t put it past him to make me stew in my fear for Samantha for a few more days, at least.

      Frustrated, I left to return to my penthouse. I didn’t have much choice in the matter, and I wanted to see Samantha. I’d only left her an hour ago, but I needed to hold her to ease my worry. I needed to feel her soft body against mine and know she was safe from my brother.

      As soon as I entered my building, the familiar sound of her scream chilled my bones. I didn’t have time to wonder what she was doing on the ground floor. Blind panic flooded my mind, and I raced toward the sound of her terror.

      A man was on top of her, pinning her slight body against the marble. She wore only one of my shirts, and he groped beneath it. His dick was exposed, pressing against her ass as he sought to violate her thrashing form.

      Rage more visceral than I’d ever known surged through me, searing my veins. An inhuman sound reverberated through the hallway, and my hands closed around his shoulders before I realized I’d moved. I ripped him off her, flinging him against the wall. The back of his head cracked against the plaster, leaving a crimson smear as he slid to the ground.

      Drawing his blood didn’t remotely calm me. He’d touched her. He’d looked at her.

      He would die in agony.

      My fingers curved into claws, and I gouged his eyes out, his blood painting my hands as he screamed. I wrapped my hands around his neck, squeezing until his face darkened to purple, the empty sockets where his eyes had been staring up at me.

      It wasn’t nearly enough, but Samantha’s keening cries cut through my blind fury. I grasped the man’s skull and twisted. Bone crunched as his neck snapped. I hadn’t exacted my full retribution, but the threat to her was eliminated.

      I turned back to Samantha. She lay curled up on her side, her wide, pale eyes staring in horror as she gasped for breath. At first, I thought she was looking at the dead man’s ruined face, but her gaze was focused on something far away. She wasn’t present in the gory scene I’d created.

      My rage evaporated into concern. How badly had he hurt her?

      I reached for her with bloody hands, and she flinched away.

      I hesitated, wary of spooking her. “Cosita, it’s okay. You’re safe now.”

      “Andrés?” Her voice was soft and strangely high, like a child. “I don’t want him to touch my… I don’t want this. I don’t… I don’t…”

      She began to hyperventilate. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close to my chest. The vise around my heart eased slightly when she turned her face into me, her fingers curling into my shirt.

      She sobbed, finally heaving in a breath. A stream of soothing Spanish dropped from my lips. I was barely aware of what I was saying, but I had to comfort her. All I could do was hold her until her terror passed.

      Her eyes squeezed tightly shut, and she shook violently in my arms as I rushed her to the elevator and took her back into the safety of my penthouse. I carried her into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, cuddling her close as I ran my hands over her chilled skin.

      I stopped talking when she began whispering in a panicked litany, her voice still oddly soft. “Don’t. I don’t want you to touch my secret place. I don’t want this, Uncle Robert. Please…” She shuddered, clinging to me more tightly.

      My arms tensed around her, crushing her to my chest as my rage resurfaced, painting the back of my tongue with acid. Understanding sliced into my brain, the pain of my revelation making my gut twist. She wasn’t thinking about the guard who’d assaulted her; she was lost in dark memories, ones she must have buried deep. They’d been triggered by the attack.

      She hadn’t been frightened of my touch in our first days together because she was an innocent virgin. Her nervous tics and anxiety weren’t natural parts of her personality. Her uncle had hurt her when she was young. The fear in her high-pitched voice and her horrified words revealed her trauma.

      “Where is your uncle now?” I couldn’t keep the growl from my words, even though I knew I should be gentle with her. The way I’d mutilated the guard downstairs was nothing compared to the torture I’d inflict on the twisted man who’d violated her as a child.

      “What?” She blinked, her eyes finally focusing on me as she surfaced from her foul memories.

      “You said…” My voice garbled on a snarl. “You mentioned Uncle Robert. Where can I find him?”

      She shuddered at his name. “Why?”

      “I’m going to kill him for you, Samantha,” I swore. Maybe I’d let her watch as I tore him apart. His screams for mercy might bring her some peace.

      My body vibrated with barely-restrained violence, and my hand firmed on her head where I’d been stroking her hair.

      “He’s dead,” she replied hollowly as her eyes slid out of focus again. “I cried at his funeral. I didn’t know why I was so upset. I fucking cried over him.”

      “How old were you? How old were you when he—?” My teeth snapped closed. I swallowed against the metallic tang that filled my mouth.

      “Nine,” she said softly. “But I forgot. How could I forget?”

      She trembled, and her gaze found mine, wide and imploring. “I’m sorry,” she choked out. “I’m sorry I tried to leave. I thought you didn’t care about me. I thought—”

      “You thought I didn’t care?” I demanded, my muscles tensing and rippling around her. “Do you know what it did to me, seeing another man hurting you, touching you? Seeing you broken and crying when you remembered what—?” I cut myself off again, tasting a fresh wash of blood on my tongue as I bit the inside of my cheek.

      Something horrible occurred to me. I’d thought she’d enjoyed my claim over her when she’d finally given herself to me last night. Had I only seen what I wanted to see? “Did I hurt you?” I asked, my voice strangely thick. “Last night. Did I hurt you?”

      “No.” She touched her fingertips to my cheek, tracing the line of my scar just as she’d done when I’d been buried deep inside her.

      “Then why? Why would you leave me?”

      “I woke up, and you were gone.” Her cheeks colored with something like shame. “I didn’t have my collar. Then Lauren brought me the pill and the birth control shot, and I thought I must have imagined… I thought you didn’t care.”

      Something vicious and hungry threatened to rise up and claim my emotions, but I shoved it down. I didn’t want to scare her with the ferocity of the strange feelings that surged within me. “Do you want to get pregnant?” I asked, my tone carefully steady and even.

      “I… No. Not…not right now.”

      Not right now.

      Samantha wanted a child. An image of her bearing my child, her belly round from my seed, softened the last of my tumultuous emotions. It was an insane vision, one that could never be. That didn’t stop me from coveting it.

      “That’s for the best.” I tried to convince myself by speaking aloud. “You need to take the pill.”

      “I… Okay,” she agreed.

      I cuddled her closer, my heart softening. “You were upset because I was gone? Then I’ll stay. Do you want your collar back on? I thought you resented it.”

      “I, um, I got used to it. I like it,” she amended, her confession holding the ring of truth. “It makes me feel safe. Like you’re with me, even when you’re not here. But I’d rather not be chained to the bed.”

      I traced the line of her jaw with reverence. I wanted to see my collar back around her throat, too. “You can have your collar, but I’m not going anywhere. I left this morning to see my brother. I was convincing him to give me more time with you.”

      “Oh.” She seemed surprised, as though that possibility hadn’t occurred to her. “Thank you.” She looked into my eyes, beseeching. “I still don’t want to work for him. It goes against everything I believe in.”

      “I know. I’ve read enough about your superheroes to see that.”

      “Then what are we going to do?”

      I sighed, uncharacteristic anxiety gripping me. “I don’t know yet. I’ll figure something out.”

      “We’ll figure something out,” she declared.

      My Samantha might be fragile, but she was clever and brave and fierce. My uncertainty melted away, my worries dissipating into awe. I cupped her cheeks, holding her carefully as I pressed my lips to hers.

      Despite the horror she’d just faced, she softened, opening for me and inviting me in. She felt safe in my arms, and my own sense of safety settled over me as I fell into her, allowing her to claim all my senses and quiet my feral instincts.
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      I held Samantha through two nightmares, stroking her sweat-slicked skin as she cried. I hated the fact that her uncle was already dead, that I couldn’t mutilate him with my bare hands for what he’d done to her.

      But she seemed content enough this morning, curled up in her usual place in my lap as I fed her breakfast. She playfully nipped at my fingers on the final bite of bacon, but the saucy action didn’t incite my need to dominate and punish as it would have in the beginning. Instead, an indulgent smile curved my lips.

      Mí sirenita was herself again, and I was far too pleased with the sight of her soft smile to even consider causing her pain.

      Despite her improving mood, I had no intention of leaving her side anytime soon. I had to stay to ensure she was comforted and cared for, but holding her soothed me, too. I still didn’t know how I was going to get us out of this mess with my brother. Feeling her soft skin against mine eased my worry, reminding me that she was safe and under my protection.

      I trailed my fingers along her bare throat. “Yesterday, you said you wanted your collar. Do you still want it?”

      “Yes,” she said immediately, leaning into my touch.

      I beamed at her. “Then you’ll have it.”

      I lifted her off my lap and went to the chest of drawers where I kept her kinky toys. I held the slim strip of black leather in my hands, rubbing my thumbs across it with reverence. The collar belonged to her, and she belonged to me.

      “Kneel for me.” It was an order, but it came out in an almost plaintive tone. I’d never demanded this of her before, and I wanted her to choose to take the supplicant pose. I wanted her to choose me.

      She sank to her knees before me. Surprise and pleasure raced through my system when she spread her thighs wide and placed her arms behind her back, holding her elbows in opposite hands. The position thrust out her breasts and exposed her glistening pussy, offering me everything. She bowed her head in submission, baring the back of her neck so I could buckle the collar in place.

      I remained silent for a long minute, robbed of words, of breath. Finally, I brushed my fingers over the top of her head, petting her to communicate my pride and pleasure.

      My fingers trailed down her hair to explore the line of her jaw. I curled two fingers beneath her chin, so I could look down into her lovely eyes. They glowed flame-blue as she stared up at me. Her devotion was even more breathtaking than I ever could have imagined.

      “You are so beautiful,” I said hoarsely. “So perfect. Mí sirenita.”

      She flushed, a small smile playing around her lush lips. “So are you.”

      I regarded her with awe. “You’re not scared of me? I don’t frighten you?”

      “No,” she promised. “I’m not scared of you, Andrés.”

      I drew in a shuddering breath. She didn’t find me repulsive. It wasn’t just my scars that had disgusted her in the beginning; she’d been horrified by my touch, by my claims of ownership. Now, she gave herself to me willingly. I’d fantasized about having her in this position for long weeks, but I couldn’t have imagined the heat that flooded my chest in response to her show of affection.

      I brought the strip of leather up to her throat and secured the collar around her neck. She blew out a long, relieved sigh as peace settled over her.

      “Mine,” I declared, tracing the line of the collar.

      “Yours,” she replied with fervor.

      I bent and grasped her waist, lifting her to her feet and guiding her back toward the bed. “Are you ready for me?” My voice was strained with need. I craved to drive into her wet heat and seal our connection, but I was wary of the trauma she’d faced yesterday.

      Her eyes were clear of fear or doubt. “Always,” she promised. “I want you.”

      I groaned my desire, and I grasped her ankles to tug her ass to the edge of the mattress. Resting her calves on my shoulders, I remained standing as I gripped her hips and drove into her in one ruthless thrust. She cried out as her tight sheath gripped me with exquisite pressure.

      I paused, concerned that I’d hurt her by being too rough.

      She placed her hands atop mine, curling my fingers deeper into her hips. “Please, Andrés…”

      A low sound of longing left my chest, and I withdrew from her before slowly pushing all the way back in. I claimed her in long, careful strokes, playing with her clit until she eased around me. Her body adjusted to accept my size and ruthless thrusts, flowering open for me.

      This wasn’t fucking. This was pure, perfect possession.

      Samantha owned me, body and soul.
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      I dozed off after we both reached completion, sated and spent, but I roused when she tensed in my arms.

      “What are you thinking about?” I brushed away the furrow in her brow.

      She propped up from where she’d been resting on my chest.

      “I thought you were asleep,” she said instead of answering.

      “I was, but I could hear you thinking.” I gave her a languorous smile and brushed her hair back from her cheek. “You do have a very busy mind.”

      “Let me guess. You’re going to help me make it go all quiet and blissful?” She might have spoken with asperity, but the words were tinged with longing.

      “I can, if that’s what you need,” I said. “But I like your clever brain.”

      She blinked. “You do?”

      “Of course. You challenge me. I find you fascinating. Did you not know?”

      “I…” She swallowed, but her voice still came out a touch hoarse. “No. I guess I didn’t know that. Not for sure.”

      I traced the line of her cheekbone. “I should tell you more often, then.”

      Samantha had to know how much I treasured her, especially her quick mind. She always managed to surprise me, and I delighted in her company. She was so much more than simply my sex object, a toy for my own perverse pleasures.

      Her eyes began to shine, and I frowned. “Did I make you sad?”

      “No,” she said, her voice catching. “That…means a lot to me.”

      “Then why are you crying?”

      “Because I don’t want to leave,” she whispered. “I don’t want to leave you, but I should.”

      My jaw firmed as possessive anger flared, tinged with hurt and fear. “You’re still thinking about how to escape?”

      “No,” she said quickly. “I mean, yes. I mean, I want to get out of working for Cristian. I don’t want to spend my days locked in this penthouse, fearing the day your brother comes for me. And if you really value my mind like you say you do, you won’t want that for me, either.”

      I scowled. “This is the safest place for you. You should fear Cristian. This is the only way I know how to protect you.”

      “This isn’t the life I want,” she said, desperate. “I can’t stay trapped in a cage forever. I need to do something meaningful. I need to help people.”

      “You’ve been reading too many comic books. You can’t be a superhero, Samantha. You’re far too breakable, and I won’t put you at risk.”

      “I can be a hero,” she asserted, her eyes sparking as her anger rose. “I used to do it every day, before you took me. I had a life. I had purpose.”

      I wrapped my arms around her and rolled, settling my weight on her. She couldn’t escape me. She couldn’t leave me. “Your life is with me now. And my purpose is to protect you.”

      “You won’t be able to keep me from Cristian forever,” she reasoned. “Let me call my friends at the Bureau. If you go into hiding before they come for Cristian, I can cover your tracks. They won’t find you. You’ll be safe.”

      She wanted to send me away. That wasn’t going to happen. I’d never allow her to be parted from me.

      “And what about you?” I demanded, my jealous anger rising. “Where will you be while I’m in hiding? Will you go back to your friends? To your Dex?” I spat the man’s name.

      “I…I don’t know,” she whispered.

      “You’re mine,” I snarled. My cock stiffened against her, pressing at the entrance to her cunt. “And you’re not going anywhere. Not back to your Dex. And not to my brother. You belong to me.”

      “I’m yours,” she agreed. “But I can’t—”

      I cut her off with a merciless kiss as I drove inside her, reminding her of my claim, our connection. I fucked her hard, possessing her with deep, merciless strokes. She rocked her body against mine, meeting me with her own fierce need. Samantha didn’t want to leave me. She was just confused, still caught up in the fantasy that she could save the day. Regardless of her wishes, I’d never put her at risk. And I’d certainly never agree to a plan that separated us.

      I joined our bodies with ruthless thrusts. I’d drown her in brutal ecstasy until she realized she couldn’t live without me.
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      I woke her early the next morning with a soft kiss against her neck. She turned her head, offering me better access. I rumbled my approval, nipping at her. She pressed her ass back against my erection in wanton invitation. We were both naked, nestled under the sheets together. I’d allowed her to rest, studying her peaceful features for a long while. Now, I was too hungry for her to allow her to continue sleeping.

      “It’s time for your punishment,” I murmured in her ear.

      “Punishment?” she asked, her tone slurred and sleepy rather than sharp with alarm. “Why?”

      “You tried to escape,” I reminded her, more aroused than upset. “That was very naughty, gatita. I’ve owed you a punishment for days.”

      “Oh. Okay,” she agreed easily.

      I kissed the tender spot I’d bitten. “Good girl.”

      I gave her a few minutes to stir and go through her morning routine. When she emerged from the bathroom, her cheeks were pink and her eyes were sparkling.

      I beckoned to her from where I stood in the threshold to the sitting room. “Come.”

      She came to me without hesitation, her expression serene rather than fearful. She knew pain was coming, but she wasn’t terrified, as she’d once been. I’d trained her to enjoy erotic pain. Or perhaps she’d always been this way. Perhaps she’d been built just for me, my perfect Samantha.

      She placed her hand in mine and walked with me into our playroom, utterly docile and willing to accept whatever punishment I chose to dole out. Her contrition for trying to leave me was genuine, and she accepted that she deserved discipline for her rash actions. We’d both feel better when she released her tears.

      She followed where I led, trusting me implicitly even as we entered the room that had once terrified her. I stopped when we reached the far wall, next to my suspension frame. She enjoyed being bound, and I needed to see her trapped and helpless to resist me.

      I selected a coil of crimson rope that hung on the wall by the wooden frame, and she shivered in anticipation. We’d both derive pleasure from this punishment. I’d make sure of it. I’d never hurt her with impunity again, would never whip her for my own selfish desires if she was unwilling. Her trust was my most precious possession, and I wouldn’t risk losing it.

      She took a deep breath and released it on a long, shuddering sigh as I began to wind the rope around her, forming a harness that framed her chest. I took extra time and care to create a lattice pattern above her breasts, adorning my pretty pet with the red rope. Her pale skin took on a pearlescent sheen beneath it, contrasting with the vibrant color.

      When I finished tightening the rope around her chest, I drew her arms behind her, binding them together from shoulder to wrist. Her back arched, making her breasts stand out proudly. Her pink nipples peaked for my attention.

      I didn’t stimulate them. Not yet. I’d leave her aching for my sensual touch, until her body thrummed with such need that she couldn’t discern pain from pleasure.

      I took another length of rope and threaded it through the bindings around her arms before feeding it through the large metal ring embedded in the wooden beam above her. I pulled, forcing her arms up behind her, so she had no choice but to bend at the waist to alleviate the pressure. She spread her legs in wanton invitation, her back arched as she offered her pussy to me.

      My cock stiffened, aching to get inside her. I mastered the animal urge to drive into her wet heat. She needed more pain before I could sate myself. And I needed to hear her scream her apology, her promise to never try to escape me again.

      I stepped back, simply admiring her without touching, until she whined for my attention. Satisfied that she was needy and desperate, I went back to the wall, where implements for her torment were arranged in neat rows.

      I held up the rubber-tipped nipple clamps so she could see them clearly. The light caught on the metal, making the chain that connected them shine silver. Little red gemstones dangled from the chain. They’d look so pretty adorning my sweet Samantha’s tormented breasts.

      Her eyes tightened with her own hunger as she studied the clamps. I’d gotten her worked up enough that she’d welcome any sexual stimulation, pleasure or pain.

      Her lashes fluttered as I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples harden to tight buds beneath my palms. She tried to lean into me, seeking more contact. The ropes held her immobile, the bonds I’d created denying her any control over her body.

      Instead of struggling for freedom, she relaxed, falling into my thrall. Rewarding her submission, I began to roll her nipples between my fingers, tugging and pinching to get her accustomed to the discomfort that would be inflicted by the clamps.

      When she whimpered and wiggled, torn between wanting relief and craving more, I caught her tight peaks in the clamps. She cried out as I turned the screws on the sides, slowly increasing the pressure to guarantee they’d stay firmly in place. I tugged on the chain, and she hissed out a breath, struggling to adjust to the pinch.

      I watched her pinched expression soften as she settled into acceptance. I flicked the gems that dangled from the chain, making them glitter under the crimson lights. She moaned, and her eyes slid closed as her head dropped forward in surrender.

      Her short, panting breaths followed me as I retrieved the crop from where it hung on the wall. When I stepped behind her, I was met with a delicious view of her soaked and swollen cunt. Her body practically vibrated with need, but I wouldn’t provide her with ecstatic release just yet. She had to release her guilt first, had to swear that she would never again try to leave me.

      When I snapped the crop against her ass, she blew out a long sigh and relaxed, accepting her punishment. I started flicking it against her skin, painting her flesh pink as I spread out the heat.

      Even as lust raged through my body, something darker pulsed through my veins. Memories of the guard on top of her, violating her, flooded my mind. Fury burned through me at the thought of another man’s hands on her. The sound of her horrified sobs as she remembered her childhood trauma at the hands of her uncle echoed through my mind, driving me near madness. No one would touch her ever again. I’d kill anyone who tried. I’d do anything to protect my Samantha, including hurting her. I’d eradicate her foolish plans to separate us in order to evade my brother. I had to keep her close to know she was safe from him.

      I cracked the crop against her upper thigh, causing her to cry out.

      “Never leave me again,” I commanded, my tone fierce and desperate. I delivered another cruel blow to brand her with a burning sting. “You don’t get to leave me. Never leave me.”

      “I won’t.” Her voice hitched on a sob. “I won’t leave you. I love you.”

      My heart stopped in my chest, squeezing too hard to continue beating. The crop slipped from my hand, clattering to the ground. My pulse thundered back to life, pounding in my head as something hot and bright seared away some of the darkness that blackened my soul.

      My hands curved into her ass, spreading her wide. She was soaked for me, her body ready to yield to me. Just as she was yielding her heart.

      “Say it again,” I ground out.

      “I love you,” she sobbed. “Please, Andrés.”

      I snarled and slammed into her, thrusting deep into her wet channel. “Tell me,” I demanded, driving into her with ruthless abandon. “Tell me again. Don’t stop.”

      “I love you!” she cried out. “I love you, I love you…” The words left her in a litany, over and over again as I fucked her hard. I became drunk on the foreign sentiment. It filled me up, sending me soaring higher than I’d ever attained through inflicting pain.

      I was close to coming undone. I needed her to shatter with me. I reached beneath her and pinched her clit.

      “Andrés!” she screamed out my name as her orgasm claimed her. My raw shout echoed around us, and I filled her with my cum. I kept pounding into her, riding out the last of our pleasure with brutal force.

      Finally, I stopped, completely spent. I withdrew from her and carefully removed the clamps from her nipples. She whimpered as blood rushed back to the abused buds, but I shushed her and soothed away the sting with my fingers. Her whimper dropped to a moan, and I continued caressing her until I was certain her discomfort had passed.

      I couldn’t bring myself to take the time to untie her, so I grabbed my blunt-tipped shears and cut her down. She sagged against me, and I held her carefully as I lowered us both onto the cool tiled floor.

      “Mine,” I murmured, tracing the contours of her soft body. “All mine.”

      She rubbed her face against the crook of my neck, her hot tears branding me. She licked at them, tasting the salt of her love on my skin. A low sound of animal satisfaction left my chest. It seemed to incite her need, even though she’d attained orgasm only minutes ago.

      She shifted on my lap, turning to face me so she straddled my hips. Despite my recent release, I began to stiffen for her once again. Her bold touch made my mouth water with hunger. She no longer reluctantly submitted to my physical manipulation of her body; she initiated contact because she craved me, as well.

      She lowered herself onto my hard cock and captured my lips with hers, demanding my kiss. I surrendered to pleasure as she began to ride me. My hands closed around her hips, guiding her to fuck me at the pace I desired, even though she was on top.

      She screamed out my name, her fingernails scoring my back as she came. She marked me, owned me. Loved me.
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      Only a few hours had passed since Samantha had declared her love for me, and I couldn’t stop playing the words through my mind, remembering them in her breathy voice. I’d never heard the words from a woman I’d trained. I hadn’t heard them at all since I’d lost my sister and grandmother. The emotions expanding in my chest threatened to cut off my breath and stall my heart. The sensation was so keen, it was almost painful.

      I hadn’t wanted to stop touching Samantha, but I knew I needed to see my brother. I’d convince him to give me more time with her, even if I had to beg on my knees. I’d do anything to keep her safe with me. We didn’t have a plan yet, so all I could do was make Cristian believe that Samantha was close to cooperating with his demands.

      I’d called my brother to set up a meeting, and he’d accepted. Now, I braced myself to face him as my driver pulled the car into the parking garage. I’d gotten caught in traffic, and it had taken me nearly half an hour to get here. Cristian wouldn’t appreciate my tardiness. If I was going to beg for him to spare Samantha, I might as well beg for forgiveness as well. What had been left of my pride didn’t exist anymore. Not when it came to protecting Samantha. Nothing was more important than her safety and happiness.

      “You’re late,” Cristian commented when I was admitted to his office. His guards flanked me, too close. The back of my neck prickled with awareness, and my muscles rippled with the barely suppressed urge to defend myself.

      I summoned up a calm demeanor, but I couldn’t quite clear the tension from my body. “I apologize. Traffic,” I offered in explanation.

      Cristian’s malicious smile set my teeth on edge. “Don’t worry about it. The longer you’re separated from your little whore, the longer she has to learn that there are consequences for resisting me.”

      My blood ran cold. “What?”

      I took a breath, reminding myself that none of my men had permission to access my penthouse anymore.

      Cristian’s smile curved with cruelty. “I ordered Lauren to give her a taste of Bliss. Samantha is probably already in my brothel, being a good little whore. You didn’t really think I’d let you keep her all to yourself, did you? Especially when you can’t seem to break her properly.”

      I snarled and surged forward, all fear of my brother forgotten as rage washed my vision red. The guards at my back were ready. They grabbed my arms, wrenching me back. My fury gave me strength to shake them off, but the barrel of the gun that pressed against the back of my head made me freeze.

      I couldn’t let them kill me. If they did, I couldn’t rescue Samantha.

      “I wonder how many men will fuck her before she agrees to cooperate,” Cristian mused. “Or maybe that won’t be enough to break her. Maybe she likes being used like a slut. Maybe that’s why you’re so attached to her, and why you haven’t been able to break her. Tell me, little brother, have you made sure she’s good at sucking cock? She’s not much to look at, but she’d probably be prettier with my cum on her face.”

      A feral roar ripped from my chest, and I tried to twist away from the hands that held me. The gun pressed harder against my skull, reminding me that I couldn’t risk my life. I had to get back to Samantha.

      Cristian made a dismissive wave, as though he hadn’t heard my anguished outburst. “If she enjoys my brothel too much, I’ll just make sure she doesn’t get relief next time I dose her. She’ll break, one way or another.” He tilted his chin, considering me. “Are you really going to attack me, hermanito?” he asked with soft amusement.

      “Let me go,” I growled, trembling as adrenaline coursed through my system without an outlet.

      “Fine.” Cristian grinned with sadistic pleasure. “You can go check on her progress. Let me know if she’s ready to work for me when she’s finished servicing my men. Bring her to me when she’s sobered up.”

      The gun left my head, and the guards released me. Only the urgent need to get back to Samantha kept me from tearing my brother apart. I couldn’t let another minute pass before racing back to her. Cristian’s laughter followed me out of the room and down the hall.

      I ran through my brother’s building and out into the parking garage, flinging myself into my black Jaguar and ordering my driver to speed back to my home. My body vibrated with violent tension as I rode in the backseat, impotent and powerless to defend her immediately. If I could have gotten to her faster by running across the city, I would have. As it was, all I could do was wait and try not to punch through the car window to siphon off some of my rage.

      When I reached my building, I took the stairs two at a time to get to the third floor, unable to wait for the elevator. I had to stay in motion, had to get to her.

      I burst into the brothel, kicking the door off its hinges. Samantha was naked, surrounded by men. Ben—the boy who’d threatened her in my suite when I’d first captured her—fondled her breasts. His eyes barely moved from her body to my face by the time I closed the distance between us. I bracketed his skull with my hands and snapped his neck with one jerk of my arms.

      I dropped his lifeless body and rounded on the other men. They all backed away. I positioned myself in front of her, blocking her nakedness from their lascivious stares.

      “Who else touched her?” I roared, preparing to tear my way through all of them. “Who?”

      “N-no one.” Lauren’s voice was a high squeak. “I’m sorry, Master Andrés. I’m so sorry.”

      “Do not speak to me.” I bit out each word. The girl had betrayed me. She’d let them look at Samantha. She’d let the boy touch what was mine. “You’re lucky I don’t snap your neck, too.”

      Lauren heaved out a despairing sob and wisely fled the room.

      “Master Andrés,” Samantha said with distaste. “I don’t like that she calls you Master.”

      The sound of my name on her tongue called my full attention to her. My fury didn’t dissipate, but the need to shield her from their eyes overcame my need to destroy every man in the room. My muscles were still tense with the imperative to punish, but I handled her carefully as I picked her up and carried her out of the brothel. The smell of sex followed us, and I knew Samantha was experiencing artificial lust as a result of the Bliss. She’d have no control over her body right now. She’d obey any order, do any depraved act that was asked of her.

      “You’re not hers,” she murmured as I stepped into the elevator. She snuggled into my chest, rubbing against me like a needy kitten. “You’re mine. My Master.” She giggled. “Isn’t that funny? I always wanted a Master. And you’re mine.”

      My stomach twisted.

      Master.

      I’d craved to hear that title fall from her lips. Now, it made nausea curl up my throat. Once, I’d desired her mindless devotion, her absolute, unquestioning obedience. The little sex doll in my arms would comply with my every deviant order.

      But it wouldn’t be real. She wouldn’t be willing. She wouldn’t be Samantha.

      And she’d hate me for using her when she had no control.

      I’d hate myself.

      We arrived at my penthouse, and I carried her to the bed. I tried to set her down. Her nearness and the scent of her arousal stoked the madness that threatened to overtake my thoughts. My body was conditioned to want her, to respond to her carnal desire. My cock stirred, even as acid coated my tongue.

      She locked her arms around my neck before I could pull away. “Touch me, Master,” she breathed. “Please. I need you.”

      Master. She was behaving like something out of my darkest wet dream. Anguish churned in my gut, and I pried her arms away from me, pinning her wrists to the pillow so she couldn’t grab at me.

      She whimpered her desire and arched her back, seeking stimulation.

      “I can’t,” I rasped. “I can’t be with you like this.”

      Holding her wrists in place with one hand, I smoothed her hair back from her sweat-dampened cheek with the other in an attempt to soothe her.

      She nuzzled her face into my palm with a sigh. “My Master. Mine.”

      “You don’t know what you’re saying,” I said tightly. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I wasn’t here. I didn’t know. When Cristian told me…” My jaw clenched as I recalled my brother’s disgusting words, his laughter as I ran away. “I should have killed him. I should have fucking killed him.”

      “You’re upset,” she observed. “Don’t be upset. Make love to me, Master.”

      “Don’t call me that,” I growled, the breathy honorific tearing me up inside.

      “But you are,” she declared. “I love you, my Master. My Andrés.”

      I cupped her cheek in my hand. “Please, don’t say that. Don’t.” Something hot and sharp pricked at the corners of my eyes.

      “Don’t be sad.” My sweet Samantha tried to ease my anguish.

      I blinked hard, and something wet spilled down my face. It dropped on her cheek, glistening against her porcelain skin.

      “Make love to me,” she urged again, arching her back and lifting her breasts in wanton invitation. “I need you.” There was a thread of desperation in the words. I remembered how Cristian had threatened to torture her by dosing her with Bliss and leaving her without release. I wouldn’t let her suffer.

      But I couldn’t fuck her, either. I couldn’t.

      I pressed a tender kiss against her forehead. “All right, cosita,” I murmured. “I’ll help you. I know you must be aching.”

      “I am. My pussy hurts.”

      “I’ll kiss it better,” I promised.

      “Thank you,” she sighed in relief. She lifted her face to mine, seeking my lips.

      I turned my face away. “Not your lips,” I forced out. “I can’t when you’re like this.”

      “But you said you’d kiss me,” she whined. “You said— Oh!”

      Her complaints ended on a sharp cry when I drew her tight nipple into my mouth. I was careful not to use my teeth, treating her gently. Her body would be hypersensitive, and all I wanted was to ease her pain, not inflict more.

      “Please,” she begged raggedly, lifting her hips to seek stimulation.

      Resolving to do what was best for her, I released her wrists and pressed my hand down on her belly, pinning her in place so she couldn’t continue to tempt me with her helpless writhing. I hated my arousal, my weakness. I couldn’t help wanting her when she was hot and needy and calling me Master.

      But this was about helping her, not fulfilling my own sick desires.

      I joined her on the bed, settling my shoulders between her thighs. I’d never kissed her pussy before. I’d told myself she existed for my pleasure, and I’d always felt there was something subservient about worshipping a woman’s cunt.

      When I’d gone to face Cristian, I’d realized I had no pride when it came to Samantha’s wellbeing. There was nothing I wouldn’t do for her.

      Her pale blue eyes watched me with rapt fascination as I lowered my head between her legs. I touched my tongue to her wet folds, and a low groan left my chest. I never could have imagined how decadent she’d taste, how soft she’d feel under my mouth.

      Her fingers speared into my hair, and she pulled my face closer to her sex. “So good,” she panted. “More.”

      I didn’t need the command to continue exploring her sweet perfection. I traced the line of her slit, licking up to her sensitive clit. She thrashed against my mouth, and my hands closed around her thighs on a growl, my fingers digging into her flesh as primal desire overtook my mind. Why had I denied myself this mouthwatering pleasure for so long? I should have known my Samantha was perfect for me in every way.

      My tongue circled her clit, applying firm pressure against the needy bud. Her thighs quivered in my hold, but I kept her pinned in place so I could devour her in the way I wanted. My cock ached with the need to part her soaked folds, to stretch and fill her until her tight muscles contracted around me. Kissing her like this was exquisite torment, tearing me between the desire to continue pleasuring her and the need to fuck her hard and deep.

      “Please,” she choked on a sob. “I need you inside me. It hurts. Please, Master…”

      I couldn’t let her suffer.

      And I couldn’t hold myself back. Not now that I had her taste on my tongue. Not now that I knew what it meant to give myself to her in every way, just as she’d given herself to me.

      Master. The title burned into my brain, searing away rational thought.

      I pressed one final kiss against her clit before I settled my body atop hers. I freed my cock from my slacks, but I managed to pause at her hot entrance, the last shred of decency in my mind whispering to me that what I was about to do was wrong.

      “You shouldn’t call me that,” I ground out. “You really shouldn’t.”

      She wrapped her legs around me, her heels pressing against my ass as she drew me inside. “My Master,” she moaned.

      A deep, pained sound tore from my chest. I craved this. I’d craved it ever since I’d first captured her. She wasn’t in her right mind, but I was going to fuck her anyway, because the woman beneath me fulfilled all my darkest fantasies.

      She needs me, I reasoned. She’s hurting.

      But I knew the truth: I was selfish and possessive to the point of crazed obsession, and I couldn’t stop myself now.

      I braced my arms on either side of her head and began to thrust deep inside her, claiming her with almost vicious force. My forehead dropped to touch hers, and I stared down into her lust-clouded eyes.

      “Forgive me,” I whispered, even as I slammed my cock back inside her with enough force to rock her entire body. “Forgive me, sirenita.”

      She didn’t seem aware of my words as she came undone on a scream. Her fingers tangled in my hair, and she pulled my face down to hers so she could capture my lips. The intimate contact and feel of her inner walls squeezing my dick sent me over the edge, and I shouted my release against her mouth. Wet heat leaked from my eyes even as my seed branded her insides.

      She shuddered and groaned beneath me. Then, her taut muscles relaxed, her tongue stilling against mine.

      I pulled out of her body as her eyes fluttered closed. My stomach lurched as she slipped into unconsciousness, the full weight of my disgusting actions slamming into me.

      “Forgive me,” I begged on a rasp. She didn’t respond.

      I pushed off her and quickly stripped out of my clothes. After ensuring that her breaths were deep and even, I rushed into the bathroom and turned on the shower. The water was close to boiling hot when I stepped under it, but I welcomed the discomfort. I deserved to feel pain after finding pleasure with Samantha when she was drugged and mindless.

      I stayed under the burning spray for a long time, until I finally accepted the obvious course of action open to me. There was only one way to protect Samantha from my brother. And from myself.
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      A few hours after slipping into unconsciousness, she finally stirred. I hadn’t been able to stop staring at her, desperate to memorize every curve and slope of her lovely face. She was still naked, but I’d put on my suit; armor between us.

      She sat up and reached for me. “Thank you.”

      I flinched away, my gut churning. “Don’t thank me. I fucked you while you were high out of your mind. I violated you.”

      “No,” she said fiercely, grabbing my hand when I tried to retreat farther. I didn’t pull away this time. The warmth of her slender fingers around mine felt too good. “I begged you to. I needed you to. I was hurting. You helped me.”

      I turned my face away, unable to look at her. Shame licked at my insides, but I still held her hand fast. “You shouldn’t have called me Master,” I said hollowly. “You shouldn’t have done that. I couldn’t—” I put an end to my pathetic excuses. “I’m not blaming you. You didn’t know what you were saying. It’s not your fault. None of this is your fault. You didn’t ask to be trapped with me. You didn’t ask to be beaten and raped.”

      Her fingers firmed around mine. “You didn’t rape me,” she declared hotly. “Don’t you dare call it that. Don’t you dare.” She swiped frustrated tears from her cheeks. “You were helping me. I trusted you to help me. I love you, Andrés. And I meant what I said. You’re my Master.”

      “Don’t call me that,” I barked.

      She didn’t shrink away from the ire incited by my self-loathing. Instead, she scooted across the bed so she could get in my face. “You did nothing wrong,” she swore. “You saved me. You’ve been saving me this whole time. You’ve been protecting me from Cristian. He would have—”

      “He would have what?” I shouted over her. “Ordered Lauren to slip you Bliss and whore you out? That’s what he wanted, Samantha. He wanted you to scream in pleasure while they violated you. He wanted them to send you back to me, broken and used. He wanted to punish me for my failure. I should have killed him.” My brother’s cruel, mocking laughter rolled through my mind. “But I didn’t. I ran back to you as soon as he told me. He fucking laughed while I ran away from him.”

      “You got back to me in time.” She cupped my face in her hands, trying to capture my attention. “You saved me. You protected me.”

      I grabbed her wrists. I squeezed hard enough to bruise, but I couldn’t bring myself to force her hands away from my face.

      “I can’t protect you,” I rasped. “I’m a coward. You deserve better than me.”

      “I don’t, and you’re not,” she asserted. “I want to be with you, Andrés. You’re not a coward.”

      “I’m afraid of him,” I admitted on a bitter whisper.

      “I know,” she said softly. “And I understand.”

      “You don’t. My face…” I shuddered and cut my eyes away from hers.

      She touched my scar, applying enough pressure to guide my gaze back to hers. “Tell me what he did to you.” It was a steady command, compelling me to confess my darkest secrets. I owed her this. I owed her everything, after what I’d done to her.

      “It was three years ago,” I began, the words bleeding out of me. “Cristian made a deal with some Russians. He started dealing in Bliss. I’d never dared to challenge him, but I hated it. It was too far, too much. He was selling women, just like he sold my sister. So, I decided to stage a coup and take over the organization myself. I’d always been the one to keep the business running. I could do it without him. My life would be better without him.”

      I paused, the phantom ice of Cristian’s knife slicing across my chest as memories threatened to suck me under. I’d never talked to anyone about this. I’d barely spoken to anyone at all since he’d disfigured me. Now, my words were no longer required at meetings with allies and enemies; my ruined face was threat enough of Cristian’s retribution against those who crossed him.

      “He found out,” she surmised, quietly urging me to continue.

      My jaw clenched. “One of my men betrayed me. Cristian came for me before I made a move against him. He strung me up in front of all of our people—the ones he hadn’t killed for following me. He cut me. He made me scream. He humiliated me. Then, he stitched me up himself to make sure the marks lasted.” An acidic tang washed over my tongue, and I swallowed back my nausea.

      Samantha’s face was pale, devoid of the pretty flush I loved so much. “Andrés…” She said my name shakily before leaning in and brushing her lips over the deep furrow in my cheek. “I love you,” she said with the weight of an oath. “We’re going to get away from your brother. Together.”

      Anguish twined around my heart. Yes, I’d get her away from Cristian. “I have something for you,” I said instead of responding to her fervent declaration.

      I pulled her into my lap, holding her close with one arm around her shoulders. She sighed and pressed her cheek into my neck, trusting me completely.

      I reached around her with my free hand and picked up the syringe from the cart beside the bed. Her brow furrowed with confusion as I uncapped it, but she didn’t cringe away or struggle.

      “Lauren already gave me the birth control shot,” she said.

      I tightened my hold around her, trapping her in place as I slid the needle into her arm. “It’s not birth control. I should have sent you away hours ago, but I had to see your lovely eyes one last time.”

      “What are you…?” Her question trailed off as her eyes drooped closed, the sedative taking effect.

      “I can’t protect you.” I pressed one last kiss against her motionless lips. “Goodbye, sirenita. Te amo.”

      I loved her. I loved her, so I had to let her go. I’d face Cristian’s retribution later, but I had to get her to safety before he came for her.

      I dressed her in one of my shirts. It swallowed her slim frame, covering her well enough. Still, I slipped her into a pair of slacks I’d gotten from Lauren. I couldn’t bear the thought of anyone’s eyes on her. Not even my own. If I allowed myself to continue holding her and caressing her bare skin, I’d never be able to release her.

      When she was dressed, I removed the collar from her throat. I tucked it into my pocket, unwilling to shut it away in the drawer where it used to belong. It belonged to her now.

      I’d thought it marked her as mine, but I couldn’t keep her. That had been a fantasy from the very beginning. Cristian had never intended to allow me to keep her forever, and now, I had to let her go if I was going to save her from him.

      I picked her up and carried her out of our bedroom, past our playroom, and into the elevator. We rode down to the garage, and I couldn’t help staring down at her, drinking her in. I longed to look into her lovely eyes, but that wasn’t an option. Soon, I wouldn’t be able to look at her at all. Wouldn’t be able to hold her. Wouldn’t be able to hurt her.

      This was what was best for her, in every way. She deserved to be free of me, safe from my darker impulses.

      The elevator stopped at the parking garage, and I carried her to my black BMW, choosing the least flashy car I owned. I didn’t want to draw attention to myself. I’d already had my people disable the security cameras at the motel where I intended to drop her, and my tinted windows would prevent traffic cams from catching her where I set her in the passenger seat.

      I got in the car and started it up, driving slowly to the outskirts of the city. The motel I’d selected was nondescript, the randomness of the location ensuring she’d be safe here for a short time.

      I’d instructed one of my men to check into the room, so I wouldn’t be seen by the staff. He was waiting for me, opening the door when I knocked. I ordered him to leave as I carried Samantha inside and laid her down on the bed. I tucked her under the covers, just as I’d done every night since I’d forcibly brought her into my life.

      I ran my fingers through her silken hair one last time. She didn’t stir.

      My hand clenched to a fist, and I forced myself to pull away. I didn’t allow myself to linger any longer. It wouldn’t be long before Cristian figured out what I’d done, and I needed her to be safely back with her fellow FBI agents by the time that happened.

      I left the motel room, feeling the sound of the door locking behind me deep in my chest. I walked stiffly back to my car where I’d left it across the parking lot. When I slid back into the driver’s seat, I took a deep breath and shoved down the anguish that threatened to choke me.

      Clearing my throat, I put in the call to the cops, leaving the anonymous tip telling them where they could find Samantha Browning. I ended the call and waited. It only took fifteen minutes before police cars arrived, along with a black sedan. Two men got out of the sedan, weapons drawn.

      I put my BMW in drive and pulled out of the parking lot. She was safe.

      Now, I had to face whatever punishment my brother chose to dole out.
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      I reached into my pocket and fisted Samantha’s collar in my trembling fingers as I rode the elevator down to the basement. It had taken less than twenty-four hours for Cristian to summon me to the dank space where he’d savor my screams.

      Sweat beaded on my brow, but I didn’t even consider running. Samantha was safe now, surrounded by FBI agents. But Cristian would need to discipline me for defying him. If Samantha were still within his grasp, he’d hurt her to torment me. Now, his only option was to cause me physical pain to exact his retribution. I’d take the agony willingly. Anything to satisfy his sadistic need to punish. Anything to guarantee he didn’t go after Samantha, despite the security around her.

      The elevator doors slid open, revealing my nightmare.

      Samantha was stripped and strung up for my brother’s torture, her pale skin glowing under the spare lightbulb that lit the basement. Her wrists were cuffed above her, forcing her onto her toes in a stress position. A bruise darkened her jaw, and blood dripped from one corner of her lips.

      “Samantha,” I snarled her name, launching myself toward her. I didn’t know how Cristian had gotten to her, but the logistics didn’t matter. All that mattered was getting her away from him.

      “Stay right there.” My brother’s voice cracked against the concrete walls. His knife was at her throat. He applied pressure, and a crimson line appeared beneath the blade.

      I froze in my tracks, still several yards away from where Cristian stood behind her, holding his knife against her vulnerable artery. My entire body shook with impotent rage and horror.

      I’d done everything in my power to protect her. How had he gotten to her?

      “Be a good boy and have a seat, or I’ll cut her open right now. Do you want your pet returned to you scarred or dead?”

      “Let her go,” I ground out, my muscles flexing with the need to unleash the violence pent up inside me. “I know I’m the one you want to punish. Just let her go.”

      “And send her back to the feds, like you did? I don’t think so. Samantha has agreed to work for me, once we’re finished here. Sit down, hermanito. Or I’ll slit her open and let you watch her pretty insides spill all over the floor.”

      The gory image made my stomach turn. I couldn’t risk Samantha. Helpless to do anything else, I obeyed. A growl slipped through my teeth as I moved stiffly to the metal chair. Sitting in it willingly made my skin crawl. This was where Cristian had started working on me the last time, when his knife had sliced so much deeper than my flesh.

      The two guards who always watched Cristian’s back were at my sides, shoving my shoulders so I dropped down onto the metal seat. I didn’t resist as they tied my arms behind me and trained their guns on the back of my skull. I’d do anything my brother asked of me, if only he’d spare Samantha. With his knife at her throat, I had no choice but to comply with his demands.

      “That’s better,” Cristian said with satisfaction.

      He withdrew his blade, and she heaved in a gasping breath.

      “How should we punish my little brother for his transgressions?” he mused. He cupped her breast, squeezing hard. Samantha winced, but she didn’t cry out. Undeterred, Cristian twisted her nipple cruelly, until her pain left her lips on a rough shout. Tears slipped down her cheeks as he took his satisfaction in the sound of her agony.

      Driven by blind rage, I tried to push to my feet. The guards behind me applied pressure to my shoulders, forcing me down.

      “He doesn’t like that,” Cristian observed. “I thought you enjoyed when she cried, Andrés. Or are you the only one who’s allowed to enjoy her tears?” He leaned forward, so his face was close to hers. His tongue snaked out to lick at the wetness on her cheeks. She shuddered and flinched away.

      “I should fuck her raw while you watch,” he continued, his tone conversational.

      “You said…” She gasped for breath. “You said this was for show. You promised I could hurt him if I worked for you.”

      Confusion fogged my mind, even as my gut tightened. Samantha wanted to hurt me? Cristian was the one torturing me by making me watch while he touched her. I didn’t understand her words.

      Cristian laughed, running his hand along the curve of her hip.

      “She’s a vicious little thing,” he said. “No wonder you couldn’t manage to break her. Is that why you’re so obsessed with her? All of your other pets were very obedient by the time you handed them over to me.”

      She paled, her eyes going wide as they fixed on me. I’d never told her about the women I’d trained in the past. I’d never told her about how I’d taken my pleasure from them before my brother inevitably stole them away. The horror in her taut features told me she found me repulsive. I’d kept those women because I’d been starved of devotion, affection. I’d known Cristian would take each of them away, but that hadn’t stopped me from hoping he wouldn’t. It hadn’t stopped me from indulging in my dark needs.

      Samantha had been meant to be mine to keep, but Cristian had taken her, too. Or maybe she’d never been mine.

      She’d just said she wanted to hurt me.

      I had hurt her. This was only what I deserved after what I’d put her through.

      “Let me down,” she insisted with vindictive fervor. “Give me what I want, and I’ll give you what you want.”

      “Savage,” Cristian remarked with approval. “Your little pet is going to cut you up for me,” he told me. “You risked your life to set her free, and she came back here to kill you. But don’t worry. I won’t let her take things that far. You’ll survive this, and I’ll patch you up again after. I’ll always take care of my baby brother.”

      She’d said she loved me. Had it all been a carefully crafted deception? Or had she come to her senses when I’d released her, realizing that I’d used and violated her? I didn’t blame her for hating me. Not after I’d fucked her while she was high on Bliss and helpless to resist me.

      I met her pale gaze and nodded my silent agreement. I didn’t begrudge her the retribution she deserved. If she needed to hurt me, I’d take it. Especially if it saved her from Cristian’s knife. It seemed she’d made a deal with him: she’d work for him in exchange for the opportunity to punish me for my sins.

      Cristian unbuckled the cuffs around her wrists, and she dropped to the concrete floor. I jerked with the impulse to catch her, despite everything she’d just said about wanting to harm me. I didn’t care how she felt about me or what she might do to me. I would always protect her, regardless of the circumstances.

      “Get up,” Cristian said coldly. “You have work to do.”

      She pushed to her feet, turning to take the knife he offered her.

      She moved with more brutal coordination than I’d ever seen, punching my brother in the throat at the same time as she grabbed the hilt of the knife. I bellowed out my fear for her as the guards’ guns left my skull to turn on her. Shots blasted through the room, and her body jerked slightly. She moved quickly, darting behind Cristian for cover as he choked and clutched at his throat. He dropped to his knees, and she followed him down, crouching at his back. Her fingers fisted in his hair, and she pressed the blade against his artery.

      The guards stopped firing at her.

      “Drop your weapons,” she ordered. “Do it, or I’ll kill your boss.”

      They slowly lowered their guns to the ground, keeping their eyes fixed on the knife at Cristian’s throat. He was still choking, unable to draw in air. Samantha had gotten in a solid punch. Pride heated my chest as my fierce gatita took full command of the situation. She hadn’t intended to hurt me and work for my brother. She’d been playing him. The relief that washed through me made my head spin.

      She loves me. Everything we’d shared was real. The few minutes I’d thought she hated me had been far more agonizing than any torture Cristian could have devised.

      “Untie Andrés,” she barked.

      The guards complied, sealing their fates. The need to protect Samantha gave me almost inhuman speed and strength. I moved with vicious precision, snapping both the men’s necks in a matter of seconds.

      I prowled toward my brother, closing the distance between us. When I reached him, I dropped down onto one knee, so I could look into Samantha’s eyes. They were sharp with adrenaline, but her fingers were loose around the knife. Despite her violent precision in taking down Cristian, she still didn’t have it in her to kill a man. My sweet, innocent Samantha.

      I’d do it for her.

      “Hand me the knife, cosita,” I ordered, my voice smooth and calm as I settled into my decision.

      She allowed me to pluck it from her fingers, but her other hand remained fisted in his hair, holding his head in place. My gaze slid from her to my brother. He was still struggling to draw in air, incapable of crafting any cruel words. He’d taken everything from me: Valentina, Abuela. He’d tried to take my Samantha.

      I’d never allow that to happen.

      A feral snarl rumbled from my chest, and I slashed at his face. He screamed as the blade grated against bone and teeth, revealing a flash of white through the crimson gore. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, savoring the sound of his suffering. Then, I looked my brother in the eye for the last time. I drew the knife back and slammed it into the center of his chest, twisting it to shred his black heart. Cristian’s entire body shuddered before going still. His lifeless form sagged against Samantha, and they both fell back.

      Something was wrong. She didn’t try to push him off her. Blood pooled on the concrete beneath both their bodies.

      I heaved his dead weight off her, and panic sharper than Cristian’s knife pierced my heart. A dark hole had been torn through her right hip, and blood seeped from the open wound where one of the guard’s bullets had caught her.

      “Sirenita,” I said, strained. “Stay with me.”

      “I came back for you. I’ll never leave you,” she promised, her voice faint. “I love you.”

      I scooped her up, and a strangled cry ripped from her throat. I rushed toward the elevator and started speaking to her in Spanish, promising her that she was going to be okay, that I’d keep her safe. She pressed her cheek against my chest, and her eyes fluttered closed.

      Her blood soaked my crisp white shirt, but there was nothing I could do to stem the flow.

      As soon as I got back to my penthouse, I grabbed up my phone from where I kept it in my desk drawer. My private physician answered on the second ring, and I ordered him to come to me, explaining Samantha’s injury.

      I laid her out on the bed and waited for the doctor to arrive with his team. A hospital would be more sterile, but I didn’t have time to take her. My physician lived in the next building over, and he’d get to her much faster than an ambulance. Still, the few minutes it took for him to arrive seemed to take an eternity.

      I didn’t want to let go of her hand, but I stepped back, allowing him to work. He managed to stop the blood loss and patched her up enough so I could move her. We couldn’t linger here, or the feds might close in on us. They’d separate us, and I wouldn’t allow that to happen.

      Satisfied that she wasn’t going to bleed out on my bed, I decided it was time to get out of Chicago. I put in a call to ready my private jet. We’d leave the city before the FBI could locate my home. Then, I’d get her more medical attention, and we could figure out where to go from there. I was sure my clever Samantha would have a plan for our future. As long as I kept her by my side, we’d both be safe.
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      Samantha’s eyes finally cleared, focusing on me when she woke from a natural sleep. I’d made sure the doctors kept feeding her painkillers over the last several days. I couldn’t bear the thought of her hurting, so I’d mostly kept her under. I’d made a large donation to the hospital in Cancún, and they didn’t ask questions when I made demands to ensure her comfort.

      “Andrés?” Her voice rasped from disuse.

      I picked up a cup of water from the tray next to her bed and helped her drink. After a few sips, she cleared her throat and tried again.

      “Where’s Cristian?” Her eyes widened as her memory resurfaced. “Oh.”

      I squeezed her hand. “He’s gone,” I confirmed. “He’ll never hurt you again.”

      “I’m glad,” she said with sudden fervor. “If he’s dead, he can’t hurt you, either.”

      “How did he get you away from the FBI?” I asked the question that had been burning in my mind ever since I’d entered that basement to find her strung up for torment. I didn’t understand how Cristian had managed to capture her, and I hadn’t stayed in town long enough to figure it out. I’d abandoned all my people, my drug empire. I didn’t want it. I never had; I’d simply been born into it.

      Running away with Samantha, knowing we were free from Cristian, was the sweetest relief. And now that she was awake and alert, peace settled over me.

      “He didn’t get me away from the FBI,” she responded. “I left them. I came back to save you.”

      My hand tightened around hers. “You what?” I demanded.

      She speared me with a level stare. “Did you really think I was going to leave you alone with Cristian? Knowing he’d hurt you for letting me go? Do you think I’d ever leave you for any reason? I love you, Andrés. I won’t let anything keep us apart. Not Cristian, and not you.”

      I stroked her palm with my thumb. “I didn’t want to let you go. It was the only way I knew to protect you.”

      She blew out a sigh. “I understand. Just don’t try to do it again, okay? I’m safest with you.”

      “You are,” I agreed.

      She shifted toward me, then stopped on a wince. “I got shot, huh? So, what’s the damage?”

      “They had to remove one of your ovaries, but you’ll make a full recovery.”

      “Oh.” Her face fell. “Does that mean I can’t… Can I still get pregnant?”

      I smoothed her hair back from her forehead. “Yes, cosita. You’ll be able to have children.”

      Her features softened with relief before her quick mind moved on. “Where are we, anyway? Please don’t say a hospital in Chicago, because it’s going to be really hard to get away from my friends a second time if they find me.”

      “We’re in Cancún. I took you out of the country.”

      She nodded. “Smart. Where are we going next?”

      A small smile curved my lips. “I thought we could figure that out together.”

      She beamed at me. “Cool. Well, I was thinking like, a private island or something would be good. As long as I have an internet connection, I don’t mind being isolated. I mean, I’m not exactly a people person, and neither are you. I can move some of your money to an offshore account, so we have enough to live. And I’ll move my money, too, but I’ll be honest, that’s not going to buy the private island. I figured we can donate the rest, you know? Do some good with it.” She barely drew breath as she laid out her plan, her clever brain working in overtime. By the time she finished, a wide grin split my face. Samantha really was adorable.

      “A private island sounds perfect. I’ll have you all to myself.”

      She poked my chest playfully. “And I’ll have you all to myself. This goes both ways. You’re mine, Andrés.”

      I took her hand and placed it on my heart. “Yours,” I promised.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Two Months Later

        

      

    

    
      “I have something for you, gatita.” I leaned over Samantha from behind, wrapping my arms around her. She jolted, shocked out of her focused state. Then, she shivered and sighed as I kissed her neck.

      “Put your work away,” I commanded.

      “But I’m super busy,” she protested.

      We might have made our home on our little slice of paradise over the last two months, but my clever Samantha hadn’t been wasting her time lounging on the beach. She’d insisted on shifting back into hero mode, taking down bad guys from the safety of her ergonomic chair.

      After sending all the information on my laptop to the FBI, she’d ensured that her friends at the Bureau cleaned up what was left of my former criminal organization.

      That hadn’t been enough for her. She attained a sense of purpose and satisfaction out of helping others, and she insisted on continuing to fight crime. I allowed it, as long as she did it under my watchful eye.

      Her hacking skills really had been wasted in her brief time serving as a field agent. My Samantha was brilliant and as fierce as ever. She could do far more damage from behind her screen than she could with her fists.

      I also allowed her to keep in touch with her former co-workers, even though I didn’t care for her continued interaction with her male friends. Knowing that she’d safeguarded our location and it was untraceable eased some of my worry. And knowing that an ocean separated the men from my pretty pet helped suppress my violent impulses when it came to asserting my ownership.

      I nipped at the shell of her ear. “You can go back to your work tomorrow. I have plans for you tonight.”

      She drew in a shuddering breath, but she didn’t put her laptop away. “I thought you were working on a project today.”

      “I was,” I allowed.

      She thought I’d been working on our new home. I derived calm satisfaction from making custom additions to the house that had already existed on our private island. I was crafting kinky furniture for one particular room in our own personal, depraved haven. I’d never had the opportunity to build something with my own hands. Although my efforts were slow as I learned, it felt good to create rather than destroy.

      “Close the laptop,” I ordered, dropping my tone with warning. “Now, cosita.”

      She huffed out an exasperated breath, but her little tremor let me know she was as responsive to my dominance as ever. She saved her work and closed the laptop.

      “Good girl.” I kissed the top of her head. “Come. I got you a present.”

      I took her hand, and she followed me into our bedroom without question. The large windows were open, gauzy white curtains swaying in the warm breeze. Brilliant pink and orange painted the sky, giving us a picturesque view of the sunset over the water.

      It was beautiful, but not nearly as breathtaking as the perfect woman by my side. She wore a silky black robe—one of the only items of clothing I allowed her. She preferred to be covered while she was in “work mode,” so I’d bought her some pretty lingerie. Otherwise, I kept her stripped, so I could admire her at my leisure.

      Tonight, I did have something for her to wear. I released her hand and gestured to the large white box on our bed. It was wrapped in a pale blue ribbon, which I’d thought was appropriate for the occasion.

      “Open it,” I ordered.

      She hastened to comply, a delighted grin illuminating her delicate features. Samantha loved presents, and I relished showering her with gifts. I’d give her anything she desired, just to see her heart-stopping smile.

      “What’s this?” she asked as she pulled the white dress from the box. It was long enough to cover her entire body down to her toes, and the high neck and long sleeves appeared demure. When she held it up in both hands, her eyes widened. The garment was crafted of delicate lace, without any lining beneath. It wouldn’t hide her from my covetous eyes.

      “It’s your wedding dress,” I told her, my voice rough with something more than carnal hunger.

      Her pale eyes lit up, but her jaw was slack when she turned to face me. “What?” she asked faintly.

      I traced the curve of her cheek and rubbed my thumb over her parted lips. “We can’t make it official legally, but we’re going to have a ceremony.”

      “Andrés, I…” She swallowed and trailed off.

      I couldn’t read her reaction, so I issued a command. “You’re going to be my wife.”

      She placed her hand over mine where it rested against her cheek, leaning into my touch. “Yes,” she answered, even though I hadn’t asked a question.

      Samantha was mine, and I’d tie her to me in every way possible.

      I brushed a kiss over her lips. “Good girl. Get dressed and meet me outside.”

      I already wore my slacks and crisp white shirt. In the last two months, I’d become accustomed to more casual clothes—it was far too hot on the island to wear my customary suits. Besides, there was no one here I needed to intimidate by enhancing my aura of power. The only person I craved to control was Samantha, and she ceded to my power willingly, giving herself to me completely.

      In a few short minutes, I’d possess her in a new way. I didn’t need a legal document to tell me that Samantha belonged to me, but I wanted to vow to her that I’d always keep and protect her.

      I stepped onto our porch, which extended out to the edge of the beach. I’d lit torches and driven them into the sand, adding soft illumination in the waning light of the setting sun. Flowers were scattered along the wooden floorboards, waiting to cushion Samantha’s bare feet as she processed the short distance toward me.

      There would be no witnesses to our union, but we didn’t need any. I wouldn’t allow anyone to look at Samantha in her pretty wedding dress. This moment was just for me. For us.

      When she stepped into the open doorway, my breath stuck in my lungs. The white lace hugged her body, covering her completely while revealing everything to my hungry gaze. I could clearly see the curve of her breasts, her tight pink nipples peeking through the sheer fabric. Her pussy was a little more concealed, but the teasing glimpses of her pale flesh made my mouth water.

      Her copper hair shined as it caught the light from the torches, reflecting their fiery glow. The pretty flush on her freckled cheeks reminded me of her innocence. Somehow, she’d managed to maintain it despite the perverted things I did to her body.

      I held out my hand, beckoning. She closed the distance between us, moving gracefully as she glided toward me. Her glowing aquamarine eyes filled my world when she stood before me and took both my hands in hers.

      “I love you, Andrés,” she murmured, going up onto her toes to press a sweet kiss against my scarred cheek. “This is perfect.”

      “You’re perfect. Te amo, mí sirenita,” I swore.

      A melodic giggle bubbled from her throat. “So, what are we going to do?” she asked, curious rather than teasing. “Is there a cake to cut or something?”

      “What we’re going to do is say our vows,” I told her. “Then, I’m going to rip this dress off you and fuck you senseless, until you scream for mercy.”

      She shivered, but her delighted smile didn’t falter. She didn’t fear me in the slightest. I still gave her pain with her pleasure, still demanded her tears when I needed to soothe the darkness inside me. But she wasn’t afraid of me. By some miracle, this perfect creature desired me, almost as desperately as I needed her.

      “I guess I’ll go first,” she offered.

      I nodded, giving her permission to continue. My heart squeezed, then beat faster in anticipation of her declaration of devotion.

      She stared up at me, her eyes shining. “I need you, Andrés. I mean, I know we had a weird start and all, but that doesn’t change how I feel. I didn’t know what it meant to really be happy before you. I was always anxious and—let’s be honest—pretty awkward. I guess I’m still kind of awkward. But you make me better. I’m not anxious when I’m around you. I’m not scared. You make me feel safe. You make me feel loved and cherished. I love you, and I’m never going to leave you. I won’t let anything separate us. I’m yours.”

      By the time the rapid-fire words stopped spilling from her lips, a wide grin twisted my scar deep into my face. She wasn’t repulsed at the sight of me. She looked at me like I was her world.

      I cupped her cheek in my hand, threading my fingers through her silky hair. “Samantha,” her name came out on a rasp. I took a breath and tried again, getting my surge of emotion under control. “I don’t know how to exist without you. I’m going to keep you with me always, no matter what. You’re mine, but I belong to you, too. Body, heart, and soul. I’m yours.”

      My vows were more concise than hers, but I mirrored her final words, promising her a lifetime of love and protection.

      She beamed up at me. “Are we married now?”

      “Now and forever, my sweet Samantha.”

      My fingers tightened in her hair, trapping her in place so I could claim her lips with mine. She opened for me, her low moan rolling into my mouth. The needy sound made my own arousal stir, and my cock stiffened against her hip.

      Wasting no time on following through with my wicked promise, I fisted her lace dress in both hands and ripped it apart. The delicate material shredded, fully exposing her breasts and pussy. I palmed her cunt, running my fingers through the wetness that soaked her labia.

      She gasped and shuddered, and I growled against her lips.

      Unwilling to wait a second longer, I tossed her over my shoulder and carried her into the bedroom. A giggle burst from her chest as her body draped docilely against my much larger frame. She didn’t fight or shriek for me to release her.

      But she would be screaming my name in a few minutes.

      I dropped her on the bed, the soft mattress cushioning her fall. She laughed, thrilled at my harsh treatment. The tattered remnants of her dress pooled on the sheets at her sides, framing her lithe body like an offering. My pretty, perverted, perfect bride.

      I quickly stripped off my clothes and settled my weight over her, lining my cock up with her slick opening.

      “My birth control shot might not be effective anymore, you know.” Her voice was breathy, and I wasn’t certain if she was warning me not to come inside her.

      “I know,” I replied evenly.

      She blinked. “You haven’t given me another one.”

      “I haven’t.”

      Her eyes widened, and she sucked in a small gasp. “You’re not going to, are you?”

      “No,” I growled, thrusting into her.

      She cried out and wrapped her legs around my waist, digging her heels into my ass to pull me deeper. “Good,” she panted. “I don’t want you to.”

      I pulled back and slammed into her again, taking her with brutal force. She wanted me. She wanted to have a child with me.

      Possessive hunger surged through me, and I fucked her with primal, ruthless strokes. She rocked her hips against me, welcoming my claim.

      “Andrés!” she screamed my name, her inner muscles contracting around me as she came undone. I followed her on a rough shout, my heat lashing into her.

      I spilled my seed deep inside her, sealing our fate, our future.

      My Samantha.

      My baby.

      My family.

      All mine.

      
        
        The End

      

        

      
        What happened to Andrés’ sister, Valentina? Read the prequel about her forbidden young love with Adrián in Stolen Innocence. Ready to get right to their tumultuous reunion as adults?

        Get her dark romance in Stealing Beauty…

      

        

      
        Valentina was brought into my home when we were teenagers, her virgin body sold to my father to pay a debt. She was meant to be his plaything, but I claimed her innocence for myself.

      

        

      
        My father discovered us together, and he exiled me from Colombia to America, where I was commanded to run his cocaine empire on the west coast. I bided my time, consolidating power until the day I was strong enough to take my Valentina.

      

        

      
        I'd been consumed with plans to rescue her, but she didn't wait for me. She fell in love with another man, and I loathe her for that.

      

        

      
        My hatred doesn't stop me from stealing her back for myself. Valentina will fight me, but she doesn't realize that the cruelly possessive boy she used to love has grown into a sadistic man. Her cries for mercy will only feed my obsession and my burning desire to punish her for daring to love someone else.

      

        

      
        Valentina has always belonged to me. I will make her mine, whether she wants it or not. I will own her forever, body and soul.

      

        

      
        Turn the page for an extended excerpt…

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Stealing Beauty Excerpt

          

        

      

    

    
      Pale green eyes sliced into my chest, their cutting gaze keener than I remembered. They practically glowed as he glowered at me from across the church: a panther deciding whether his prey was worth bothering with the hunt. His full lips curled in a sneer, those beautiful, terrifying eyes scanning my body.

      Whatever he saw in me, he decided I wasn’t worth his time. He blinked and looked away, his attention turning back to the stunning blonde draped on his arm.

      I sucked in a gasp, remembering how to breathe. My fingers trembled at my sides as a hit of adrenaline surged through my system.

      I’d known Adrián would be here. I’d told myself I was ready to face him. I’d told myself that I’d be able to mask my ire and put on the pretty, pleasant smile that was expected of me.

      But I hadn’t been prepared for the hatred in his burning stare. Ten long years had passed since I’d last looked into those hypnotic green eyes. Once, they’d shined with devotion when he looked at me.

      Now, it seemed he loathed me as much as I despised him.

      I collected my wits, clenching my fists at my sides to still my shaking fingers. My perfectly manicured nails bit into my palms, but I welcomed the little flare of pain. It helped ground me. Pain reminded me of my role, my duties.

      I’d receive a lot more of it if I didn’t play my part perfectly: devoted wife to Hugo Sánchez, the second most powerful man in Bogotá.

      The most powerful man, Vicente Rodríguez, was the reason I was here, participating in this farce.

      A visible shiver raced through the young woman—barely more than a girl—who stood at the altar. Camila Gómez had the misfortune of catching Vicente’s eye a year ago. The eighteen-year-old had gotten pregnant, giving him a son. He’d decided to force her into this marriage to ensure the boy’s legitimacy. A secondary heir to his cocaine empire, in case something were to happen to Adrián.

      Adrián Rodríguez. I could hardly believe the boy I’d loved all those years ago had turned into the hard, frightening man who’d taken his place in the church pew behind me. I couldn’t see him, but I could feel his cruel glare on my back. It made my skin pebble with a prey’s awareness, my body instinctively sensing the threat.

      For the last decade, he’d been in America, consolidating the power of his father’s cartel in California. I’d never expected to see him again, but Vicente’s wedding to poor Camila had brought the prodigal son home to Colombia.

      The girl’s petite frame appeared smaller than ever as she shrank in Vicente’s shadow. He’d waited long enough for her slender body to return to its youthful perfection after she’d given birth—no doubt, she was kept on a careful regimen to ensure her beauty for this day.

      I was far too familiar with the practice: the restricted diet and proscribed exercise to keep my natural curves just the right size to please my husband. Mercifully, Hugo stood at Vicente’s side rather than mine. As Vicente’s lapdog, Hugo was a natural choice to play the part of best man at this sham wedding.

      My husband’s beady black eyes fixed on me, and his thin lips curved into a malicious smile. An involuntary shudder wracked my body. He’d looked at me with the exact same expression ten years ago, when I’d been the one in the pretty white dress, forced to the altar against my will. I was only sixteen at the time, but Hugo hadn’t minded being wedded to a child. He’d waited too long for his turn with me to care.

      And as my guardian, Vicente had given me away to his best friend, gifting me to him in exchange for his years of loyalty.

      I could hardly bear to look at either of the disgusting, lecherous men. Somehow, I lifted my chin and straightened my spine. I couldn’t allow anyone in the church to sense that my fear-drenched memories of my wedding night were playing through my mind.

      Hugo delighted in my fear, but he also expected me to maintain the façade of perfect, loving wife when we were in public. He might be short and stocky, but his rounded belly didn’t diminish his strength. His thinning black hair and ruddy cheeks were showing the signs of his age, but the years hadn’t caused him to grow frail. He was as brutal as he’d been on the day I’d met him, when I was fourteen years old.

      I plastered on a beatific smile, meeting my husband’s gaze. To any casual observer, I’d appear to be staring at him with love and devotion, remembering the false joy of our own wedding day.

      Camila’s palpable terror made the dark memories I kept locked at the back of my mind push to the forefront. I shoved them away before I gagged. A metallic tang coated my tongue, and I realized I’d bitten the inside of my cheek.

      The ceremony passed by in a blur. I drew in deep breaths to suppress my rising nausea. When the priest pronounced Vicente and Camila husband and wife, I managed a wide smile. My eyes watered with empathy for the girl, but I’d be able to pass it off as tears of joy.

      I followed the stream of guests as we exited the white and gold opulence of the basilica, stepping out into the heavy dusk heat. Hugo waited by the black limo outside the church, gesturing that I should get in the car. Vicente and Camila were already in their vintage Rolls-Royce, which would take them to the reception space: an imposing, historic castillo located outside Bogotá.

      I smiled at my husband and took his hand, allowing him to help me slide into the back seat. He settled in beside me, pressing his doughy body close to mine. The sickening scent of his amber cologne mingling with his sweat washed over me. I’d become accustomed to it over the years, but today, the overpowering reek made me want to retch.

      Seconds later, my nausea intensified. My gut lurched as Adrián got into the limo, his stunning blonde date sliding into place at his side. Her dark eyebrows didn’t match her platinum locks, but the obvious dye job didn’t diminish her beauty.

      I couldn’t focus on her, though. My eyes locked on Adrián’s burning green stare.

      My breath caught, and my pretty smile melted.

      Hugo’s meaty hand rested on my thigh, high enough to be indecent in front of strangers.

      But Adrián wasn’t a stranger. He was a ghost from my past. A horrifying apparition that appeared all too corporeal. His massive body filled the space, his bulk obvious even beneath his sharply-tailored black suit.

      I could feel Hugo’s hot breath on my face before he pressed a wet, stomach-turning kiss against my cheek. “Are you all right, cariña?”

      Adrián’s nostrils flared, his full lips thinning. His square jaw hardened to granite, and his high cheekbones appeared sharper than ever.

      For a moment, the world spun around me, the sickly-sweet stench of my husband powerful enough to make me lightheaded.

      Hugo’s fingers dug into my thigh, a clear warning to behave myself.

      The flare of pain helped me focus. I tore my eyes from Adrián’s, staring out the window instead.

      “I’m fine,” I managed.

      I couldn’t look at my husband. I could barely draw breath when he was so close, and Adrián’s hatred pressing against me like a tangible force didn’t help me breathe easier.

      I tried to focus on the glittering lights as the city lit up around us, the historic sites of La Candelaria district beginning to glow against the falling darkness. The limo’s tires rumbled over cobblestones. I kept my attention on the soft, purring sound to soothe my raw nerves.

      Eventually, the pavement evened out, and the city disappeared behind us. We made our way along a darker road to reach the castle where the wedding reception would be held.

      The historic edifice appeared as we rounded a curve, the stone façade shining under golden lights. Vicente had spared no expense on this sham of a wedding, inviting hundreds of people to witness his defiling of a young, unwilling girl. The ostentatious display was disgusting, but everyone in attendance seemed to think it was a joyous occasion.

      The limo slowed to a stop, and Hugo ushered me out of the car. We stepped onto a red carpet, which led us through the open, massive wooden doors. More golden light spilled out into the night, welcoming us with false cheer. Marble floors shined under the massive crystal chandelier that lit the foyer.

      Hugo wrapped his arm around my waist, but I stepped away as my stomach lurched. Over the years, I’d become numb to his touch. Tonight, it made my skin crawl. The memories of my own wedding night threatened to bubble up, and bile rose in my throat.

      “Excuse me,” I murmured. I couldn’t come up with a good reason to leave Hugo’s side, and I knew I’d pay for abandoning him later.

      But all I could think about was fleeing from his slimy touch and rank scent.

      I moved too quickly as I headed for the stairs, seeking privacy on the second level of the castle. No guests lingered around the banister on the upper floor, and I darted for the solace of a quiet room, where I could break down without witnesses.

      The only thing worse than leaving Hugo standing alone in the foyer would be making a public scene. He’d be able to shrug off my sudden absence as the result of illness—I was sure I’d appeared pinched and pale enough in the limo to warrant that excuse.

      No matter if the guests accepted his reasoning, he wouldn’t allow me to go unpunished.

      I could only hope that he’d wait until we were back on our estate. It was the most likely scenario. He wouldn’t want to leave marks on me at this garish event; above all, he wanted others to believe that I truly was his devoted, loving wife. Anything less would be humiliating.

      The second most powerful man in Bogotá couldn’t have a disobedient wife. Hugo had made sure to break me and turn me into his adoring spouse a long time ago.

      That had been after Adrián left me.

      The boy I loved had left Colombia, and he’d never come back. He let Hugo torment me and turn me into his perfectly polished, soulless plaything.

      Now, Adrián lurked downstairs with the rest of the sharks. The man who’d glowered at me in the church might wear the boy’s face, but he wasn’t here to rescue me.

      I’d given up on that foolish fantasy a long time ago, anyway.

      I slipped into the first open room I found, closing the door behind me. Books lined the walls, gold lettering gleaming on darkly colored spines. The unique scent of leather-bound books helped calm me. The library on Hugo’s estate was the place where I most often found solace from him, losing myself in fiction for hours. I took a deep breath, inhaling the familiar smell. It helped calm my nerves and my nausea.

      The door clicked open behind me, and I spun with a shocked yelp.

      “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Hugo’s ruddy cheeks were redder than usual, almost purple with rage.

      I took a hasty step back, raising my hands to ward him off.

      Surely, he wouldn’t strike me. Not here. Not now.

      I hadn’t prepared myself for the pain of his fists yet.

      He slammed the door shut behind him, advancing on me. I backed up farther, until my butt hit the desk behind me. He leaned over me, pressing his hips against mine to pin me in place.

      “I’m sorry,” I squeaked. “I’m not feeling well.”

      “I don’t give a fuck how you’re feeling.” His spittle hit my cheek, and I cringed away. “You think you can embarrass me in front of all our guests?”

      I shook my head wildly. “I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry,” I repeated, desperate.

      He leaned closer, so I could feel his putrid breath on my face. “I should bend you over this desk and fuck you raw.” His cock jerked against my thigh as his cruel arousal rose along with his violence. “But I’d rather not have anyone hear you scream. You want to show me how sorry you are?”

      I nodded frantically. “Yes. I really am sorry.”

      He stepped back. “Get on your knees. You know what to do.”

      The sick feeling in my gut intensified, my stomach churning. I sank to my knees, playing the part of obedient wife.

      He quickly freed his cock from his slacks. It jutted toward my face, seeking the reluctant heat of my mouth.

      I swallowed against the tang of bile on my tongue.

      “Suck it,” he seethed. “Show me you’re sorry, and I won’t beat the shit out of you when we get home.”

      Tears stung at the corners of my eyes as humiliation washed over me. I blinked them back. I wouldn’t cry for him.

      “Now,” he snarled, thrusting his hips toward my lips.

      I turned my face in revulsion, and his pre-cum wet my cheek.

      He gripped my jaw, holding my head steady. “You’ll pay for that later.”

      The door to the library opened, and my shame spiked. I couldn’t bear to have anyone witness my degradation.

      A fierce growl filled the room, and Hugo was ripped away from me. I watched in dumbstruck silence as Adrián tackled him to the floor. His massive fist connected with Hugo’s jaw. My husband’s head snapped to the side, blood spraying from his lips. Adrián didn’t stop. He pummeled Hugo’s face repeatedly, until crimson coated his knuckles and Hugo went completely still.

      For a few long seconds, Adrián loomed over him, breathing hard. His lips peeled back from his teeth in a silent snarl, and his dark hair fell around his angular face, no longer arranged in its meticulous style.

      Finally, he pushed to his feet and turned to me. He towered over me where I remained on my knees, frozen in place by shock at the sudden, violent display. His pale green eyes burned into me, and another feral sound slipped between his clenched teeth.

      He reached for me with bloody hands. I shrank back, but that didn’t deter him. His long fingers sank into my upper arms, yanking me to my feet.

      He glowered at me for a moment, saying nothing. I shuddered in his grip, but I didn’t dare struggle against him. I’d learned a long time ago that struggling only earned me more pain.

      Hugo groaned, stirring at our feet.

      Adrián’s jaw ticked, but his shoulders relaxed, as though a decision had settled over him.

      His grip shifted to my waist, and I shrieked as he tossed me over his shoulder.

      His hand firmed on my upper thigh, squeezing hard enough to leave a mark. “Don’t fight me,” he ground out.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice shaking as fear suffused my system.

      “I’m taking you.”
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