
        
            
                
            
        

    OceanofPDF.com



    
      Alpha Boss

    

    

OceanofPDF.com




      
        Sara Fields

      

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        Books of the Wolf Kings Series

      

      
        Mafia and Billionaire Romances by Sara Fields

      

      
        Sci-Fi and Paranormal Romances by Sara Fields

      

      
        Books of the Alpha Brotherhood Series

      

      
        Books of the Omegaborn Trilogy

      

      
        Books of the Vakarran Captives Series

      

      
        Books of the Captive Brides Series

      

      
        Books of the Terranovum Brides Series

      

      
        More Stormy Night Books by Sara Fields

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2021 by Stormy Night Publications and Sara Fields

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

      

      

      

      
        
        Published by Stormy Night Publications and Design, LLC.

        www.StormyNightPublications.com

      

      

      

      
        
        Fields, Sara

        Alpha Boss

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover Design by Korey Mae Johnson

        Images by iStock/ArthurHidden, iStock/JackF, and Depositphotos/kantver

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults.

      

      

    

  

OceanofPDF.com


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      Natalia Kotova

      

      Fuck. My head hurt.

      I don’t know what they’d injected us with to keep us compliant, but the fallout from it was rough. It felt like someone was hammering right in between my eyeballs and trying to force their way out from inside my brain. I groaned and lolled my head forward, but that only seemed to make the throbbing worse.

      For a while, I just breathed through the pain and listened. I didn’t open my eyes yet, wanting to get a handle on my surroundings before I did anything rash.

      A soft, shaky breath next to me caught my attention and I turned my head so that I could hear better. A soft distinctly feminine moan of anguish followed, and I knew that I wasn’t the only woman caught here alone. After a few more moments, I could count at least three women here in the room with me. Off in the distance, there were hushed voices.

      There was no question in my mind that those were definitely male.

      I pushed aside the pounding in my head and focused on making sure I was alright. I was sitting in a hard straight-backed chair. I slid my legs against it slightly. It was made of wood or something cheap. There was no metal that I could feel, which was good.

      My wrists were bound behind my back with rope. I tested the knot and it seemed loose enough. Slowly, I began twisting my hands back and forth, gradually loosening my bonds in silence. I smiled a little at my success.

      I opened my eyes finally.

      My light blonde hair had fallen in front of my face. It would be a mess to comb through later. It was dirty and my scalp itched. I would bet money that the traffickers hadn’t bathed any of us since they’d stolen us off the streets of Belarus.

      Well, they’d stolen the other girls. Not me. My presence here in Las Vegas wasn’t a mistake or a coincidence.

      I’d gotten myself taken on purpose.

      I glanced toward the floor. The tile was old, probably something from the seventies or eighties. It was dull orange and cracked in a number of places. There weren’t any windows, which probably meant we were somewhere underground. There was little that distinguished the room from anything else, but upon closer inspection, I started seeing small clues here and there as to where in the city I’d been moved to.

      There weren’t any men in the room. Not even a guard. There weren’t cameras on the walls or anything indicating that we were being watched from afar either. This honestly surprised me because they’d spent so much effort in transporting us all the way here and had seemingly just left us here on our own.

      Overconfident pricks.

      Their arrogance would be their downfall. When they had enough money and power to get whatever they wanted, they sometimes forgot about one very important thing about people they’d hurt in the process.

      Desperation made people reckless.

      It also made them angry.

      I licked my lips, surveying the room a bit more. There was a stack of old chairs likely identical to the one I was strapped to against the wall. The cheap incandescent light overhead flickered several times before steadying once again. There was a big pile of cardboard boxes against the wall. Most of them were blank, but there were a few with labels or some indication of what the original contents were. I narrowed my eyes, trying to make out the small text. The first letter was definitely a ‘T’ and the ones following looked like ‘rop.’ My mind raced, and my grin widened a bit more with a sense of victory. I knew where I was.

      They’d taken me to the Tropicana.

      In preparation for this day, I’d memorized the layouts of multiple hotels and casinos so that I could do what I do best. According to the Tropicana’s blueprints, I was somewhere beneath the casino floor or the theater. I wasn’t sure which yet though.

      The other women hadn’t appeared to have woken up yet. They still seemed to be out of it. I worked my wrists a bit faster, hastening the loosening of the rope until it fell on the floor behind me. With a soft sigh, I brought my arms forward and rolled out the soreness in my shoulders from their disuse. With the utmost care, I stood up and listened more closely to the hushed male voices I could only just make out not far away.

      “I’ve circulated the images of the women. We are lucky in that a few are virgins. They will fetch a very high price on the market,” a man said.

      “Our profit margins need to be higher. The transport cost was more expensive this time around. Jonny kept referencing inflation and the like, but I think he’s getting greedy. We may need to deal with him at some point,” another muttered.

      “Or just replace them. I know a guy.”

      “You know guys everywhere, Vinny,” another answered, but he sounded amused.

      “I can’t help it,” Vinny chuckled. “It’s just useful having a guy when you need one.”

      I moved closer to the door, glancing at the vent down by the floor. The voices were coming from there and I dipped a bit closer, trying to overhear whatever I could before I went off to search for what I’d really come for.

      It was no accident that I was down here in the slum basement of an old hotel in Vegas. It was all part of a perfectly engineered plan to force my way into the inner workings of the human trafficking route that went between Belarus and Las Vegas. I knew that the city was mainly run by several high-powered mafia families here in Sin City. Most people thought that the mob had vanished there after the nineteen sixties, but in reality, they’d just gotten smarter. They’d gone underground, hidden themselves beneath corporate CEOs and fancy offices in the penthouse suites of the biggest casinos in the city. They’d opened offshore accounts, laundered money in ways only a tech genius could figure out, and sold drugs through a complicated system of henchmen that powered the Vegas nightlife scene.

      But… that wasn’t all.

      They also sold women. Very pretty women from Eastern Europe. Exotic and slender Japanese women. Some from India. Korean. Chinese. Russian. You name it. They sold them all. All you had to do was pay them enough money.

      At some of their hotels, it was a special add-on to the penthouse suite. At others, a special delivery service if you knew the right words to say to the right people.

      These people had taken my sister. Her name was Irina Kotova.

      They’d stolen her right off the streets of Minsk on her way to her very first class at the Belarusian State University.

      It had taken every single one of my father’s KGB connections to ferret out the details of her capture. She’d stopped for a cup of coffee and had disappeared out the back of the shop. We’d followed every piece of evidence that we’d been able to find, and it had led us here. Now I just needed to find her and rescue her from the mob that threatened to tear my family apart. I had my father’s full backing, including a storage container nearby that had been filled with whatever weapons I would need.

      My mind raced through the route from the Tropicana to that container. It would be no more than a fifteen-minute walk from this section of the strip.

      Perfect.

      One of the girls groaned behind me and I turned back. To my right, someone had stupidly left a box cutter on top of one of the pieces of cardboard and I slowly walked over to it. I closed my right hand around it and clicked it open. I couldn’t spend the time waiting for these women to wake up. They might panic and give away my position. That was too big of a risk for me to take, but I could at least make sure to give them a fighting chance to escape.

      Carefully, I cut each of their ties so that their wrists were no longer bound. When I was finished, I bowed my head. If I could, I would come back for them, but right now I needed to focus on finding the kingpin who had stolen my sister. I needed to know where they had taken her.

      I moved cautiously back to the door, listening carefully for sounds of anyone beyond it. I couldn’t hear anything. Not a peep from a single person other than the women here in the room with me. When I reached for the doorknob, I found it unlocked.

      Idiots. It was lost on me how they’d survived this long.

      I turned it and slipped out into the dark hall. Eventually I started hearing the sounds of men talking again. I made my way toward those voices, taking note that they were still jabbering on about how pretty the new stock of women were, which of them would take a turn fucking a virgin pussy, and which of them would enjoy the assholes after their friends were finished. I’d like to say I was surprised by it, but it was nothing I hadn’t heard before.

      In my line of work, it wasn’t all pretty dresses and roses. Sometimes it took me below ground into the sewers and sometimes I had to deal with the vilest drivel of humanity.

      Like these stupid, arrogant cocksuckers.

      I was one of the best assassins in the world and I was paid very well for it. Since my father’s departure from the KGB, he had taken to dealing weapons instead. He made millions off the arms race, running guns and ammo and whatever else governments needed to fund wars and conflicts around the world and I was the eldest daughter in a family with no sons.

      That meant that I had a responsibility to my family.

      From a young age, I’d been trained to handle guns, knives, you name it. If you could kill someone with it, I’d learned how to use it. In many circles, it didn’t take much more than my name to send people running, which only made the chase more fun.

      My father had sent me to save my sister. To me, there was nothing more important than that. She was innocent. She wasn’t involved in any of this like I was. She’d gone to school when I’d had private tutors. She’d gotten good grades in subjects I’d never studied, and she was supposed to be living her life happy and carefree as a freshman in college this year. It was my job to take care of her and I would stop at nothing until she was safe back home with me in Belarus.

      I crept forward, closer and closer. I knew that there was a fancy meeting room up ahead that had been redone some years ago so that the mafia heads could feel like bigwigs when they met for poker night once a week.

      It was all just a glorified dick-measuring contest.

      I paused before I came around a corner, listening. Finally. There was someone in the hallway up ahead. Maybe I’d actually get to have a little fun.

      I pressed my lips together to keep myself from laughing in open mockery of the mafia here in the States. It was nothing compared to the one back home, in the neighboring country of Russia. If the Russians came here, it would only be a matter of time until they took over. With the current state of things, it would probably take them less than a week.

      The man I’d heard in the hallway was asleep. I could hear his heavy breathing, his occasional snoring and when I peeked around the wall, I could see that he was sitting in a chair at a weird angle that didn’t really appear to be that stable. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to fall flat on his face on the floor.

      He had several guns in holsters on his waist. Now that could be useful.

      Without hesitating, I flew toward him. I covered his mouth and used my other hand to jerk his head hard as he squealed in tired confusion. I heard the telltale crunch of his neck snapping and I guided him back down to the chair. I closed his eyes and leaned him so that he was positioned as if he was still sleeping.

      I slipped the guns from his belt and tucked them into the back of my dirty blue jeans. I procured a knife and a Taser, fully arming myself to the best of my ability from this single guard. I’d killed people with far less. When I was through, I pushed closer to the door of the meeting room and pressed my ear against it.

      This was the back service entry. There was a much nicer stairwell that led down from the casino floor in the VIP high roller section at the other side of the room. I knew it was likely that there was another fully armed guard at that entrance. Everyone inside would probably also all have guns too.

      That didn’t matter.

      The best way to kill was to take advantage of the unexpected.

      I took a deep breath and slipped my arms behind my back. I glided both hands around the two 9mm Berettas and enjoyed the feel of them against my skin. I knew they were fully loaded by the weight. I used my pointer fingers to disengage the safeties and when I was ready, I burst inside the room with both guns held ready.

      The shocked looks on the arrogant fat men’s faces were just as good as I had imagined they would be.

      “What the fuck?”

      “Isn’t that one of the girls?”

      One of them was so intoxicated that he couldn’t even form words anymore. His glazed eyes stared back at me like I was a dream or something. I decided he was my first target. They needed to know how serious this was and that I wasn’t going to leave this room without answers.

      Without a word, I pulled the trigger and shot just over the drunk guy’s shoulder. I didn’t clip him, but I came damn close.

      The drunk man screamed, and it sounded shrill enough that he might have pissed himself. I didn’t sniff the air to check. Instead, I turned the gun on the individuals in the room, most of whom I recognized.

      Vinny Genovese. The head of the reigning family here in Vegas, especially here at the Tropicana.

      Joe Shapiro. Another big kingpin who allied with Vinny.

      Tony Siegal. A third boss who held probably as much power as Joe.

      There were two other men who weren’t famous enough to warrant me knowing them, but from the way they were leaning toward the man to their right, I could guess that were the right-hand men to each of the bosses there. The drunk guy must have been Vinny’s consigliere because he looked the most ticked off. I smiled and directed my guns at Joe and Tony next. I’d save Vinny for last.

      “I’m looking for someone,” I began.

      Vinny sat back. Of all the men, he was the one that didn’t appear to be flustered by this at all. This definitely wasn’t the first time he’d had a gun aimed at his face.

      “Aren’t we all?” he answered brazenly.

      I lifted my chin the slightest bit, sliding my gaze back and forth across the table. There was a stack of chips in the center. Most of them were orange. From a glance, I saw the number five thousand written around the edge.

      High stakes. I wouldn’t guess anything less.

      “I’m looking for a woman. Her name is Irina Kotova,” I continued. “If you tell me where she is, I’ll let you walk out of here alive.”

      I wouldn’t, but I wasn’t going to tell them that until the very end.

      “The polite thing to do would be to tell me yours,” Tony muttered, and I didn’t waste any time before I pulled the trigger again and took out his consigliere. “Motherfucker!” he yelled. Without any further delay, I spun quickly and locked the door I’d come through.

      I circled around the table and kept one gun aimed at Tony as I kicked the other entrance shut. Upon its closure, a locking system engaged.

      “I’m going to assume that this is something of a panic room,” I said confidently, and Vinny grunted in annoyance. “The walls are thick. The locks strong. The doors bulletproof. Am I right, Vinny?”

      “Yes,” he sighed unhappily.

      “I’d bet all the chips on that table that it was soundproof too,” I added cockily, and Joe growled with vicious anger.

      “You little Russian bitch,” he screeched.

      “Keep it up, Joe, and I’ll shoot you next. I’m here for answers and you’re going to give them to me,” I continued. “Oh, and for fuck’s sake. I’m not Russian. Your men took me from Belarus.”

      He just sneered at me when Vinny cleared his throat.

      “I want you all on that side of the table. Go. Move,” I directed.

      Joe and Tony slid their chairs closer to Vinny. Their men followed.

      “It’s five against one,” Tony blurted.

      “I can make it three against one if you keep pushing me,” I answered. His lips smacked together comically fast. He was younger than the others. Probably freshly put in power and in all likelihood, this was probably the first time he’d ever been in any sort of real danger.

      I slipped one hand backward and slid my finger into my back pocket with the gun still in my hand. I pulled out the picture that I knew would still be there.

      It was a picture of my sister. Her hair was a lighter blonde than mine, straight and fine. Her face was delicate with high cheekbones and a pointed thin nose. Her lips were full and rosy. Her eyes were a sage green, like mine but brighter. She held the look of innocence in the most beautiful way. Not like me. I’d seen too much to look like that.

      I tossed the picture on top of the stack of chips and Vinny reached forward to pick it up. A movement flashed to my side, and I realized that Joe and Tony’s men were trying something. I ended it.

      I took out each of them without blinking. My shot was clean, straight between the eyes of both men, leaving only the three bosses to contend with me now.

      No backup. To be honest, I liked it better that way.

      “Don’t do anything stupid. I’m here for answers. That’s her. Irina. Where is she?” I pressed.

      “What are you? Bratva? KGB? Something else?” Vinny asked.

      I just smiled and aimed at the other two men at his side. Three dead. Three left.

      “I’m the one asking questions. You are the one that’s supposed to be giving me answers,” I replied curtly. Joe glared at me, and I didn’t much care.

      “You’re lucky we haven’t thrown you on the table and fucked you raw,” Tony blurted, and I cocked my gun threateningly.

      “Such a reliable weapon, a Beretta,” I mused. “Well made. Steady. Doesn’t jam much, but it does on a rare occasion. Want to test the odds to see if they’re in your favor?” I stared at the younger man without even the slightest bit of patience.

      He didn’t answer. Vinny cleared his throat, probably trying to rescue his friend from his own stupidity.

      “I don’t have her,” he answered. “She’s not in any of our hotels.”

      “I don’t believe you,” I replied and without a second’s hesitation, I took Joe out next without even giving him a warning.

      Tony shrieked like a little girl. He ducked forward and covered his head.

      “Want to try that again?” I pressed. I cocked my head expectantly.

      Vinny looked a bit paler than when I’d first entered the room. Now that my attention wasn’t as widespread, I studied him a bit closer. His face was crisscrossed with heavy set-in wrinkles. Time had not been kind to him. I knew he was somewhere in his late fifties, but it looked like he was at least ten if not fifteen years older than that. He’d gone mostly gray with a few odd patches of darker hair in between. Bushy eyebrows that looked like caterpillars sat atop his dark brown eyes and his lips were set in what appeared to be a permanent grimace. Still though, he remained calm.

      Tony on the other hand was maybe late twenties. He was cleaner cut, with stark lines cut into his beard. He reminded me more of a gang leader than a mob boss, but the Vegas Underground was as turbulent as one would expect in such a quickly changing city.

      “I don’t,” he began, and I cleared my throat.

      “Look at her picture closer. Really think before I just decide to kill you all anyway for wasting my time,” I spat and the two of them finally did what I asked.

      For several moments, I let them study her face. It was rounder than mine. I always thought her to be one of the prettiest women I’d ever known. I didn’t let my worry for her show. In front of them, I didn’t make it personal. Instead, I lifted my chin and focused back on the two kingpins sitting in front of me.

      “The chambers of these guns were full when I started. I’ve still got plenty of bullets left for the two of you. One for each arm. More for your knees. I’ve got so many body parts to choose from,” I warned, and Tony’s face went stark white.

      “I don’t know who she is,” he screeched, and I got so annoyed with him that I just pulled the trigger and put him out of his misery. I grasped a chair and pulled it out so that I sat directly across from Vinny.

      I leaned back and put one gun down while keeping the other trained on him. I watched his Adam’s apple bob up and down as he tried to figure out how best to handle me.

      “It’s just us now. You know my name. Will you do the honor of telling me yours?” Vinny offered. This time, there was no challenge in his voice. I was seeing the real Vinny.

      I grimaced. What did it matter? I was just going to kill him anyway.

      “My name is Natalia,” I answered simply. I didn’t give him my last name.

      “I take it that you’re more than just a simple woman off the streets of Belarus,” he said, treading carefully. He said it more as a statement than a question and I nodded, not offering him any more details than that. I gestured toward my sister’s picture with the barrel of the gun. He nodded, getting the message. Without the others here with him, he seemed more relaxed, and I knew it would be more likely that I would garner the information I’d come for.

      “She looks familiar, but she’s not one of my girls,” he continued. “I was telling you the truth when I told you she wasn’t in this hotel or any of the others I’m connected with.”

      I aimed the gun straight at his head. He didn’t flinch.

      “I didn’t say I didn’t recognize her face though,” he ventured carefully, and I relaxed my wrist. I kept the gun aimed in his general direction. From this distance, there was no chance in hell that I could miss.

      He sighed and sat back.

      “You’re not going to believe me,” he started, and I peered back at him with a confused glance. I gestured with the Beretta again.

      “Try me,” I replied.

      “My kind doesn’t exactly run Vegas.”

      “What do you mean by my kind?” I asked.

      “The human kind. Us,” he continued.

      “The mafia runs Vegas. That’s a known fact,” I answered.

      “Yes… and no. The human mob has its hot spots, but it mostly belongs to another creature,” he added.

      “Creature…” I echoed.

      “Vampires. Las Vegas is run by the vampire mafia clans. I have my own stake here and I make a good life, but if they wanted me dead, all they would have to do is say it and I would be,” he replied with a heavy sigh.

      “Vampires are a myth. A tale to scare children at night,” I scoffed, and he shook his head.

      “They aren’t. They’re very real,” he replied.

      He didn’t appear to be the type of man that would pull my leg about something like this. He seemed like he was serious, that he believed it himself. I felt at a loss.

      “This isn’t a joke,” I said quietly, and he shook his head. His dark eyes were sad, almost defeated. He crossed his arms over his chest and began to tell me about the history of the city. I listened to his story and didn’t interrupt him.

      Once it had belonged to the Genovese family, along with a conglomeration of smaller families that vied for the rich territory along the strip and its subsidiaries. Slowly though, the human mafia had begun to lose ground over the years. Certain important figures would disappear and before long, the city was overrun with allies that whispered of a new family.

      The Asamire.

      They put their own political figures in places that directed federal authorities to capture strategic high standing figures involved in organized crime. Several kingpins were detained, jailed and some were even killed, which dealt a number of devastating blows to the men who had built Vegas up from the ground.

      The weird thing was that it all sort of made sense.

      “And you? Why are you still alive if the Asamire are in power? Why keep you around?” I finally asked.

      “Because I would never dare to overstep my bounds. Banu Asamire would have my head on a platter if I did,” he answered.

      “The Asamire kingpin I take it?”

      “Yes.”

      “Why would you think they would have Irina?” I asked.

      “The Asamire clan like to gather women, especially young ones that are untouched,” he replied, and I could sense the caution in his tone. I lifted my gaze toward his much older, tired ones and started to feel really uneasy.

      “Meaning?”

      “The vampires have a very great appreciation of virgin blood,” he clarified.

      “How do you know that they have her? What if she’s just been trafficked to a different gang, or another part of Vegas? Maybe one of the presiding families already moved her to New York or even Chicago,” I countered, and he shook his head.

      “No. My men took her from Belarus. We’d been watching her for a few weeks. She appeared to be residing there alone, that no one would miss her if she was taken,” Vinny continued. “I have a running roster of potential women that could fill my clients’ needs. I didn’t know that she was connected to whatever you are connected with.”

      His eyes found mine and there was a glimmer of curiosity there, but I certainly wasn’t going to reveal my secrets to a man like him.

      “When I bring girls here to the city, the Asamire send a representative to look over our stock. They take the ones they want and pay us for them. When they want a woman, we are not allowed to deny them. We did once and we paid dearly for it,” he explained.

      “Do you have proof?” I pressed. I didn’t want to believe him. His story was absurd, but it was almost too insane not to believe. Vinny appeared to be a rational man. He’d been here in Vegas as the head of the Genovese family for more than twenty years now. There was no way he’d gotten this far by telling crazy made-up stories and it was most certainly not the first time he’d faced the barrel of a loaded gun.

      “Do you see the shelf over there?” He gestured to the side, and I glanced at it before I turned back. I wasn’t going to let my guard down either. I was smarter than that.

      From my cursory look, there were several binders of records.

      “If you’d allow me, there’s a folder we keep of all the women that the Asamire buy from us. I like to keep it updated should anything ever go south, just so I have a record of everything. I know it’s old-fashioned to keep files that way, but it’s always seemed safer to me rather than keeping everything on a computer that can be hacked. At least if I ever get raided down here, I could just destroy them and no one would ever be the wiser,” he continued.

      “Which one?”

      “The red one,” he replied, and I snorted.

      “Fitting,” I said.

      “I’d like to think so,” he smirked.

      “Stay where you are. I’d like to not have to kill you,” I warned, and he nodded once. He folded his hands together and put them on the table. I pushed myself up from my seat and made my way to the shelf, quickly finding the binder he’d mentioned, and brought it back with me to the table.

      “If my memory serves me correctly, they took her only a few weeks ago. It should be toward the front, as I sort it from most recent to oldest,” he explained.

      I flipped it open and started thumbing through it. There were an alarming number of women, and this was only a small piece of it.

      “This is just the ones that the Asamire took from you?” I asked.

      “Yes,” he said.

      “Lots of money to be made with the bodies of women,” I replied flatly. He was smart enough not to respond, but we both knew the truth.

      I stopped when I came upon the face of my sister.

      “We brought her here and had her examined by a doctor I trust. Whenever we find a virgin, we are to report to the Asamire. On the few pages of Irina’s file there, you’ll find a picture of her and the others they took from us that day. There’s another page with an acquisition contract signed by Banu himself. He has her,” he explained. I took several minutes to look over the paperwork. I confirmed everything he said. There was a picture of half a dozen women along with her at the center.

      “They were especially excited about Irina Kotova. Banu especially has a taste for women of her descent. He sampled a taste of her blood and visited me personally about her,” Vinny continued.

      “How do I know you’re telling me the truth, and this isn’t just some grand scheme?”

      “My phone is in my pocket. I recorded the conversation. Let me play it for you,” he offered.

      “Stand up and take it out. If I think you’re playing me, I’ll shoot you. I don’t miss,” I demanded.

      He nodded and followed my directions. He carefully avoided the gun in the holster in his belt and reached into his pocket. He pulled it out slowly and placed it on the table before he sat back down. He made sure to keep both hands above the table after that and casually pushed a few buttons on his phone. I watched, ensuring that he wasn’t calling anyone. The sound of a man came over the speaker and I sat back and listened.

      The voice had a thick accent, possibly Russian or Eastern European himself, but it was hard to tell. I recognized Vinny as well as the two began to speak about several women together. I was only partially listening when I finally heard my sister’s name.

      

      “Irina Kotova is mine. I want her. For your time and effort in her acquisition, I offer you a boon of five million, just for her,” Banu offered.

      “And the rest?” Vinny answered.

      “Ten million for all the ones we discussed,” Banu replied.

      “These ones must be special to you,” Vinny said cautiously.

      “They are. I am on the hunt for more virginal females. Keep up the good work. I expect to see more with your next batch.”

      “Of course. It was a pleasure doing business with you, Banu.”

      “As with you.”

      

      The recording cut off after that.

      “That’s everything I have, Natalia,” Vinny offered with a sad smile. “What will you do now?”

      “You’ve been very helpful, Vinny. I think you and I can come to an agreement of sorts that doesn’t involve your death,” I responded softly.

      “I would appreciate that,” he grinned.

      “I’m going to take this with me,” I said and pointed to the binder.

      “Understandable,” he agreed.

      “Pass me your phone,” I instructed and when he did, I sent myself the recording and programmed my number into his phone.

      “You and I are going to be allies. If you hear anything from Banu, I want to know about it. His whereabouts, if he comes for more girls. No matter how insignificant a detail, I want to know. If I find out you neglected to inform me of anything, I will kill you.”

      “Got it.”

      “Additionally, I want you to start spreading a rumor about a new badass in town. I want you to tell them that I killed everyone here in this room aside from you. You will leave out my name however,” I demanded.

      He nodded one final time.

      “I’ve never met anyone like you,” he whispered.

      “Nor will you again,” I answered boldly.

      “To next time,” he said, while picking up a glass of whiskey. He held it up in the air and took a big swig before I slipped out of the room and escaped from the lower confines of the Tropicana.
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      Adrian Black

      

      “I don’t care what clan they belong to. They are not going to feed in my casino,” I snarled, and Enzo nodded quickly.

      “I know. What do you want me to do with them? If we kill them, it could anger some pretty important people,” he replied. When I growled once more, he didn’t take it personally. He’d heard it all before. Enzo Walters was my beta wolf, my second in command. In my absence, his word was law to my pack.

      I ran my hand over my face in exasperation.

      “They’re not Asamire, right? Do we know what clan they hail from?” I asked, too aggravated to go digging for clues myself.

      “Not that I can tell. They might just be a pair of loners, or they could be affiliated with one of the lower families. Maybe the Ravnos or a sect even smaller than that,” he answered.

      I sighed. I’d only owned my casino for a year, but some days I felt like it was more trouble than it was worth. I’d bought one of the reigning hot spots on the strip after removing a particularly troublesome mobster from power, Ricky Gambino. I’d given the place a much-needed facelift. It was now known as Lupo and was one of the strongest contenders on the Vegas strip. Most nights, my hotel was sold out and my casino tables were full.

      I liked that. It meant my pockets were always full.

      In most worlds, my trouble would stop at card counters or the occasional hotel guest getting too fucked up and messing up one of the rooms or an appliance breaking that needed to be fixed right away, but mine was more complicated than that.

      Las Vegas had a rich history. Sure, most humans knew of the vast mafia ties it took to get Sin City off the ground. Back in the 1950s, the mob got its start in the Flamingo hotel, and it only grew from there. They helped build the Sahara, the Riviera, the Sands, and the New Frontier. Their reach only continued throughout the years as the money started rolling in. Federal agencies passed a series of laws that were aimed at fighting organized crime, but that only made the reigning mob families dig in deeper.

      At some point though, the human families started to lose traction to a much stronger species. The vampire mafia gained a foothold and they’d been gathering power ever since. Today, they ran this city, and I was trying to get a piece of it back.

      So far, I’d been successful. I had friends in some of the human sectors who liked to give me intel on the vampire clans here on the strip and surrounding territories. I’d even garnered a few allies of the vampire variety, which I considered a massive victory on my part.

      I was the first wolf shifter to dare set foot in Vegas and I had no intention of leaving now that I was here. I was going to pave the way for other packs and one day, maybe the world here would be more balanced between the wolves and the vampires.

      But fuck. Some days I wondered if it would all be worth it.

      “I don’t want to make waves with the Asamire. I don’t want to make a move until we’re certain they aren’t affiliated with them. Why don’t you put them down in the cells and dry them out a little? Perhaps a parched thirst will make them more amenable to our questions,” I finally offered and Enzo grinned.

      “I think that would be wise, boss. I’m pretty sure they aren’t, but it doesn’t hurt to be cautious about it,” he replied.

      “Is there anything else I should know about?”

      “Vinny’s man called me. I don’t remember his name. It was different than the last one though,” he smirked, and I sat back, crossing my legs and planting my heels on top of my massive wooden desk.

      “What did he want?” I asked with a sigh.

      “Your boots look nice,” Enzo delayed, and I snorted.

      “Freshly conditioned and shined. Pretty little thing when she was on her knees for me too,” I countered, and he shook his head, but there was a hint of a smile that he refused to show. “Don’t give me that. She was the one that offered.”

      “The one you met at the bar the other night?” he asked.

      “Yup. She was auditioning for one of the shows in our theater and was looking for her big break. I told her I’d put in a good word for her downstairs and she just wanted to thank me. Properly,” I replied with a wink.

      “I bet she did,” he replied, openly smirking now. “And that included shining your shoes.”

      “Among other things,” I grinned.

      “Did you have a good time?”

      “I did,” I said after a moment. “She was quite talented.”

      “I’m sure she was,” he answered with amusement. “You should know that there appears to be a new player in town.”

      “Another Asamire assassin or something?” I asked. I’d fought off a number of the like in the past and they’d been a royal pain in the ass. I really wasn’t looking forward to another. When I’d first come onto the scene, the Asamire clan had sent a few to warn me not to encroach on their territory. For the time being, I’d listened to their wishes. In time though, I would move against them, but I had to wait for the right moment.

      I wanted to gain more power here in the city. I needed more allies. More revenue. More casinos on and off the strip.

      “No, not Asamire. Human. It would appear she has connections. Maybe Russian or some outside family looking for a way in,” he continued.

      I raised an eyebrow.

      “That’s not all. It would appear that she was female.”

      That was more than rare. “A human female kingpin?” I asked. “You’re pulling my leg. I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

      “Maybe. All we know is that she killed Joe Shapiro and Tony Siegal, and both their consiglieres. She killed Vinny’s too. For some reason, she decided to let that lowlife continue to breathe.”

      “Really?”

      “Yup. His man filled me in on all the details. She snuck in through their trafficking ring and broke out. When she found Joe, Tony, and Vinny, she was looking for someone. When they wouldn’t answer her questions, she killed them one by one with guns she stole off a guard. Apparently, she was looking for another girl. One that went by the name Irina Kotova.”

      “Huh. One woman against six men. Impressive.”

      “I know, right?”

      “A new contender is always an exciting opportunity,” I murmured thoughtfully, and Enzo’s grin widened even further.

      “She wanted to know where this Irina girl was. I took the liberty of looking into her a little bit because I thought you might be interested…”

      “Good man,” I responded proudly. I could always count on Enzo.

      “She’s an eighteen-year-old citizen of Belarus. Some weeks ago, she was supposed to start college in Minsk, but she disappeared without a trace. With some digging though, I found her. Some girls had picked her up on their cell phone cameras when they were taking a selfie in the Venetian. Irina was being shuffled into one of the VIP sections behind them.”

      “So, the Asamire have her,” I answered carefully.

      “It would appear that way,” Enzo replied.

      “I’ll give Vinny a call. Anything else I should know?” I asked.

      “Her name is Natalia,” Enzo offered.

      “Got it. Good work, Enzo,” I responded, and he stood up to leave the room. By the time the door shut behind him, I was already dialing Vinny’s number. He picked up on the second ring.

      The two of us talked for an hour. He told me every small detail about this little badass slip of human woman. She was small, slender, and beautiful and she’d somehow gotten herself trafficked through the right channels on her way to rescue this woman, Irina. She was smart. She’d taken out a man more than twice her size without a sound. He’d been unable to call anyone to his aid, but in the end, she’d helped him eliminate Joe and Tony, two men that I’d known had been thorns in his side for far too long.

      He didn’t appear to be too bothered by their loss. If anything, he was already moving in to buy their respective hotels off the strip.

      “She could be useful, Vinny,” I offered, and he grunted in agreement.

      “Human, but yes. We could use her skills I think,” he replied.

      By the time the conversation ended, I’d bought her phone number off of him. He’d been more than willing to part with it for a few bills.

      “If you want to play with fire, Adrian, be my guest. Just leave me out of it. I saw the look in her eyes when she held those guns in her hands. That wasn’t the first time she’s killed a man. If anything, she’s probably been the last person a great many people have had the misfortune to see,” he warned.

      “I can handle a human female, Vinny. When I set my sights on one, she doesn’t get away unless I let her,” I replied.

      “Your funeral, wolf,” Vinny countered, and I chuckled.

      “We need allies against the Asamire, Vinny. She could be very useful,” I repeated.

      “Good luck, Adrian. I mean it,” he replied, and the phone clicked.

      I dialed Natalia’s number after that. Excitedly, I listened to it ring once, then twice and then a third time until she picked up on the other line.

      “Hello,” she answered, her voice delightfully light and musical. It was airy and soft, nothing like the vision that Vinny had painted of her.

      “Natalia,” I purred.

      “Who is this?”

      She was perfect. “My name is Adrian Black and I know where Irina Kotova is.”
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      Natalia

      

      I don’t know why I picked up a call from an unknown number yesterday. Usually, I was more cautious when it came to things like that, but I was happy that I had. I’d been unable to turn up much about the Asamire family. I’d been unable to corroborate Vinny’s story. There was nothing that suggested that they were vampires. I didn’t know what hotels they controlled and what parts of Vegas were their territory. I’d pored over the binder of virgins that Vinny had prepared, but I found no indication of where they had been taken.

      I’d hit a wall, but just as I was shutting my laptop in exasperation, my burner phone had started to ring.

      I stared at it for a moment, not really recognizing the number. I’d picked it up and I was glad that I did. I’d only come across Adrian Black’s name in passing, but he knew my sister’s name and supposedly where she was and that was more than enough for me. He wanted to meet, and I had agreed to it.

      It was a lead, and I was going to pursue it. The next call I’d made had been to my father. Even though my initial search hadn’t turned anything up, I knew his connections ran deeper than my own. I asked him to look deeper into the Asamire as well as Adrian Black.

      For some reason, my father hadn’t seemed surprised by the existence of vampires, especially here in Las Vegas. In fact, he’d promised me that he’d work on acquiring weapons that would be useful against their kind. He would get back to me when they were ready and when he uncovered more about the Asamire clan.

      I told him he could count on me to rescue my sister. He’d said that he knew I would, that I was the only person he’d trust with her.

      The phone call hadn’t lasted more than five minutes and then I’d gone to work.

      Last night, I gathered all the intel on Adrian Black that I could. I scoured all of my sources for anything and found surprisingly little. I found more on federal websites and the acquisition contracts of his hotel and casino than anything. Apparently, he was pretty new to the Vegas scene. He’d bought a hotel right in the center of the strip. He’d been massively successful and had been featured in several magazines as an up-and-coming entrepreneur and some of the gossip blogs called him one of Sin City’s most eligible bachelors.

      I pulled up a picture and studied his face.

      His eyes were fierce, almost animalistic, and the most intensely piercing hazel color I’d ever seen. His head was covered in a thick mop of mahogany curls. It was messy, but endearingly handsome in a way. He had a long face and a thick nose that was crooked enough to suggest it had been broken once or twice in his life. A thick scruffy beard covered his jawline. It was just on the edge of needing a trim, which only made him seem a bit wilder and out of control.

      For some reason, just looking at his picture made my palms a little sweaty.

      My gaze drifted down to the dark gray button-up shirt he was wearing in the photo. The first two buttons were undone, revealing his thick dark brown chest hair.

      My mouth went dry, and I reached for my glass on the table, knocking it over in the process.

      “Fuck,” I swore, and I rushed to move my laptop out of the way before it got wet. I grabbed the blanket off the back of the chair and mopped up the water as best I could.

      For fuck’s sake. Get it together, Natalia.

      I took a deep breath and shook it off. I was better than this. It was just a picture, and he was just a man.

      I replayed the conversation in my head, thinking about the way he’d slowly fed me information. He hadn’t answered all my questions, insinuating that he’d rather do that in person and then he’d invited me up to his penthouse suite at the Lupo.

      I’d accepted.

      I’d taken the liberty to visit my weapons cache this morning. I’d bought a new dress with a long A-line skirt that dipped just low enough to brush my knees. I’d strapped a gun to both thighs, ensuring that both were completely hidden beneath the busy patterned fabric. The back dipped too low for a bra, so I wasn’t wearing one and I’d decided it might work out in my favor if he happened to be distracted by something like that.

      I touched up the simple makeup I’d painted on my face. It wasn’t much, but the eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara felt like body armor to me.

      Not that I needed more of that. There weren’t many people left in the world who could best me. I’d ended many of them myself.

      Last night, I’d booked a room in the hotel neighboring the Lupo. I tucked my laptop, the binder, and a few spare weapons that may prove useful into my bag and left my room. I kept my head down as I walked, not wanting any of the casino cameras to pick up my face and when I entered the Lupo, I went straight to the VIP counter.

      “Adrian Black is expecting me. My name is Natalia,” I began, and the attendant nodded curtly.

      “Come with me, Ms. Natalia. I’ll take you to Mr. Black’s elevator,” she smiled politely. Without looking back, she rounded the check-in desk and I followed her through the casino. I noted that she scanned a card to get into a lavish side hallway that spoke to the extravagance of a man like Adrian. The busy carpet was plush beneath my feet.

      It was long before we approached a decadent elevator that was complete with a carved silver border. It was engraved with wolves at the top. To be honest, it was really quite beautiful. She scanned her ID once more and the number pad beeped, indicating that she’d called the elevator down from the top floor. It didn’t take long for the doors to slide open.

      She beckoned me inside.

      “Mr. Black is expecting you, so head right up,” she said, and I nodded politely as I walked inside. When the doors closed, I shouldered my laptop bag a bit higher and brushed my hands against the guns hidden beneath my dress.

      I watched the numbers rise until it passed fifty and finally stopped on the fifty-fifth floor. I took a deep breath and the silver doors slid open to reveal a swanky penthouse suite that would probably cost the rich and famous something like twenty grand a night. Maybe more. I wouldn’t know because I’d never done it.

      There was marble tile laid throughout the entryway foyer. A crystal chandelier lit the way above my head and to either side of me was a table decorated with vases full of brilliantly white calla lilies. I took a deep breath, enjoying the fresh flowery scent before I walked forward into the sitting room that was just beyond.

      It was still light outside, so the dark blue curtains were still open, revealing floor-to-ceiling windows with some incredible views of the strip. With a glance, I could see the pool down below and the mountains off in the distance. There were three plush gray couches situated in a half circle in the center of the room with a simple glass table in the middle of them. Someone cleared his throat and my head jerked to the side. Adrian was waiting for me. He stared back at me as he leaned against a wall not too far away.

      Most of the time when people are pictured in a magazine, their photos are airbrushed to perfection, but not him. It didn’t look like the editors had touched a hair on his head. For a second, I simply stared at him.

      When I realized what I was doing, I quickly recovered by offering him a placating smile.

      “Mr. Black, I presume,” I said first, and he nodded curtly in return. There was a keen interest in the way he stared back at me, and I didn’t do anything to stop it. Most of the men I encountered in my life were simply contracts. I took them out and moved on to the next. Sometimes, they looked at me with fear or anger or aggression.

      Never with open attraction like this. Honestly, it was sort of refreshing and I liked it.

      “Call me Adrian,” he replied, and the quiet rumble of his voice was far too distracting.

      “I’ll call you what I like,” I challenged, and his smirk edged a bit wider. He didn’t seem rattled. In fact, my cold response might have made his interest in me a hair more intense.

      “Would you like a drink?” he offered as he poured a few fingers of whiskey into his glass. There was a big ball of ice at the center to chill it.

      Maybe I could use that to my advantage.

      “I’d like a glass of red. A Malbec, specifically,” I replied, and he rounded the bar. Behind him was a wall of wines, each one with a cork and digital label beneath it.

      “I’ve got just the one. It’s from my own vineyard in Argentina,” he said confidently. Without a second thought, he pulled out a bottle and uncorked it like he had done it a thousand times before. I enjoyed watching him. It was a talent most men didn’t have in my experience. Sure, they could open a bottle of whiskey or a fifth of vodka because those were simple, but when it came to wine, most of them floundered.

      He chose a large glass suited for red wine and poured about eight ounces into it before he strode over to me with it between his fingers. With a nod, he passed it to me.

      When my fingers grazed against his, I sucked in a breath as something intensely heated sparked between us. I wasn’t certain if he’d done it on purpose or not, but my fingers felt like they were simmering with electricity from the places he’d touched.

      “Thank you, Mr. Black,” I offered, but my voice sounded weaker than I would have liked. His tongue clicked at the mention of his more formal name, but he let it go.

      I lifted the wineglass to my lips and took a demure sip, trying to shake off the remnants of whatever that was and focus on why I was here in the first place.

      “Would you like to take a seat?” he offered, beckoning toward the couch and I nodded. I waited for him to go first. I wasn’t yet ready to turn my back on him, especially when it was just the two of us up here alone in his own private penthouse. Interestingly, he turned his back on me first.

      Was he that confident? Had no one ever threatened his life before? He obviously knew that I was searching for Irina, which almost certainly meant that he knew what I was capable of.

      That I wasn’t afraid to kill people to get the answers I needed.

      There wasn’t even an ounce of fear in the way he carried himself. He radiated power and a sense of self-assurance like I’d never seen before. It was unsettling in a way, and I knew that I’d have to tread with caution from now on.

      I sat down on the couch opposite from him, with the table in between us. I leaned back and crossed my legs, ensuring that my skirt lay over my knees in a way that kept my guns fully concealed.

      “I’m going to assume you’re a friend of Vinny’s,” I began carefully, and his returning smile told me that I was correct.

      “I am. He’s one of the many reasons I own this hotel and I’m grateful to him for that,” he answered.

      “I’m also going to assume he told you the context of how he and I met,” I replied boldly, and he chuckled lightly.

      “He did. While you’ve reached the limit of Vinny’s reach, mine goes a bit deeper. I can help you in ways that he can’t,” Adrian responded. His words were careful and well thought out. So far, he was saying no more than he needed to. I had the distinct feeling that I was playing with a completely different caliber of man with him. I needed to remember that.

      “What are you implying? Vinny Genovese is the kingpin of one of the strongest mafia families here in Vegas,” I countered.

      “You would think that,” he murmured knowingly.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Vinny is human, and I am not,” he continued. His gaze narrowed in on me and something in my stomach dropped as I recognized what he might mean.

      “You’re a vampire,” I gasped.

      “No. I’m not one of them,” he answered.

      I swallowed hard and lifted the glass of wine to my lips once more. I tried to cover up the way my hand was trembling just a little, but the way his mouth curved up in amusement made it clear that he’d seen my moment of weakness.

      “What are you?” I pressed.

      “I’m someone who can help you,” he said coyly. My nose twitched in annoyance. I was used to the people I questioned being more upfront, mostly just because they wanted to avoid the inevitable bullet between their eyes.

      This one was different.

      “You told me that you knew where Irina Kotova was being kept. Does that mean you are associated with the Asamire family?” I asked.

      “I am not associated with them. They are not my allies,” he replied.

      “So, they are your enemies,” I stated, and his gaze flicked to mine. He hadn’t expected that. His returning smile was one of surprise and respect.

      “Indeed, they are,” he verified.

      I slid my thumb back and forth across the wineglass, trying to figure him out. He didn’t offer anything further, so I decided to be more direct.

      “On the phone, you told me you would tell me what you know, but in my experience, men like you don’t share anything without something in return. In exchange for Irina’s location, what do you want? Do you want my body? My allegiance? Something else?” I questioned and his eyes crinkled further with delight.

      For a long moment, he dragged his gaze up and down my body, taking care to study every inch of me including the ones covered by my dress. Under his scrutiny, I could feel my nipples hardening shamefully beneath the fabric and I knew he would be able to see them. I did nothing to cover myself. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of acknowledging my body’s natural reaction.

      When his appraisal rose to my breasts, he lingered there, and my nipples grew harder. I pressed my lips firmly together, wishing I’d at least tried to cover them with some sort of pasty or expensive bra that was more tailored to this kind of dress, but how could I have known that he would have had this sort of effect on me?

      I pulled my shoulders back and presented myself so that he would know that I was unashamed and proud of who I was. If this man did anything to me, I was more than capable of killing him very quickly. All I would have to do was reach down, un-holster one of my guns, aim and pull the trigger.

      But then he would be dead and so would the knowledge in his head. That wasn’t useful to me either.

      “You need me, and I want to help you,” he finally said.

      “I don’t need you,” I replied. “I’m more than capable of finding my sister on my own.”

      Fuck. The moment the words slid from my lips, I knew I’d made a mistake. I’d made my search personal and now he would know just how important it was to me.

      “Your sister,” he repeated. Carefully, I placed the wine on the glass table. I would have no more of that. I didn’t want it going to my head. I didn’t want to make any more blunders.

      “Yes, my sister. The Asamire have taken her and I’m going to get her back,” I answered. There was no use denying it now.

      “You need my help,” he repeated. “Your sister may not have much time and I know the place where they’re keeping her.”

      The way he said it was so arrogant and self-assured that it made me feel inadequate and simmered under my skin in a way I didn’t like. He didn’t know anything about me. He didn’t know what I did for a living. Before I could help myself, I spoke again.

      His arrogance had made me angry.

      “Fuck off. I don’t need you. I can find her all on my own.”

      I didn’t tell him that my father was already working on it. He didn’t need to know my history, my father’s connections and that we were already gathering the weapons I’d need to dispose of the Asamire.

      He didn’t answer so I decided to continue.

      “What do you want in exchange for the information about my sister’s location?” I asked, taking care to speak more calmly and levelly this time.

      “I don’t want anything in return, Natalia. I don’t take part in the trafficking of women and it’s something that I absolutely detest. The only thing I loathe more are vampires, and the Asamire clan most of all. Your sister is being held in the Venetian,” he said.

      He reached into his pocket and took out a small stack of pictures. He tossed them on the table and sat back, waiting for me to take a look. Cautiously, I leaned forward and grabbed them. I leaned backwards, wanting to put as much distance between us as possible.

      There were several pictures all taken from similar angles of a group of girls decked out in nightclub dresses. Their makeup was heavily done, and their eyes already looked a little glassy from the cute girly-colored drinks in their hands, but it wasn’t them I focused on. It was a girl in the back. She was surrounded by a bunch of beefy looking dudes in black tailored suits.

      It was my sister. She looked terrified.

      I shuffled through the rest, looking at various angles of her head turning and them funneling into the back of the casino. The décor was distinctly Italian, or at least an Americanized version of it. He was telling the truth.

      I glanced back at him. There was a dangerous air to him that hadn’t been there before, and I didn’t quite know how to take it. Why would he tell me this without making me agree to something first? What was his angle?

      In my world, no one did anything for free.

      “Why would you tell me?” I asked, trying to keep my cautious surprise at bay.

      “I wish no ill will toward your sister. No one deserves to be stolen from their home, shipped across the country, and used against their will. I will not support that kind of industry here on the strip.”

      “You have to want something in exchange for giving me that information. You’ve effectively cut yourself out of the equation. I didn’t need you before and I most certainly don’t need you now,” I countered.

      His cavalier attitude was throwing me off balance. This was not how I imagined this meeting unfolding and it was far more unsettling than I cared to admit.

      “I offered you my help, but it didn’t really matter to me if you wanted it or not because I was going to give it to you anyway. What you ultimately turned down wasn’t the invitation for my help, but it was the opportunity to work together with me to save your sister. For that, you will be punished for your disrespect,” he continued. And I froze.

      “What does that mean?” I snarled.

      His smile grew wider and that initial wild look I saw in his picture brewed to the surface behind those dark stormy eyes. For several moments, he just stared at me like a predator on the hunt and for the first time in my life I felt like a lamb caught in a snare.

      I swallowed anxiously as I waited for him to answer. When he didn’t, I reached forward and grabbed my glass of wine in a sort of protective measure. I took a small sip, hoping to relieve my parched throat, but it didn’t really help.

      He stood up. My gaze followed him, realizing how very tall he was. He had to be more than six feet tall. His dark burgundy button-up shirt had a single button undone at the top. It was tucked into a pair of dark gray slacks that hugged his body in a way that showcased his thick muscles. A thick soft black leather belt with a silver clasp caught my attention before my chest lifted once again, too nervous to dip any lower for fear of what I might see. His chest rose as he took a breath and his torso tightened as he released it. His body was solid. He probably benched more than I could ever dream of lifting myself.

      He was the kind of hard that could toss a girl like me around like she was nothing more than a plaything.

      Slowly, he unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled up his sleeves, one by one and that uneasy feeling in my belly grew a bit bigger. Those dark eyes finally rose up to look at me again. Sitting here before him like this made me feel small and for a second, I hesitated.

      What was he after? What did he want from me?

      When he rounded the table, I remembered myself, lifting my chin in rebellion. I wouldn’t be bullied into anything. Adrian Black didn’t matter. I had my sister’s location now. I had no need for this man. With each step he took, I evaluated my surroundings for an exit plan. I could use the glass table to vault away from him. I could sweep my leg out so quickly that he wouldn’t see it coming until he was flat on his back on the floor.

      I could see in his face that he didn’t expect much from me, that he was underestimating me and that delighted me in a way that never grew old.

      If he thought he was going to take me, he had another think coming.

      When he reached for me, I threw myself to the side to avoid him. I slipped just outside of the range of his fingers as I leapt up and used my momentum to push myself up high enough to jump off the glass table. I heard it crack beneath my foot, but that didn’t slow me down. The look of surprise on his face was one hundred percent worth it and I used that to my advantage too. I whirled hard and slammed my elbow down with the intent of hitting him in the back of the neck, but he spun around faster than I expected and caught my arm between his fingers.

      There was something off about the way he was moving. It was almost too fast. I’d have to step up my game.

      I threw a punch and he countered. I quickly spun into it and brought my knee up with the intention of hitting him straight in the balls, but he blocked that too. I jumped back and his eyes appraised me with a cool glare.

      “You can fight me, Natalia, but I promise you that I will win,” he declared, and I practically hissed at him.

      “You have no idea who I am. What I can do,” I spat back in return.

      “Not yet, but I intend to find out,” he replied cockily, and I sneered openly. I took a step back, ensuring that the glass table was between us once again.

      With a swiftness that can only come from years of training, I reached beneath my dress with both hands and un-holstered the two guns strapped to my thighs. Neither gun was equipped with a safety, so I just leveled the barrels so that both were aimed directly at his head.

      “You won’t lay a hand on me,” I scoffed.

      “No. I don’t just intend to lay a single hand on you. I have much more than that planned for you,” he threatened, and my fingers twitched at the triggers.

      I didn’t like what he was implying.

      “You were kind in giving me the information I needed. I’m going to leave now. Don’t make me shoot you,” I warned him in return.

      Something flashed across his face, something I didn’t quite understand. It was as if he was daring me to do it. No one had ever looked at me like that before. I took a deep breath and decided to ignore it, walking around the table in the direction of the elevator I’d come up. There was no hesitation in my stride, simply confidence and that seemed to provoke him even further. His jawline twitched with tension and when he took another daring step toward me, I pulled the trigger and shot off a warning blast not less than half an inch in front of his toe.

      He paused and his grin widened. “You are such a delightful surprise, Natalia. I’m going to enjoy this far more than I could have ever imagined,” he murmured and something inside me tightened in anxious anticipation of what that might mean.

      He’d said he was going to punish me.

      I swallowed hard, pushing that curiously deviant thought straight out of my mind and back into the fiery depth from wherever it came. I pressed my lips together and glared back at him, challenging him to take another step toward me. For several seconds, we just stared at each, neither making a move.

      Eventually though, I grew tired of waiting and took another step toward the foyer. His grin widened and he practically flew at me. The speed at which he came at me forced me to make a quick choice. It was either me or him and I was going to make sure it was me.

      I lifted my right hand and aimed for his heart. With zero hesitation, I pulled that trigger and the roar of the gunshot popped off loudly in the room.

      My aim was true, practiced from years of relentless training. From this distance, I couldn’t miss. I could shoot a man from five hundred feet away and Adrian was barely seven feet away from me right now.

      I expected him to yell. I expected blood and gore and there was none of that. Instead, the bullet appeared to hit his chest, stop short and fall to the floor in a crumpled metal ball.

      A surprised squeak escaped my lips before I could stop it.

      Was he wearing a high-tech bulletproof vest under that tight shirt? Would that even be possible? Maybe his shirt was lined with something.

      My mind did everything imaginable to try to explain the impossible, but in the end, none of it made sense. I’d shot him point blank and he didn’t even have a mark to show it.

      “What’s wrong, little human? Did you think your gun would work against me?” he asked deviously, and I snarled with annoyed aggression.

      “You are a vampire,” I demanded angrily.

      “I am not a vampire, Natalia. I never lied to you, but I also didn’t tell you I was human now, did I?” he continued, and I bit the inside of my cheek to keep myself from saying anything at all. I had to figure out what was going on and fast before I found myself in the hands of whatever this man was.

      Quickly, I surveyed the area around me. There were a number of clean glasses on the bar. There was an ice pick and stirring spoon, as well as what looked like a bowl of freshly chopped lime wedges. Next to the bowl was a sharp-looking cutting knife.

      My gaze flicked back to him. He knelt down in front of me and captured the mangled bullet between his fingers. He stood back up and placed it in his palm, holding it up before me so that I could see it even more closely. It looked like I’d shot it against a wall of metal, squished and flattened in a way that was as curious as it was disconcerting. With terrifying swiftness, he tossed it to me, and I caught it.

      I held it up and surveyed the bumpy ridges, needing to see it up close so that I could believe whatever this was.

      “Your bullets will not affect me,” he said simply.

      “You are wearing armor of some kind, yes?” I asked.

      “No,” he replied. As if he knew I needed to see some kind of proof, he began to unbutton his shirt and a single droplet of sweat rolled down the length of my spine. I shivered hard and I told myself it was from perspiring rather than the sight of the thick chest hair that wrapped around his muscles in a vision of perfection.

      Every single inch of his chest was defined. As he slowly revealed himself, I stopped counting the number of chiseled ab muscles when I got to six. After that, I just stared at the carved statue of a man that stood in front of me. He pulled the shirt out of his slacks and shrugged it off his shoulders. For a moment, I was distracted by the chunky silver watch on his wrist. He crossed his arms over his chest, and I finally remembered to stop gawking at him and glare at him instead.

      “What kind of trickery is this?” I pressed.

      “You’re out of your depth with me, my little human,” he replied.

      “Stop calling me that. I’m not yours and I never will be,” I snapped.

      He just smirked and took another step toward me. I shot him again, this time right in between the eyes. The only indication that I’d even hit him was a pale pink spot that quickly evaporated in the seconds following the bullet’s inevitable drop to the floor.

      Seeing all of that happen without any clothing involved was that much more jarring. The bullet looked just as the other did, mangled and distorted beyond recognition.

      If I hadn’t seen it happen right in front of my eyes, I wouldn’t have believed it.

      I didn’t wait for him to come at me again this time. I whirled toward the bar, shoving my guns back into their respective holsters before I reached out and grabbed the knife on top of the counter. I wrapped my fingers around the handle and spun back around, ready for him.

      “I must admit, you are an even better prize than I’d ever thought you’d be,” he said softly and there was a strange glimmer of pride behind his eyes that caught me off guard.

      I licked my lips and lifted my chin defiantly. I didn’t even give him the satisfaction of an answer, just staring and waiting for him to make a move. He didn’t take long.

      He rushed at me with unnatural speed, and I pivoted out of his reach to just barely avoid his touch. I wasted no time in turning one way, only to fake him out and go in the opposite direction. His grin widened, his expression one of open glee and I started to focus on his movements rather than anything else.

      When he took a step toward me, I leapt back. When he left his guard down, I played up my advantage. As we fought, I soon recognized that he wasn’t punching or maneuvering in a way that would truly hurt me. He didn’t try to elbow me in the face or take me down with a hard blow to the stomach. There was no attempt to trip me or anything like that.

      In fact, the longer we fought, the more convinced I became that he was just humoring me. His movements were fast. He seemed inhumanly strong and soon enough, it almost appeared that he could predict my reactions before I even made them.

      Most men slowed after a period of time. He fought faster.

      He moved in toward me and made a quick grab at my waist as I slashed downward with the knife. It glanced off his forearm, leaving nothing more than a white scratch that was gone almost as quickly as it had appeared.

      Fuck.

      That wasn’t good.

      In my momentary shock, he was able to grasp my arm and squeeze my hand backwards enough to cause a flash of pain to spike up all the way to my shoulder. In most instances, I would refuse to drop my weapon, but I was at a loss.

      The gun had no effect on him. The knife was equally as useless.

      Against all of my instincts, I let the blade go and jerked when it clattered on the floor below. My chest was rising and falling with the need to draw in air. Adrenaline made the blood in my veins surge. My head pounded with the drumbeat of my own heart as his strong fingers wound around my wrist.

      Our eyes met and a look of victory radiated from his.

      I wasn’t ready to give up yet. With my other arm, I pulled my fist back and swung at him as hard as I could. He caught my hand in his as though it was child’s play.

      The first real frisson of fear flickered deep inside me.

      Firmly, he twisted both of my arms backwards. I had to turn away from him as a volley of pain tore through my shoulders. If I hadn’t, they would have surely been dislocated. Swiftly, he pinned my arms behind my back.

      He let me stand there for a moment, allowing the fact that he’d thoroughly overpowered me to really sink in.

      Nothing like this had ever happened to me before. I was trained in the ways of a fight. I knew how to use my small size to my advantage, and I did it well. No man or woman had ever bested me.

      Until him.

      “Release me at once,” I demanded, but my voice shook enough to reveal my uneasiness at what had just occurred.

      “No. I don’t think I will,” he answered.

      He propelled me forward with the sheer mass of his body. I had to go along with him so that I didn’t fall flat on my face. My heart quickened as he led me out of the sitting room and away from the escape that was the elevator.

      Together, we marched down a short hallway. The floor-to-ceiling windows to my left let in the light of the setting sun. I glanced down at the ground far below, watching the people walk the sidewalk of the strip. They were probably just heading to dinner or out to a show at one of the nearby casinos. Maybe they were just going to grab drinks with their friends at a bar.

      None of them were going to come up here and stop whatever this was. No one was coming for me. I had to save myself somehow. I had to be my own salvation.

      I dug my heels into the floor and tried to fight once again. He stopped along with me, released my wrists and quickly tossed me over his shoulder like a ragdoll.

      He carried me down the rest of the hall into a bedroom.

      “You don’t have to do this,” I whispered.

      “I do, Natalia,” he replied, and I shook hard.

      His fingers brushed the back of my thighs, slipping just beneath the hem of my dress.

      “You need to be conquered and I want to be the man to do it,” he added. His hand squeezed the back of my leg, and I felt my nipples harden against his back.

      I prayed to God that he couldn’t feel them.
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      Natalia

      

      I wasn’t able to get a good look at my surroundings until he lifted me cleanly off his shoulder and tossed me on my stomach on an oversized bed in a move so fast that it left me reeling and dizzy after I’d landed. The mattress was firm and when I went to push off and renew the fight against him, he caught my wrists and pinned them behind my back so quickly that I couldn’t have stopped it if I’d even had time to try.

      I pushed my palms against the bed in an attempt to get up, but I found myself at such a severe disadvantage against his supernaturally superior strength. No matter how much I struggled, it was like I was trying to push through a cement wall. Eventually, I stopped fighting, thinking it best to preserve my strength. With an exasperated sigh, I raised my head, taking in the shadows of the fading light in the room. The angle of the light let me know instinctually that the massive windows must continue behind me. Anyone looking into the penthouse would be able to see what he was doing to me.

      That made me feel a bit more anxious and I renewed my fight once again. I didn’t want whatever this was. For a moment, I gained some ground, but he quickly took it back tenfold.

      In my struggle, Adrian had managed to bend me over the bed. My feet only just brushed against the floor. I tried to slide back a bit further so I could gain more leverage, but he didn’t allow that either.

      This really wasn’t good. It was time to try another strategy. Maybe I could reason with him. Or maybe negotiate my way out of this.

      “Mr. Black, certainly we can come to some sort of agreement without this,” I offered, and he chuckled behind me.

      “I told you to call me Adrian earlier, but I’ve changed my mind. When you’re being punished, you’re going to call me sir,” he countered.

      “Adrian, please let me go,” I asked calmly, trying to keep the worry from my voice.

      He didn’t answer. He just pushed up my dress high enough to reveal the guns still strapped to my thighs. Carefully, he un-holstered each one and tossed them in front of me on the bed. I could probably reach them if my hands weren’t pinned by his, but it didn’t much matter. The guns were useless against him anyway even if I could manage to get them in my grasp.

      I stared at them, knowing it took a certain type of cavalier confidence to hold a carrot like that right in front of a girl like me. He hadn’t even taken the magazines out. They were still fully loaded. I stared at them just lying there in front of me knowing they were nothing more than glorified paperweights and a tiny flicker of hope fizzled out inside me.

      My weapons wouldn’t work against him. None of them would.

      “We can come to an arrangement. Just talk to me,” I tried, and he slowly unstrapped the holsters from my legs, taking care to drag the leather across my skin in a way that was both threatening and electric at the same time.

      “No. I don’t think that’s what you need,” Adrian replied.

      “Please?” I tried once more, taking care to sound a bit more sincere, but he responded by simply lifting the hem of my dress even higher so that my entire backside was exposed. I was still wearing panties, but it was mortifying all the same.

      Did he mean to force himself on me?

      I was a virgin, but I wasn’t naïve to the ways of sex. I knew what an orgasm felt like. I’d experimented with a few sex toys in my life, but always by myself under the cloak of darkness in the privacy of my own room.

      “What do you want from me?” I asked softly. I closed my eyes. I could practically feel his gaze etching into my skin. Did he like what he saw?

      Why would I even think that? What was wrong with me?

      “I told you I was going to punish you, Natalia. You’re going to learn that I am a man of my word,” he said calmly. His tone was so sure and steady that I could feel my anxiety begin to intensify. Somewhere in between the lines, he was telling me that I should be afraid, and it was working.

      Every single nerve in my body was on edge and screaming at me to run, but I was pinned. I wasn’t going anywhere and that was more terrifying than I expected.

      My nipples hardened painfully. It felt like they were scraping the bed beneath me.

      I moaned, unable to quell the fear, traitorous arousal, and confusion spiraling through me with wild abandon.

      His fingers tightened gently around my wrists as he grasped the cloth of my dress in his other hand. For a second, I even begrudgingly accepted that it felt nice, but that didn’t last long.

      In a frightening show of force and strength, he ripped the hem from the waist down. He tore through my dress as if it was made of paper, eliciting a yelp of shock from me. The fabric was thick. I’d chosen it for that very reason so that it wouldn’t show the weapons I had concealed beneath it, and it hadn’t stood a chance against him. He was far stronger than I anticipated.

      “Wait!” I shrieked, but he didn’t. He just continued to tear my dress to shreds while he kept me pinned to the bed. When the skirt fell to tatters on the floor, he started on the bodice next. I squirmed, wanting to maintain some measure of dignity even though it seemed like I’d already lost all that I had. I couldn’t give up though. I wouldn’t.

      “You’re not even wearing a bra, naughty girl,” he observed, and I felt my face flush with heat as he bared my back. When he was finally done tearing my dress off, I tried to burrow my body even deeper into the bed as if it would offer some sort of protection, like it would hide all of my nakedness.

      It didn’t.

      “You have such a beautiful back, Natalia. Has anyone ever told you that before?” he asked, and his compliment caught me off guard. The tips of his fingers flitted against the expanse of my shoulder, dipping backwards and following the gentle curve of my spine until they edged along the purple lacey trim of my cotton panties. He pushed them beneath the hem, and I stilled. Would he take them down too? Was this all an elaborate ruse just to get me naked so that he could fuck me?

      “No,” I answered, and my voice sounded far meeker than I wanted it to. My thighs trembled slightly, and he touched the backs of them with his electrified fingers. He didn’t say anything, but his silent touch told me that he’d noticed my moment of weakness. I closed my eyes, unwilling to face that simple fact.

      “Your skin has this beautiful underlying warm pinkness to it that makes it glow with such life,” he continued, and I chewed the inside of my cheek, trying to see what angle he was coming from. I’d never met anyone quite like this. Nothing in my training had prepared me for him.

      “Release me,” I demanded softly.

      “No.”

      His curt reply left me off balance, as if I was treading somewhere in the middle of the ocean with no land in sight. I turned my head, looking back at him as best as I could to see him running his gaze up and down my body. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was so far out of my depth with him. For the first time in my life, I was no longer in control and my clit throbbed in a vicious volley of betrayal. I hated that.

      In silence, he ran his hand down the back of my leg and slipped my ballet flats off my right foot and then my left. I didn’t hear him stand back up right away and my mouth went dry as I imagined where he was looking. Was he looking at my backside? Or something else?

      “There’s something you should know about these pretty little panties, Natalia,” he murmured.

      “What’s that?” I asked anxiously.

      “This light purple color is gorgeous against your skin, but it exposes you in a way that you wouldn’t expect. Do you know how?” he questioned. My mind raced. Was I supposed to answer? Did he expect me to get it right? What would happen if I gave the wrong answer?

      “I… don’t,” I whispered, and the soft sound of his chuckle made me tense slightly. I pressed my thighs together a bit more firmly than I did before.

      “I can see that you’re wet for me, Natalia. There’s a very clear wet spot for me to find on the gusset of your panties. You’re so wet, you’ve soaked through them,” he observed boldly, and I hid my face in the soft gray blanket beneath me, unwilling to give any sort of confirmation to his sordid observation.

      He gripped my bottom cheek, and the tip of his thumb just grazed my pussy. A rattling breath poured out of me at the unexpectedly intimate touch.

      He knew I was wet.

      “I want to see more than just a wet spot though, little human. I want to see everything,” he demanded. I didn’t even have a moment to think of a response of any kind before he surprised me with a vicious maneuver that left me spinning.

      He gripped the cotton fabric of my panties in his hand and pulled them, hard. The fabric captured my clit and sensitive folds around it. It was only a little painful at first, but then he increased the pressure until I heard the threads begin to pull apart. I shrieked as my panties pinched my pussy and when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he ripped them clean off.

      All of my most sensitive places throbbed with a harrowing sting. The pain seemed to build upon itself for several long seconds until it finally began to fade into a more gradual ache that still hurt.

      I whimpered softly when it finally did.

      “I imagine this won’t be the last time I have to punish you, little girl, but know that when I do, you will always be entirely bare before me. Next time, you will undress for me. If I have to do it myself, you will learn that the punishment can get that much worse,” he warned, and I trembled as an unwelcome heat throbbed between my thighs.

      “Punish me and get it over with. I have places to be,” I spat through gritted teeth, and he chuckled with amusement. An icy chill raced down my spine and my pussy clenched down hard in open treachery at his cocky arrogance.

      “I’m going to take my time with you, Natalia. There’s no question in my mind that I’m going to enjoy all of this,” he rumbled and there was a seductive air to his voice that wasn’t there before.

      “I’m going to kill you,” I threatened.

      “You’ve already tried, little human. Your kind can’t best me,” he answered.

      I gritted my teeth. Time to change tactics once again.

      “I don’t want you to punish me,” I finally whimpered.

      “I know you don’t, little girl. You may not want this, but you certainly need it,” he replied and the broad expanse of his palm brushed over my bare bottom. I stilled.

      “What are you going to do?” I asked. His touch was soft, explorative at first.

      “I’m going to teach you a lesson in respect. First with my hand and then, if necessary, with my belt,” he answered.

      My mind raced and instinctually, I tried to fight him again. I attempted to pull myself up off the bed and his fingers tightened around my wrists. He pressed down against my back and stopped my struggle in a matter of seconds. I barely gained any headway at all.

      He lightly patted my right cheek and I swallowed hard. I closed my eyes and a shudder of acceptance rolled through me. I knew what was going to happen next.

      “You’re going to spank me,” I muttered angrily.

      “I am. You’ve more than earned it, I think. Not only did you disrespect me, but you shot at me three times and even tried to slash me with a knife from my own bar,” he replied, and my stomach started to flip inside me. I panicked.

      I’d never been spanked before. I’d always done what I was told. I was always the good girl.

      “You should be dead,” I growled.

      “But I’m not, and your beautifully bare little bottom is going to pay the price now, isn’t it?” he continued.

      “Adrian,” I pleaded one last time. “Please.”

      His hand squeezed my bottom more firmly this time.

      “Sir,” he corrected, and I licked my lips.

      “Please let me go, sir,” I whispered hoarsely. The words almost seemed to stick in my mouth. My tongue felt unwieldy, but I forced every syllable out anyway. I trembled after I said them, hating myself for even uttering them at all.

      “You are going to be punished, little girl. It won’t matter how much you beg. You’re going to get a hard spanking and I will be the one who decides when you’ve had enough,” he warned, and I tensed slightly as his fingertips just brushed against the wetness that had dripped down my inner thighs.

      “I don’t want a spanking,” I said weakly, but even as I said the words, there was a part of me that knew my pleas were falling on deaf ears. He was going to do what he wanted with me, and I wasn’t going to have a choice.

      Somewhere, I’d lost control. Maybe it had been when I’d first accepted his invitation or the moment when I’d entered his penthouse. All I knew was that I’d run out of options. There was nothing more for me to do but to make it through whatever this was.

      My clit continued to throb, and I loathed that tiny and incredibly disloyal bundle of nerves. His hand continued to explore my naked bottom, flittering gently across my flesh with a sort of reverence that I wasn’t certain I deserved.

      “Your choices demand a price, little girl, and your bottom is going to pay for it,” he said darkly.

      This was really happening.

      I chewed my bottom lip. I could do this. It was only a spanking, a punishment that many wives and daughters throughout the world endured regularly. I was a strong girl. I could survive this. He’d probably smack my bottom a few times, then demand that I get down on my knees and suck his cock.

      This had to be a ploy for him to get his rocks off. It had to be all foreplay to him. He’d overpowered and subdued me and now he wanted to spank me. Maybe after he’d want to fuck me, but I wouldn’t allow it to go that far. He’d bring his guard down at some point. He had to and when he did, I would make him pay for every last second of this. I would have my revenge. Until then, I just needed to endure.

      I was a world class assassin. I’d killed men in their sleep, tracked and found them in hiding, fought them tooth and nail and come out the victor every single time. I could handle my ass getting smacked a few times. I could handle sex or a blowjob or whatever came after. I was stronger than all of that.

      I could take whatever he threw at me and give it back to him tenfold.

      “You can fuck right off, sir,” I growled, pouring every ounce of vitriol in me into that single word. I turned my head.

      “Ohhh, little human. You’re going to regret that,” he said darkly, and his fingers left my bottom. Knowing what was coming, I tensed, but he didn’t spank me just yet. Maybe he’d decided to let me go. Maybe he was all talk.

      I started to relax. Several more seconds passed, and I just laid there until his hand struck my naked bottom far more firmly than I had anticipated. It was so loud. My ears rang just the slightest bit as if a gunshot had gone off in the room.

      I opened my mouth a little. I hadn’t thought he’d actually do it.

      He spanked me several times fast and hard. I wasn’t concerned with the noise for very long because the initial shock wore off and a terrible sting rushed forward without warning.

      “Naughty girls get their bare bottoms spanked very hard,” he purred, and I gasped.

      I closed my eyes. This was a spanking. That’s all this was. His palm seemed to be made of wood and no matter how much I tried to twist and turn to avoid it, he kept me pinned. I was defenseless and overpowered, getting my naked backside spanked like a naughty little girl.

      He had to end this soon. Right?

      “Wait! Stop!” I pleaded. He didn’t respond.

      He just spanked my bare bottom that much harder. I was horrified to realize that he’d been holding back before and now it felt like the real punishment was only beginning. His palm was relentless, striking from the very tops of my cheeks to the lower curve of my bottom. I had thought that was the worst of it, but then he descended to the sensitive backs of my thighs.

      I shrieked out loud at the increasing intensity. In a protective measure, I lifted my legs and tried to block his blows, but he simply slapped the backs of my calves. My eyes snapped open in surprise.

      That hurt more than anything.

      “Keep your legs down and take your spanking like a good girl, Natalia. This is your last warning,” he cautioned.

      I whimpered loudly and did everything in my power to straighten my legs, so I didn’t earn any more. I swallowed hard, realizing that he probably wouldn’t hesitate to spank the entirety of the backs of my legs too.

      “Please!” I begged.

      He only kept on spanking me. Harder. Faster.

      This was way more than I’d anticipated. I was so over my head. I couldn’t think about anything around me other than the cruel bite of his palm punishing my backside over and over again. It was relentlessly vicious, and the longer my spanking went on, the more I began to realize just how much power he had over me.

      He slapped the backs of my thighs firmly several times and I couldn’t help but circle my own fingers around his wrist so that I could hold on. I didn’t know why, but it made the punishment a little easier to take. His grip around me tightened a bit, as if he was letting me know that even though he was spanking me, there was an element of caring in there too.

      “It’s beginning to hurt, isn’t it, naughty girl?” he asked.

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered hoarsely, whimpering as a particularly firm spank caught the underside of my right cheek.

      “Do you feel like telling me to ‘fuck off’ again?” he questioned, and I buried my face to hide my whimper of anxious arousal.

      A really hard flurry of smacks peppered against the backs of my thighs, and I lifted my head, trying to survive the terrible onslaught. He wanted an answer and he wanted it now.

      “No! I don’t, sir!” I shrieked.

      “Good,” he murmured. I sighed in relief, thinking that maybe my ordeal was over. Using his leg, he pinned one of mine and spread me open. Without warning, his palm cracked hard against my pussy three times, punishingly terrible and I gasped out loud. The intense sting was so incredibly overwhelming, but there was nothing I could do but take it. I couldn’t make it stop.

      In the following seconds, the burn built on itself, growing more and more heated as time went on. My hips lifted of their own accord as I tried to survive the moments of scalding anguish, likely giving him a rather salacious view of all of me, but I didn’t much care at that point.

      My pussy throbbed with fire and when I finally settled back down on the bed, just the feeling of the blankets against me stung a little bit. I whimpered quietly as his nails grazed over my punished backside. It stung far more on a freshly spanked bottom.

      “Your pretty little bottom is bright red, Natalia,” he observed, and I blushed even though he couldn’t see my face. “Do you want to know something else?” he continued, and I swallowed anxiously, sensing that there was a dangerous undercurrent in what was to come next.

      “Yes, sir,” I answered warily, knowing there was probably no other answer that he would accept right now. With my bottom and my pussy already quite sore, I would do whatever he wanted to make sure he didn’t continue my punishment for much longer.

      “I got a really good look at that little pussy before I spanked it bright pink. You got much, much wetter after I punished it,” he observed.

      His fingers slid along my inner thighs as I tried to close them, but his leg in between mine kept me from hiding anything from him.

      “Your inner thighs are glistening. I bet that if I spanked that naughty little pussy a bit harder, you would come, right here, bent over my bed with your bright red bottom on display,” he observed, and I wailed with mortification into the blankets beneath me.

      The worst part of it all was that he was right.

      Even now, my clit was pulsing harder. My pussy was clenching as each word that left his mouth and no matter how much I denied it, I could feel each drop of my arousal dripping down my inner thighs. I was soaking wet, and he could see all of it.

      He squeezed my right cheek hard, and I cried out, but my hips lifted, and my body continued to respond no matter how much I willed it not to.

      “Spread your legs for me, Natalia,” he directed and a frisson of something tore through me. Without thinking, I obeyed him, and my clit pulsed even more strongly because of it. He pressed his hand firmly against my pussy, and it took everything in me to stay still and not rub myself off on his thick, rough fingers.

      Oh, but I wanted to…

      “I’m going to spank this pussy an even brighter pink as a warning, little girl, because after I’m through with it, I’m going to mark that pretty little bottom with my belt and you’re going to be a very good girl and take it, aren’t you?” he demanded.

      My pussy tightened so shamefully hard that I moaned out loud.

      “Yes, sir,” I whimpered.

      “I’m only going to use my hand on this naughty pussy, but if you aren’t a good girl for me, I can use my belt here too,” he warned and instinctually, my thighs clamped together with fear.

      “Please,” I begged.

      “Lift your hips and spread your thighs for me, little girl,” he demanded, and that initial frisson fractured inside me hard.

      “Yes, sir,” I moaned. I obeyed him and he rewarded me by sliding a single finger over my clit. A shudder of pleasure raced across my flesh.

      “You were a bad little girl, weren’t you, Natalia,” he purred, and he lightly slapped my pussy.

      “Yes, sir,” I whimpered and this time I couldn’t stop myself from writhing against his hand.

      “This little pussy needs a hard spanking, doesn’t it?” he asked, rubbing that terribly wonderful finger against my clit once more.

      “Yes…” I moaned.

      “Ask me to punish this naughty pussy,” he demanded.

      “Please punish my naughty pussy, sir,” I echoed, and he flattened his fingers against my sensitive folds. I ground myself against him and for a moment, he allowed it. He growled softly in warning and lightly slapped me there.

      I was so aroused that I couldn’t stop myself from moaning noisily enough that he could hear.

      “Naughty girl, you’re not allowed to come. I see that I’m going to have to be much firmer with you so that you remember your place,” he scoffed, and he slapped between my legs hard. I cried out, caught off guard by the sudden change in intensity. He spanked me there several more times and I writhed on the bed in pain, thoroughly struggling to take it.

      I begged and pleaded for mercy, but he gave me none. He cupped his hand and thoroughly punished between my thighs until my breath hitched in the back of my throat.

      “Please, sir. I’m sorry,” I moaned and the harrowing sting between my legs continued to build until my legs started to shake.

      He could slap my pussy until I cried. Maybe that’s what he wanted. Maybe he needed to break me.

      I couldn’t take this. I cried out in my panic. Nothing I could do could end this. He was the only one that could.

      As if he sensed my mental turmoil, his fingers returned to my punished flesh, reminding me that it had been his hand that had done it.

      “Even wetter, naughty girl. Whatever am I do with you?” he asked and even though my pussy felt like it had been branded from his palm, I found myself writhing against those cruel fingers once again.

      “I’m sorry I attacked you, sir,” I murmured. My pussy was so sore that I could hardly place it back down on the bed. His fingers against my aching flesh stung, but I didn’t want him to pull away. In fact, there was a tiny part of me that wished he would continue.

      There was an even bigger part of me that wanted to come.

      “I’m going to release your hands now. You’re going to be a good girl and keep that bright red bottom on display for me,” he instructed.

      His strong fingers let go of my wrists and I was almost sad about it. Carefully, I pulled them forward. I made no move to run. To be honest, I didn’t know if I could. My legs felt like jelly. I had no clothes, and I knew what would happen if I fought him again.

      My aching pussy reminded me of his threat. I didn’t know if I could take his belt there too.

      I curled my arms under my chest, and he placed his palm against my lower back. Slowly, he rubbed small soothing circles and I found myself pressing back into them. Even as my tender flesh throbbed with never-ending sting, his gentle caress was soothing. It calmed me and I breathed a small sigh of relief.

      “Are you still going to use your belt, sir?” I asked.

      “I am, little girl. Does that make you nervous?”

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered, but my clit throbbed insatiably hard at knowing the inevitable. I relaxed against the bed and closed my eyes. I heard him unclasp his belt and the swishing sound as he pulled it from his loops was more arousing than I wanted it to be.

      “Will the belt hurt?” I asked.

      “It will, little girl, but you’re going to take it because you’ve earned it,” he answered.

      Fuck.

      A droplet of arousal rolled all the way down my thigh. He was the first man to ever take a woman like me and show me what true strength was.

      I hated how much that turned me on. Despite everything in me that screamed against it, I peered back and watched him fold the belt in half. My clit throbbed needily.

      “Please, I need…”

      “I know what you need. We’ll take care of that needy little pussy after this pretty bottom has been thoroughly marked by my belt,” he declared. He cocked his head, admiring the redness of my backside.

      The promise of him touching me threw me off balance, but I wanted to know more. I was curious. Would he want more than that? Would he fuck me?

      I lifted my bottom and he groaned softly in appreciation.

      “Good girl,” he crooned, and I lifted my bottom even higher, knowing that the belt was coming.

      The sound of the belt cutting through the air was so very loud. I tried not to tense up, but it was impossible when I didn’t know what it would feel like. That feeling didn’t last long. I whimpered as the belt cut into my flesh, a vicious line of fire following in its wake.

      “Oh!” I gasped.

      He whipped me with the dreaded leather once more and this time, it felt like it had branded straight into my flesh. I had thought his palm was mean enough on its own, but the belt was that much fiercer. It curled around my bottom, catching each cheek and my hips tilted in an effort to escape it. His palm pressed against my lower back, and he held me in place, thrashing me swiftly with the belt as chastisement for moving.

      Oh.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      This hurt.

      That black piece of leather was the only thing on my mind. I couldn’t focus on anything else. It was agony across my bottom cheeks, yet my pussy continued to burn. It felt like everything was centered between my legs and I wanted nothing more than to rid myself of the disturbing ball of need that was radiating out from my core.

      “Please! Have mercy!” I wailed and still, he didn’t listen. He whipped my bottom, the backs of my thighs, and when I had the misfortune of opening my legs once or twice, he even clipped the folds of my pussy with the end of the belt.

      “I’m not done yet, little girl,” he warned, and he thrashed me that much harder. I hoped it would end soon. I prayed for that outcome.

      I didn’t want to cry, but I knew that was probably inevitable too.

      There was something about that realization that made my heart stop. I blinked back tears. Please. I didn’t want to show him that weakness. I didn’t want to be weak. I sniffed them back, but one inevitably fell anyway.

      I tried to stop myself, but I really began to cry after that. It was as if the dam had been breached with that first tear. Even as I sobbed, my clit continued to throb with cruel betrayal, as if I wanted all of this even though it hurt.

      I hated that I wanted him to touch between my legs still, that I needed him to slip his fingers inside my pussy and make me come.

      I was a monster.

      He tossed the belt on the bed.

      “That’s a good girl. You took your punishment so well,” he murmured. In an unexpected act of kindness, he gathered me in his arms and tucked me in his lap as if I was a little girl and not a grown woman. His arms circled around me and as I leaned against him, I couldn’t help but feel how very long and very hard he was beneath me.

      I closed my eyes and my clit only continued to pulse harder. What if I just rearranged myself and took his cock out from his pants? Would he let me ride it?

      Get it together, Natalia. Stop thinking with your goddamn pussy.

      “Shhh. I’ve got you,” he crooned. I tucked my head into the crook of his neck, sniffling as my tears dried. His fingers petted my punished backside, almost as if he was offering relief even though he’d been the cause of it.

      There was such tenderness in his touch that it left me reeling.

      I should be angry that he’d torn my dress off, bared me, and spanked my bottom and my pussy bright red. I should be even more furious that he’d taken off his belt and whipped me with that too.

      But I wasn’t.

      The only thing that incensed me was that my punishment made me more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. I clutched at him and when I’d gotten a hold of myself, I made a choice of my own.

      I resituated myself on his lap.

      This time, I faced him. My breasts pressed against his chest, but it was my naked pussy against his cock that took my breath away. It felt just like I’d imagined it would and that only made me want it more.

      I needed to come.

      “What are you up to, naughty girl?” he asked, and my hips rolled just the slightest bit at the promise in his voice.

      “I need…” I began. His hands settled on my hips and his dark gaze held mine.

      “You need that wet little pussy fucked hard, don’t you?” he finished for me.

      “Sir,” I breathed, too ashamed that he could see my face now. I couldn’t hide. Not when I was sitting atop him like this.

      “You’re going to have to earn it, little girl. I should warn you though, you’re playing a dangerous game,” he cautioned.

      My hips rocked again, and I swore I could feel his cock throbbing against me.

      “Sir…” I murmured needily. I jerked against him, and he growled. The pressure of him against my sore spanked pussy was a sweet torment, but it made my arousal spike all the same.

      “You will ride me to orgasm, little girl. You will come hard for me. If I decide it wasn’t hard enough, I will punish you with my cock in one of your pretty holes. How good of a job you do will determine which one of those holes will get fucked tonight,” he growled, and I shuddered hard with heated need. It felt dangerous and incredibly tempting at the same time.

      One of his hands glided up and down the length of my spine, a gentle teasing touch that made me shiver.

      What was wrong with me? Why was I even considering doing something so shameful?

      My whole body felt like it was crackling with electricity. I moaned softly, aching to do what he asked and reluctant to do it at the same time.

      “You have five minutes, little girl. If you don’t come in that time, I will put you over my knee and spank that naughty little clit until you do,” he warned, and I squeaked in alarmed arousal. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and slowly rolled my hips back and forth.

      At first, my movements were tentative. It felt wrong to be grinding my fully naked body on him like this. The fabric of his slacks was soft, but it felt rough against my spanked pussy and that only added to the insatiable need deep inside my core.

      My insecurity in my movements made them slow and I blushed as I realized that wouldn’t be enough to bring me to orgasm. I’d need to work harder.

      As the seconds passed, I began to grow bolder. I ground my clit against the hardness of his length, over and over again. My sensitive folds were so sore, but my need was so much greater. My core wound tighter. My moans grew louder.

      His grip on my hips tightened.

      “Four more minutes, little girl.”

      I cried out and drove myself against him. My hips rolled a bit more greedily, riding his cock as though it was made for me. The longer I ground myself against him, the more I wondered what it would feel like to ride his cock this way.

      The more I wondered how much better his big cock would feel driving between my legs.

      “Three minutes, little girl,” he threatened and the image of him spanking my pussy for not coming fast enough drove me even higher into the heights of arousal. My skin was simmering with heat. My clit was pulsing, faster and faster and I keened as I began to lose control in an entirely different way.

      He was the first person that would ever see me come.

      “Two minutes,” he whispered in my ear and his breath ticked the tiny hairs at the side of my neck.

      “I can’t,” I breathed. I was so aroused, but I felt so much pressure and a tiny vein of fear began to pulse inside me.

      “You will, unless you want me to spank that disobedient little clit far harder than you want, little girl,” he warned, and my clit throbbed hard.

      I edged closer and closer to release. I climbed higher and with one hand, he captured my left nipple between his fingers. He pinched it lightly in a silent threat and when I gasped, he twisted it even harder. An electric zing of pleasure radiated all across my breast, descending as if it was a direct conduit to my clit.

      “Sixty seconds,” he added, and I cried out in fear. I ground hard against him, rolling my hips and doing everything in my power to force my orgasm to a head. He tormented my nipple and just when I thought I was out of time, he whispered in my ear once more.

      “Thirty seconds. This is your last warning, little girl. You will come for me, or you will be punished, and I promise you that it will hurt,” he growled.

      My thighs started to shake. My hips rocked back and forth at a fevered pace. I needed to come. I didn’t want him to spank my clit, but I knew that he would if I didn’t orgasm right now. I rode hard and as I approached that fateful edge, I curled my arms around him tightly.

      I whimpered, ground down harder on him, and then I fell off that cliff.

      I moaned and cried, writhing over his cock as my core convulsed with the heated bliss of orgasm. I closed my eyes and curled up against him even as my hips continued to rock back and forth on his cock. He was so hard and that only heightened my arousal, making it the longest and hardest orgasm I’d ever had in my life.

      That first release was so strong that I soared. I trembled as the bright white heat of it enveloped me in its embrace. My inner walls fluttered hard, and I was almost sad that my pussy was empty even as I shuddered from the last heated seconds of orgasm.

      My heart pounded perilously fast in my chest, and I opened my eyes, just realizing now that I must have closed them at one point. I swallowed hard, blushing as I lifted my head to face him, knowing that he’d just seen what I had done. He’d seen what I’d looked like when I’d come.

      “Good girl,” he murmured and there was a faraway expression on his face that spoke to his own arousal. He looked back at me like he wanted to possess me. I wondered if he saw the same thing on my face. He reached for my chin, grazing his thumb across my lower lip and impossibly, my pussy twitched with want again.

      “Come now. Back over the bed,” he directed, and he let go of me. I searched his gaze, trying to figure out what he wanted from me next. When I didn’t obey right away, he lightly slapped my backside, and I bit my lip in order to hold back a cry.

      The welts from his belt were still very tender.

      Carefully, I climbed off his lap, and he situated me over the edge of the bed once more.

      “Look at this soaking wet little pussy. I’m going to need to deal with that, aren’t I?” he mused, just as those delightfully cruel fingers slid up and down my sensitive folds once more. He teased me gently, but I was already so needy from before. Impossibly, my arousal surged once more.

      If he kept this up, I would come again. I’d never pushed myself past one orgasm before. I had a feeling that he wasn’t going to give me an option not to.

      He circled my clit, driving me crazy with mind-reeling pleasure.

      “Yes, sir,” I moaned.

      He unbuttoned his pants behind me, and I had trouble keeping myself still as I thought about what it might feel like to have his entire length driving into me.

      Carefully, he slipped one finger inside of me and he groaned. It was the sexiest sound I’d ever heard in my life. My inner walls clenched around that single digit.

      “You’re so tight, Natalia,” he said softly. He pushed inside me a bit deeper, and I bit back a gasp. He paused when he reached my virgin barrier for a moment, before he slowly pumped that single digit in and out of me.

      It felt so impossibly good.

      “This is going to hurt, Natalia, but I’m going to take great pleasure in being the first man to properly fuck this little pussy,” he warned, and I moaned as he taunted me with that finger. He used the pad of another finger to tease my clit before he pulled them free and replaced them with the heated velvet that was his cock.

      He didn’t enter me right away like I expected him to. Instead, he glided that big cock against the soaked wetness of my pussy. He slid his thick length along all of me until it teased my clit and I sucked in a gasp of pleasure at how delicious it felt.

      I shouldn’t want this. I should want to kill him for what he did. I shouldn’t want him to fill me with his cock.

      “You needed to be punished, didn’t you, little girl?” he murmured, and I shuddered hard knowing that he was going to take me very soon. His words distracted me from the thoughts in my head and his lingering touch turned my focus back to the pulsing bundle of nerves between my legs.

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered hoarsely.

      “You were such a good little girl when you rode my cock that I’ve decided to fuck this pretty pussy instead of this shy bottom hole of yours,” he continued, and I tensed at the thought of him using me in such a filthy manner.

      “You wouldn’t,” I answered, curiously horrified at the image of him sliding into my most shameful of places. I pushed my hands against the bed in an attempt to get away, too ashamed to handle the way my body was constantly betraying my mind, but he forced me back down.

      The head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

      “I would, little girl. I’m going to fuck that naughty little bottom one day when you’ve been a very bad girl,” he replied.

      I definitely couldn’t let him do that. I couldn’t bear it.

      I’m not sure what came over me in that moment. For some reason, I saw red, and my mouth opened, and the words poured out before I could stop myself. Maybe I just wanted him to fuck me already. Maybe I was overwhelmed with frustration that he hadn’t yet.

      Maybe I just needed to come again. Mostly I just needed him to make me.

      “Fuck off, you bastard,” I spat, and he stilled behind me. He still didn’t push his cock into me, and I wailed, trying to push back against him.

      “You are a treat, Natalia. Your bottom is still bright red and welted from my belt, and still, you fight me. I had planned to be gentle with you for your first time, but I can see that you need so much more than that,” he growled.

      I squirmed and that only resulted in the head of his cock pushing against my entrance a bit more firmly. He leaned over me and grasped my wrists. He forced them behind my back, pinning them in place. I fought him, but I lost.

      “You’ve lost the privilege of having your hands free, Natalia,” he scolded, and he tied them with the tattered remains of my dress. I struggled against him, but I felt so off balance with his cock poised to impale me. There was nowhere for me to go except backwards.

      “Wait,” I pleaded.

      His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging into me purposefully hard.

      “Every time you fight me, little human, your arousal only gets stronger. I can smell it,” he observed, and I whined into the bed, fighting against the bonds that held me tight even though I knew it wouldn’t do anything.

      “Please,” I whimpered, and he slapped my right cheek hard.

      “It’s time for the rest of your punishment to begin,” he vowed and with a hard jerk, he forced himself inside me.

      Fuck.

      He was massive. I was terrified of splitting in two as he shoved the head of his big cock inside me.

      I keened in pain as my insides twisted open. My pussy gripped tightly at him as he pulled back and slammed himself into me once more, breaking through my virgin barrier with one hard brutal stroke. For a moment, I panicked, and he stilled, just allowing me to get used to the feeling of him inside me. He was so big. My body wasn’t built to take such a massive cock.

      He was going to break me open. There was no way I could take this.

      I cried out and his hand glided up my shoulder to the back of my neck. His thumb circled there, and I tried to focus on the feeling of that rather than the painful ache of the taking of my virginity and of his far too massive cock.

      Eventually, though, that vicious bite began to fade. As more time passed, it was replaced with something else, an edgy neediness that left me wanting more.

      As if he could read my mind, he started to move. He began slowly, purposefully fucking me so that I could feel how very big he was. He pistoned every inch in and out of me with growing force and I soon wondered if the ache from him would ever really fade.

      Soon enough, I realized it wouldn’t. He was far too big for that.

      I felt so impossibly stretched by his thick girth. I tried to spread my thighs a bit, but that only resulted in him fucking me even more deeply with every beautifully cruel stroke. My hips rolled and unintentionally, I opened myself even further to the vicious savagery of his fucking.

      “Such a tight little pussy,” he murmured, and I moaned as a heated flush caressed my cheeks. His words kept my focus centered on him, not letting me forget for even a moment that he was the one who was taking what he wanted.

      That he was the one in control.

      That he was my first.

      My inner walls clutched tight at him and my initial panic of such a painful taking was overcome with a more fiery, primal burn.

      I was going to come. My pussy ground against the bed, the blankets caught between my legs. My clit pulsed impossibly hard, and my hips jerked forward. I cried out as I came to a shameful realization. If I ground my hips just right, the sheet rubbed against my clit.

      His hand wound around the back of my neck, firmly holding me down as he rode me with wild abandon. I keened, feeling my threshold for orgasm again quickly approaching. It felt faster this time, more reckless and out of control. It made me want it that much more. His fingers drew upward into the hair at the base of my neck, and he fisted it, pulling it hard enough for a fiery flash of pain to radiate across my skull. I cried out and he jerked his hips forward hard.

      I broke apart.

      I moaned low at first, but it quickly built on itself until I was drowning in the endless chasm of bliss. My core contracted hard several times and my pussy squeezed tight all around him. He roared, and his grip on the back of my scalp grew tighter.

      “Naughty girl,” he growled.

      “Sir!” I cried out.

      “You’ve come twice now for me, haven’t you?”

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered, feeling a fierce blush creep over my cheeks even though he couldn’t see my face.

      His other hand settled on my bottom, and I tensed as his thumb rested on the crest of my backside. He petted me there at the base of my spine, but his movements had a threatening air to them that they didn’t have before.

      “You’re going to come once more for me, little girl, but this time you’re going to have a finger in your tight little bottom hole to remind you how naughty girls are dealt with,” he warned, and I struggled a bit in his grasp as his thumb descended along the cleft of my ass. He passed my bottom hole, and I chewed my lip nervously as I waited.

      His fingertip lingered in my wetness for several moments, swirling and gathering it before he tapped it against my tight virgin hole. I clenched tighter at the feeling of it, and he groaned as my pussy gripped at him too.

      “No! Please don’t!” I cried out.

      “Is it up to you, little girl?” he asked carefully, and I moaned, knowing what the answer he wanted to hear was. Giving him anything else would probably just make this that much worse.

      “No, sir,” I wailed into the blankets, muffling my voice as if it wouldn’t happen if he didn’t hear me say the words.

      “You’re going to come for me and I’m going to make sure this naughty little bottom hole is sore when you do,” he said darkly and without warning, he pushed his thick thumb inside me. I screeched, my untried asshole stretching so wide I thought it might tear. I squirmed and wailed as he pushed it even deeper. He didn’t care that it hurt me and with his cock inside me, I could feel him get that much harder.

      He liked punishing me like this. It turned him on.

      He pistoned his hips and started to fuck me as he pushed that terribly cruel finger even deeper inside my bottom. I couldn’t stop tightening around that digit in my panic, which only caused the stretching burn to flare red hot over and over again.

      “If you want this finger out of this tight hole, little girl, you’re going to have to come for me,” he growled. He pounded his cock into me several times and I lost myself in the dizzyingly confusing sensations. On one hand, both my pussy and my asshole stung from his use, but on the other was a building fire inside me that needed to be set free. I could feel it and I wanted it. It felt just out of reach, like a glass of cold water in the middle of an arid desert on the hottest day of the year. I shuddered hard.

      His cock was so thick. His finger was so punishingly big in my asshole.

      I was so very full.

      My clit pulsed heavily with need. My arousal swirled inside me, hot and heavy and tremendously consuming. My bottom burned. My pussy ached. Everything came together, forcing me to be a very well punished little girl who needed to come for the man who’d subdued her.

      I cried out, shaking and quivering with every last breath.

      “Come for me, little girl. Do I need to put a second finger in this naughty little hole?” he asked, and I teetered back and forth on the edge of orgasm. He pumped his thumb in and out of me and the last thing I thought about before I fell off that cliff was what it would feel like to have his cock fucking me there instead of his finger.

      I shuddered so hard that I thought I’d buck him right off, but he continued riding me brutally hard and at that moment, it was exactly what I needed. That single orgasm began with such overwhelming force that I forgot to breathe. My eyes rolled back in my head and a loud moan of panicked fear and extreme arousal burst from my lips.

      For several very long seconds, it felt like my soul had left my body. There was nothing other than the overwhelming painful and pleasurable edge of sensation and I lost myself in it. White-hot bliss pulled me back and forth, a tidal wave of fiercely wicked ecstasy that hurt as much as I enjoyed myself. My clit was insanely sensitive, and the sheets rubbed against it in such a way that it forced my orgasm even higher.

      My inner walls clutched at his thick length and with every pulse my bottom squeezed around his finger. As I came, I couldn’t forget that it was there, and I was ashamed to realize that only made my release that much harder.

      His finger was in my ass, and I liked how it felt.

      My mind wandered in the heat of ecstasy, and I saw images of him forcing me over the bed. Of him spreading my bottom cheeks and forcing his cock into my bottom hole. Of how much of it would hurt.

      Of how hard it would make me come.

      My legs trembled hard. His grip tightened in my hair, and he roared behind me. His movements grew more frantic as he pounded into me. He used my body and I cried out as he jerked several times hard until I felt the hot fire of his cum deep inside me.

      My orgasm was still going. It hadn’t ended yet and with every surge of his seed, it deepened until I screamed.

      I let go in a way I’d never done before.

      I closed my eyes. I shattered and fell apart beneath him. For the third time, I came, and I realized that I couldn’t tell up from down anymore. My legs and fingers had gone numb. Every ounce of sensation was coming from between my legs, and it just kept going and going and when it finally all came to a head, I remembered to breathe.

      “Scream for me, little girl. I want to hear it,” he growled, and he pumped hard into me one last time.

      I did. I screamed for him and when my release eventually began to fade, I slumped down onto the bed in sheer sensational bliss.

      I didn’t know if I’d won or I’d lost, but right now it didn’t matter. Carefully, he loosened the ties around my wrists and repositioned my arms in front of me. He rubbed my shoulders, massaging away the quiet feeling of soreness that had begun to develop there. To be honest, I hardly even felt it.

      Every part of me felt languid and well used. I sighed into the bed, relishing the way he had yet to pull out of me. Unintentionally, I squeezed around him, and he chuckled as he pumped his thumb in and out of my asshole.

      It hurt more now than it did before, and I whimpered a little at the feeling of it.

      “You came very hard with my finger in this tight little hole, didn’t you, Natalia?” he asked, and I reflexively clenched once more.

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered, and a wave of shameful contentment washed over me at the realization that I had done exactly that. He very slowly pulled his cock from my pussy and his cum dripped down my inner thigh. I hummed with mortification, but he still didn’t remove his finger from me.

      He pumped it into me several more times and I whined softly at the ongoing pinch of pain that came with it.

      “I enjoyed that, little girl. I know that you did too, but now that I have you here like this, I’m going to tell you how this is going to go between me and you. I’m going to rescue your sister for you. You are not going to come with me. You are going to stay here in my penthouse, safe and sound until I return. If you even think about disobeying me, this little bottom hole is going to be punished with far more than my finger. Do you understand me?”

      My mouth opened and closed with disbelief. How could he think I would just sit back and let him go? I could probably rescue her before him, with far more finesse and with the backing of my father and his men.

      He pushed his thumb into my asshole all the way. I cried out and tensed around it.

      My exhaustion weighed heavy. The hard spanking and three orgasms had taken their toll. Even now, my legs were still quivering with aftershocks from time to time and I couldn’t make them stop.

      “Do I need to add another finger, Natalia?”

      A fresh wave of anxious fear rolled through me.

      “No, sir. I understand,” I answered quickly.

      “Good girl,” he purred, and those two simple words caused a wave of relief to pass over me. My heart swelled and I didn’t quite understand why. I didn’t want to either.

      Casually, he pulled his thumb free from my backside. I felt every knuckle as he did so, each one causing a fresh stinging wave to surge through me. When he finally popped free of me, I gasped, and a strange achiness was left behind.

      I’d felt so full with both his cock and his finger inside me. Now I felt empty. His cum was still warm on my thighs though. There was something sordidly comforting about that.

      “Lie there like that for me. I want to look at you,” he instructed softly, and I didn’t have it in me to be disobedient. There was a part of me that enjoyed him looking at me like this.

      “Yes, sir,” I answered quietly.

      “Every single inch of you is so beautiful, Natalia. You’re an absolute vision, your bottom and your pretty little pussy spanked bright red, your bottom hole pink and well punished, my cum dripping down your thighs,” he groaned.

      I hummed with embarrassment.

      “It’s gone dark outside. I bet anyone looking inside my windows would think you just as beautiful as I do,” he murmured.

      I shuddered hard, my pussy tightening and forcing more of his seed from me. He leaned over me and kissed the top of my head. His cock pressed against my bottom.

      He was hard again.

      If he wanted to fuck me for a second time, he very well could. If I was a naughty girl, he might even do something like that. I trembled a bit at that thought, but there was a part of me that was curious about what that might be like. A sound of appreciation escaped me before I could stop it.

      “That’s my good girl,” he whispered. Carefully, he gathered me in his arms and laid me down on the bed next to him. His arms wrapped around me, forcing me to cuddle with him. He didn’t clean his cum from me, nor did I ask to do so either.

      He didn’t seem like the kind of man who would let me clean it off.
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      Adrian

      

      Natalia slept against me for a long time, quite thoroughly worn out. In her sleep, she’d snuggled closer to me, resting her head on my chest and wrapping her leg around mine. From this angle, I could see the marks from my fingers and my belt on her pale skin. None of them would bruise, but they would probably remain pink for several hours.

      I’d put them there and it made my cock stiffen to look at them.

      I’d lost control with her in a way that I never had with any other woman. I’d simply set out to give her a hard spanking to remind her that she was dealing with powerful men, but she’d blossomed under my firm admonishment. When I’d spanked that bare bottom, I’d seen her reluctant little pussy start to swell. I’d watched her arousal drip down her thighs. I’d seen all of it glistening there for me and she’d only gotten wetter after I’d given her a spanking there too.

      Her scent had overwhelmed me and when I’d finished her punishment with my belt, I couldn’t resist. With every lash, she’d cried out and she probably didn’t even realize it, but somewhere in the middle of her punishment, she’d started raising her hips for me. She started seeking out the sting from my hand and the thrashing of my belt. I’d swung the belt purposefully several times so that it caught her lightly between her thighs and the moan I’d earned from it had told me that she was terribly close to orgasm.

      I hadn’t been lying when I’d told her that I could make her come from a spanking on that naughty little pussy. I was certain she would be more than capable of it.

      I let my fingers linger on her skin, petting her softly and exploring her as she lay against me. She was so soft. I inhaled deeply, taking in the scent of her release and my seed. All I wanted to do was flip her over and sink my cock deep inside her tight little bottom. I wanted to hear her cry out with her pain, her pleasure, and her release as I took the virginity of that reluctant little hole.

      I was a patient man. I would need to remind her of her place again in the future. I would wait until she needed a good ass fucking to ensure that she knew that she belonged to me.

      I was going to take her as my mate. The moment she’d opened those pretty lips and told me to ‘fuck off,’ I’d decided to make her mine and now that I’d made that choice, it was as good as done.

      Her scent called to me. It screamed for me to claim her, and I would, in time. Her body would need to be ready to accept my knot, and I’d thoroughly worn her out. Even now, her breathing was light and feathery soft. There was a sweet, angelic expression on her face and for the thousandth time, I was taken away by her beauty.

      I wanted to steal all her firsts. I wanted to be the one to make her smile. I wanted to be the one that took her over my knee when she needed it. I wanted to be her everything.

      When I wanted something, I didn’t shy away from it. I took it, no matter the cost. She belonged to me now and I was going to do everything in my power to ensure she remained safe and happy in my bed.

      Slowly, I untangled myself from her grasp and rolled her onto her belly. I didn’t trust her not to run yet, so I very carefully bound her hands to my bed using several ties from my wardrobe. I bound her ankles in the same way, spreading her wide open for me because that’s how I wanted her.

      My seed had long dried, but I could see it on her legs.

      It took everything in me not to climb over top of her and play with that desperately needy little clit to make her come for me again. Her cries of pleasure and pain were like music to my ears, and I just wanted to hear it over and over again.

      Fuck.

      I resisted for a little while, but when she adjusted in her sleep and raised her hips in a manner that displayed her perfect little swollen pussy to me, I gave in.

      I climbed up on the bed and slipped my fingers between her thighs. She was still just as wet as I’d left her. I found her clit with my fingertips, using two to tease her lightly. It didn’t take much for that greedy bundle of nerves to harden and the more I played with it, the more I knew she could take another round.

      She moaned, the sound light and promising and beautiful. She raised her hips and ground against me as her eyes opened. Her mouth opened in a shocked little ‘o’ shape, and she sighed in pleasure. I was gentle with her, but she was going to come for me.

      I’d decided she would, so she didn’t have a choice.

      Firmly, I worked my fingers between her thighs, delighting in the way her body rolled against mine.

      “I want you to come for me once more, Natalia, and then you will sleep through the night for me. In the morning, I will bring you news of your sister,” I purred, and she squealed lightly as I increased the pressure.

      Her moans grew breathier, deeper. Still caught in the edges of sleep, she lost control for me quickly. I didn’t know what was running through her mind when she finally broke apart, but I had a feeling it was my threat to fuck that pretty little bottom. She’d reacted with shock and awe when I told her I was going to do exactly that, but there was something else behind her initial response. There was arousal too.

      Just when she was about to come, I slipped my forefinger into her bottom, and she popped hard. Her moans were deliciously intense, and I couldn’t get enough of how she trembled through that forced orgasm for me.

      When it was over, she relaxed against the bed. She tugged her arms and legs, but she didn’t fight my ties. Instead, they seemed to soothe her.

      “That’s a good girl. Rest for me now,” I murmured, and she turned her head. I brushed her hair back and pressed my lips against her forehead in a soft kiss. She needed to sleep, and I needed to get to work.

      I left the room and locked the door. I walked to my office in the other room and started to get to work on the whereabouts of her sister.
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        * * *

      

      Several hours later, I returned to my bedroom. When I opened the door, I was taken aback to find her sitting on the bed, buttoning one of my shirts with her guns at her side. I cleared my throat and she tensed, reaching for her closest gun.

      “I’m going to rescue my sister,” she began, and I paused, realizing that this pretty one I’d decided to claim had a feisty side that would need a great deal more taming than a belt across her bare backside.

      “You’re not, Natalia. You are to remain here. I’ve already got several leads on Irina’s whereabouts, and you will wait here patiently as I look into them,” I countered.

      Although night had already fallen for us, it was only the beginning of the Asamire clan’s day. They could not survive in the sunlight and the never sleeping city of Vegas fit their needs perfectly.

      “You will tell them to me and then I’m going to leave,” she answered boldly.

      Her sass was making my cock unbearably hard.

      If I had the time, she would get another long fucking to remind her that when it was the two of us, she wasn’t the one in charge. I took a step toward her, and she took one back. There was a flicker of fear behind her eyes for a fraction of a second, but then it was gone. I grinned at the sight of it.

      “Natalia, get back in bed,” I demanded gently. I would give her a chance to be obedient, but I would only give her one.

      I wasn’t going to fuck her this time, but I had more than a fair number of ways to remind her that she was no longer in control. I lifted my chin and sniffed the air. The insatiable little minx was aroused again.

      My senses were better than many humans. I could see farther distances. I could smell and track people by scent alone. My strength was unparalleled and my ability to move quickly ensured that I was the superior species.

      The aroma of her arousal was like peaches, candied apples, and cherry tart, all wrapped up together in the most tempting thing I’d ever had the honor to breathe in.

      “No,” she spat.

      I took another step toward her. I backed her up against the window of my penthouse and she lifted her chin in open defiance.

      I grinned, unable to hide the open glee in my face at her feisty nature. I reached forward and grabbed the fabric of my shirt. I wasted no time in tearing it open, not caring as the buttons popped off and bounced off the floor beneath our feet. Her eyes opened wide, and her cheeks flushed beautifully pink with anger.

      I gripped the cotton and yanked it toward me, throwing her off balance so that she fell forward. Without hesitation, I wrapped my arms around her waist and tossed her back on the bed. She attempted to push off of it to escape me, but I was prepared for that. I leapt up, using my speed against her. With my body, I pinned her to the bed. I landed just over her hips, my thighs to either side of her.

      She wouldn’t be able to escape me like this.

      Last time, I’d only loosely bound her. This time, I reached behind my headboard and pulled out the set of leather cuffs I’d tied up behind it. Quickly, I bound her right arm, followed by her left. She fought me, but she wasn’t going to get out of these. Not without help.

      When I moved back to bind her legs in the same way, she tried to knee me in the balls. I shifted and blocked her attempt and she shrieked as I clamped the cuff shut on her left leg. It didn’t take me much longer to do the other.

      After she was thoroughly bound, I took a step back and enjoyed the sight of her chest heaving up and down with the adrenaline from the fight she had just lost. Her breasts jostled the slightest bit, and I didn’t miss the fact that her pert little pink nipples were hard as diamonds.

      I wanted to bite them.

      I would. In time.

      I wandered over to my nightstand and took out a small box. I opened it and she watched me warily. It was a dildo. She was going to wear it for me.

      She was visibly wet, but I used a generous amount of lube. She tried to close her legs, but there was no stopping this now. When I placed it at her entrance and slowly pressed it inside her, she gasped audibly. I knew she was probably still sore from my cock, but that didn’t much matter. She’d disobeyed me and now she was going to suffer for it.

      I pushed it fully inside her as she whimpered and then I reached for the rest of the toy. Using a series of specially designed straps, I ensured that the dildo would stay inside her. There was a small attachment that rested over her clit. I made sure it was all correctly in place before I took a step back and just observed her.

      She looked down at herself and her face paled visibly.

      “What is this?” she asked. The fear was back, and my cock stiffened so much it turned painful.

      I didn’t answer her, instead reaching back into the box for a remote. I clicked it on, and she squeaked in surprise as the black dildo began to vibrate inside her.

      “You disobeyed me, Natalia, so this is your punishment. I have several errands to run in relation to your sister, so I will return in a few hours. In that time, this little toy will remain inside you. You will come for me. Many times,” I said firmly, and she stilled with a quiet moan. It sounded reluctant and I suddenly wanted to replace the vibrating toy with my own cock.

      “I can’t! I’ve come so many times already!” she squeaked and even as she said it, her hips rolled.

      “Defiant little girls don’t get to decide what happens to them, do they?”

      “No, sir,” she cried out, and I watched as her thighs tensed. She would fight every orgasm and I would enjoy every second I was away from her knowing that she was suffering for me back in my bed.

      “Good. Now maybe when I return, you will remember that obedient girls are rewarded. I’ll leave out the details. You’ll have to use your imagination instead, naughty girl,” I replied.

      I closed the door to the sound of her delightful moans. My hand reached down to stroke my cock over top of my slacks.

      The only image on my mind was the sight of her pouty little lips wrapped around my cock as she showed me how sorry she was for being such a naughty girl.

      If she was a very good girl, I’d even let her swallow.
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        * * *

      

      For several hours, I gambled at the poker tables at the Venetian. I listened to a few of the employees as they chatted with one another when they thought no one was listening. I kept my eyes on the perimeter, assessing the doorway where Irina had been taken. There were several bodyguards by the entryway, and they seemed to change at regular intervals. I watched the clock carefully. It was every hour.

      I flicked the cards lightly in my hands. I lifted my gaze to the man sitting across the table. He was studying his cards, but I knew he wasn’t there simply to gamble. I gazed at him for a long moment as if I was trying to figure out if he was playing a bluff or actually had a set of cards that justified the way he was betting. I watched the direction of his gaze and he seemed awfully interested in the doorway that Irina had been taken into.

      By his scent, he was clearly a vampire. He smelled rank to my kind in a way that nothing else did. I wasn’t sure if he was a part of the Asamire clan, as they wore no signifying marks. Perhaps he was a visiting vampire of some kind. He clearly had money. He was betting pretty heavily on most hands and a few of his fingers were studded with some rather ostentatious gemstone rings made of gold and platinum.

      They weren’t gaudy in a new money sense. The jewelry was designed in a vintage, turn of the century fashion and appeared to be very well taken care of despite that. He was wearing an expensive tailored suit in a matte black and he carried with him the aura of a man used to buying whatever he wanted if he laid enough money on the table.

      His skin was pale and the bleach-blond hair on his head practically shone in the bright casino lights. His eyes were a light blue and his features were harsh and sharp. If I had to guess, he probably came from somewhere in Russia and when he spoke to a passing waitress to order a whiskey, the thickness of his accent confirmed it.

      I cocked my head, watching as he placed a hundred in her hand and murmured for her to bring it right away. She nodded quickly and rushed off to the bar as if her life depended on it.

      I glanced down at my cards. I had the makings of a royal flush in my hands, and I just needed the ace of hearts to complete it. The dealer flipped over the last card, and I had to use every bit of control to not show my emotion to its reveal.

      It was the card I needed. Two men folded immediately and one of them even tossed his cards on the table. Another raised the bet by one hundred, which was small change considering that he’d been betting thousands just five minutes ago with every hand. He looked a bit sheepish actually, when I studied him more closely.

      I turned back to the vampire to see him staring at me.

      More men folded once they noticed the two of us squaring off. Soon enough, it was just the vampire and me, along with one other human at the table. The rest were sitting back to observe whatever happened next.

      “They’ll let in any wolves off the street in a place like this,” the vampire murmured. He didn’t look at me, but at a man passing by in a purple velvet oversized suit that looked more like pajamas than anything else. I smirked.

      He’d recognized my scent after all.

      “Indeed, they will. The people that run this place are awfully coldblooded, or so they say,” I murmured, and the corner of his lips turned up just the slightest bit. The waitress came back, distracting the two of us for a moment before he turned back toward me. He stared at me more closely, likely trying to figure me out before he went any further. He took a long sip of his drink and placed it down on the table.

      “I heard talk of a lone wolf here in Vegas, but I didn’t think I’d get the chance to meet him myself,” the vampire replied as he dropped his gaze back down to his cards.

      “From out of town then?” I asked and he nodded with a grunt before he picked up a pile of chips and pushed them forward. It was at least a fifty thousand dollar bet.

      “All the way from Moscow. Personal invitation,” he answered boldly. I took a deep inhale. Despite the fact that the air filtration systems made it inherently more difficult to sense the vampires around me except those that were nearby, I could tell there were far more than usual here.

      “Special occasion?” I pressed. I started counting my chips slowly, deciding if I should match his bet or raise it. The money didn’t concern me. I had plenty to play around with. It was answers I wanted now. Behind me, a group of men entered, all of them in finely tailored suits like my poker buddy here. They were vampires too.

      “What’s your name?” he questioned carefully.

      “Adrian Black. I’m the owner of the Lupo,” I replied brazenly. He smiled, but his expression remained cloaked in shadowy mystery.

      “Well, Mr. Black, are you going to place your bet or not?” he asked curiously.

      “Yes, but I’d like to raise the stakes,” I countered.

      “Would you now?”

      “I bet one hundred thousand. And if I win, you will tell me why you’re here,” I declared.

      He finally smiled at the challenge. “I’ll match that bet,” he replied, pushing an extra pile of chips in my direction. “If I win, however, I expect to be treated to a night in your hotel with some delightfully tasty room service.”

      I schooled my expression. I didn’t sell women in my casino, and I most certainly wouldn’t subject one to a vampire’s feeding, but he didn’t know that. I was a man who kept things close to my chest and this would have to be one of those things too.

      I was certain I had the winning hand anyway. There was an air of arrogance to him, but my instinct told me that at least some of it was fabricated.

      I sat back and smiled even wider. “I accept. My penthouse suites are the best on the strip.”

      “So I’ve heard,” he said.

      “I didn’t catch your name,” I said.

      “Dmitri Mikhailov,” he said plainly as he laid his cards on the table. I glanced down. He had a straight.

      My risk had been worth it.

      “It was a pleasure playing with you,” I replied, and he squinted in my direction with interest. Slowly, I put my cards down on the table, sliding my hand to the side. I revealed each one with a vicious casualty. I expected him to be angry, but he just laughed.

      “A worthy opponent, I see,” he murmured.

      “As were you. We should play again sometime,” I answered.

      “We should.” He bowed his head. “In honor of our bet, I was invited here for a special gathering, although I would expect one like it would not exactly be to your taste.”

      “Should I worry about such a gathering in relation to my city?” I pressed.

      “No. It’s more of something that would occur behind closed doors,” he replied as he stood up from the table. “Until next time, Mr. Black,” he added.

      “Mr. Mikhailov,” I greeted. I waited for him to sweep out of the room with his whiskey in hand before I stood up and left myself. I had a disobedient little human tied up in my bedroom who needed my attention.
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        * * *

      

      Upon my return, I rushed up to my suite. I made a stop of the bar and poured another glass of red for Natalia before I made my way back to my bedroom. I stopped by the door, expecting to hear moaning, screaming, and the regretful tears of a naughty girl taught a firm lesson with one forced climax after another but….

      I heard nothing.

      I unlocked the door and opened it to find the room empty. Natalia wasn’t on the bed. She wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Not only that, but she’d ransacked my room. The blankets were tossed on the floor. All the drawers in my dresser had been opened and rifled through. She’d gone through my closet and the attached bathroom.

      My palm itched. I wanted to spank her really hard, but at the same time I wanted to praise her on the fierceness of her courage. It was also kind of arousing to realize that she’d bested me in a way.

      The door to the outside was open, causing the curtains to flutter a little in the breeze. I walked out, fully expecting her to be waiting outside for me, but she wasn’t there either.

      She had disappeared.

      My bedroom had been locked. From what I could tell, there was no evidence that she’d picked the lock or escaped that way. There were no other ways out from my bedroom other than that and the balcony just outside it.

      It was night, but I could see just as much detail as if it were day. I studied the railings and took a deep inhale. Her scent was everywhere. There was no doubt in my mind that she’d come out this way, but I had no idea how she did it.

      I leaned forward, searching for any sign of her and found nothing more than that. For the first time ever in history, I’d underestimated a human.

      I shouldn’t have left her alone. I wouldn’t make that mistake again.

      With a sigh, I walked back into the bedroom. Her guns were missing, but the vibrating dildo was left at the center of the bed. I drew closer to it, reaching for it and closing my fingers around it. I couldn’t help but smirk at what I found along its surface.

      She may have outsmarted me, but she hadn’t escaped me right away. She had suffered on that toy for me first. Perhaps more than once.

      The scent of her release was all over it.

      I would find her again. I knew I would because she was my mate. She was the one fated to be mine.

      I’d already long decided to take her as mine and the fact that she was making me chase her was an enticing challenge that I wasn’t going to resist. I would catch her again and I would take her.

      Then I would show her exactly what it means to belong to me, over and over again until she admitted it herself.
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        * * *

      

      The next day I met with my pack. I circulated Natalia’s and Irina’s pictures and when they got to Enzo, he grinned.

      “Sisters, boss? Isn’t that awfully greedy of you?”

      I took Natalia’s image back between my fingers, staring at her sheer perfection. I glided my thumb over her face.

      “Ahh. I stand corrected. Natalia, then?” Enzo added quickly.

      “She is exquisite,” I murmured.

      “She’s your mate, isn’t she?” he asked carefully.

      “She is. The next time I get my hands on her, I’m going to make sure that she is properly claimed,” I vowed.

      The rest of the men sitting around the table nodded with understanding. Once an alpha found his mate, they knew that nothing could get in the way of that. She was fated to be mine and I didn’t plan on letting her go.

      Ever.

      I sat back, surveying the table. Enzo still had Irina’s image in his hands. He looked down at it curiously, as if he was memorizing the nuances of her face. If I wasn’t so distracted with my own mate’s disappearance, I would have made a note of it.

      “I want everyone on the ground looking for her,” I demanded. I reached to the side and tossed the torn remains of her dress in the center of the table. “This carries her scent. Memorize it and find her for me. Everything else is secondary until she is safe back in my bed.”

      Every member of my pack at that table nodded. They knew I wouldn’t give such a directive lightly.

      “I want a skeleton crew on the casino. Everyone else I want working on finding out whatever you can about this gathering that the Asamire are holding soon. I want names. Locations. Times. Whatever details you can give me,” I continued.

      “We’ll find them both, boss,” Enzo vowed, and I nodded once. He was a man of his word and that was one of the many reasons he was my beta.

      “Good. Now get to work. I need to make some more phone calls,” I commanded. Within a minute, the room was empty, and I pulled out my phone.

      I started by calling Vinny first.

      “Good afternoon, Adrian. How did the meeting with Miss Kotova go?” he asked.

      “I should have listened to your warning,” I chuckled, and he snorted with amusement in response.

      “I told you she was one that you didn’t want to mess with,” he laughed.

      “Despite the fact that she was naked, bound, and locked inside my bedroom, she managed to escape,” I explained.

      “She’s determined and incredibly resourceful, that’s for sure. She hasn’t come by here, but I haven’t been looking for her either,” Vinny replied.

      “Would you do me a favor? Keep your ear to the ground. If you hear anything, I would appreciate a call,” I requested.

      “Of course,” Vinny replied. “Did you find anything more about that Irina girl she was looking for?”

      “Yes. Irina Kotova is Natalia’s sister,” I explained.

      “Ahhh, interesting. It all makes a little more sense now,” Vinny said.

      “How so?”

      “Well, after she left, I did a bit more digging about the Kotova family. I didn’t find much other than some information about a man named Viktor Kotova. Irina is his daughter. Turns out, there’s evidence suggesting that he was a former KGB agent, but nothing I could find was conclusive. Now, though, he’s a pretty well-known arms dealer that operates out of Belarus. I didn’t find anything about another daughter though. There was no mention of a Natalia anywhere,” he murmured. I could tell he was getting more interested by the second.

      “That would explain her weapons knowledge. She fired her gun at me no less than three times,” I exclaimed.

      “Did she hit you?” he asked, chuckling once again.

      “Yes!”

      The boisterous sound of his laughter only heightened on the other line. I waited until he was done.

      “If you have the manpower, I’d really appreciate anything you can find out about her. That’s not the only reason I called though. I know that the Asamire are planning something, and I can’t shake the feeling that it’s pretty big,” I began, and he quieted much more quickly now.

      “What did you hear?”

      I explained all the intel I’d gathered thus far, including the poker game where I’d met the Russian vampire, and the increase in vampiric presence on the strip. He grunted with unease when I was finished.

      “I think you’re right to be concerned. The Asamire don’t often hold gatherings like this. They’re not the type to have a party just to have a party. They’re known for keeping to themselves and don’t usually cause trouble, but there have been several times in the past that they’ve ignored those principles for great political or territorial gain,” he explained.

      He’d been here on the strip for far longer than I. He had insight that I didn’t.

      “Adrian, they’ve been more insistent on collecting women from me recently. They’ve been clamoring for more and more virgins. I don’t know what they do with the women after they buy them from me, but it’s been at least thirty of them in the past six months,” he warned, and I stroked the hair of my beard as I thought about what he said.

      “Virgins,” I repeated.

      “Yeah. That’s all they ever want to buy from me. They’re never interested in anything else,” he replied.

      “Huh. Interesting,” I echoed.

      “I wonder who else the Asamire plan to invite to this little shindig of theirs,” Vinny continued.

      “I’m not sure, Vinny, but I plan to find out. I’ll call you if I find anything out,” I replied.

      “Sure thing. I’ll do the same,” he said. I hung up the phone and crossed my arms over my chest.

      The singular detail about the Asamire’s need for virgins stuck out to me as a critically important one. I knew that when a vampire drank the blood of a virgin, they experienced something called a blood drunk. A virgin’s blood gave them an intoxicatingly intense high. It was a delicacy shared amongst the royals of the vampire world throughout history.

      Sometimes, they even turned it into a sordidly tempting orgy or occasionally, an all-out massacre. A blood drunk vampire would lose control, and it was impossible to predict the result.

      I suspected something far greater than a drunk orgy and I was going to put in work to find out what was going to happen.
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        * * *

      

      For the next several days, my pack searched for Natalia, but found only small traces of her. Enzo had picked up her scent in the Venetian once, but she’d been long gone by the time he picked it up. I programmed my casino camera feeds to search for her face within the footage, but that didn’t show anything either.

      I paid off a number of my tech-savvy connections to create a profile on her and when it got back to me, the contents were pretty shocking.

      My feisty little human mate was an assassin. A really good one at that. She was known simply by the nickname Nat. Her picture had been captured on cameras around the world. She pulled off a number of disguises, but through facial recognition software, she’d been captured in a number of places with different colored hair and clothing depending on her location.

      There were at least a hundred deaths that had loosely been associated with her at the helm. She was very good at what she did. One of my men was even able to come across a pricing scale for her services and it was staggeringly high. There was no hint to the names of the clients that hired her, but I was certain that only the richest people in the world could afford her.

      It made me even prouder to call someone like her my mate.

      She would be a powerful woman to have at my side, a worthy ally. She would be my queen in all ways. I just needed to find her again.

      I thumbed through the rest of the file, taking careful note of her choice of weapons. She liked guns and with the connection of her father, she could have access to resources that I couldn’t anticipate. She knew vampires existed and it wouldn’t be a reach for her to figure out what I was either. I’d never told her that I was a wolf shifter specifically, but she was highly intelligent, and I had all the faith in the world that she could figure it out all on her own.

      I was deep in thought when a knock on my door startled me. With a sigh, I closed the folder and called out for whoever it was to come in. Enzo opened it and strode in, plopping down in the seat in front of my desk.

      “So, I’ve got some intel for you, boss,” he began, and I placed the folder on my desk. I lifted my chin expectantly and he continued on without pause.

      “From what we’ve been able to gather, everything points to this special gathering happening tomorrow night. It’s Friday and the heightened commotion of the typical party on the strip with the start of the weekend will likely cover up whatever noise or problems come of it. As far as location, it appears to be scheduled to take place in the nightclub at the Wynn. It goes by the name XS. It’s expensive, incredibly exclusive, and the only way in would be to procure a special invitation,” he explained.

      “An invitation,” I repeated.

      “Yup. One that looks like this,” he grinned as he slid a piece of folded parchment in front of me. I turned it over to find a bright red wax seal. There was an insignia of a hooded man with a scythe. I felt the texture of it.

      “Where did you get this?”

      “We borrowed one from our friends in the Lasombre clan. Their queen had received the invitation and the king did not. They fought so much amongst themselves about it that they didn’t notice when our inside girl stole it from their bedroom and let us borrow it for a few hours so we could make one that looked identical to it for ourselves,” he offered.

      “Nice work, Enzo,” I grinned.

      “There’s more, boss,” he said quietly.

      “What is it?”

      “I may be off base here because the information isn’t all there yet, but from what I can gather, it appears that the Asamire are inviting a lot of powerful vampires at the head of a number of clans throughout the world, as well as all of the reigning ones here in Vegas. They’re inviting them all to this shindig, and that feels like a dangerous combination,” he ventured.

      “The Asamire are collecting virgins, Enzo,” I added.

      “Collecting?” he asked.

      I nodded. “They’ve been buying them off Vinny. He’s got more than two dozen already. Probably a whole lot more if he’s been sourcing from places other than the Genovese too.”

      “That’s a lot of virgins. And a whole lot of virgin blood,” he echoed. He was very quickly beginning to reach a similar conclusion to mine.

      “The Asamire don’t make a move unless they are gaining something. They can’t be planning a gathering of this magnitude for just a hot late night Vegas orgy,” I continued.

      “What if it’s a coup?” he asked worriedly.

      My gaze flicked to his as I weighed the possibility of his words.

      Fuck. What if it was?

      “It would be a pretty big one if they wiped out all of their invited guests in a single night. They’d gain an incredible amount of power, money, and territory here in the city and around the world,” I said thoughtfully.

      “What would that mean for us though?” Enzo asked.

      “If this turns out the way I’m thinking it might, there wouldn’t be many vampire clans here in Vegas other than the Asamire. They would be the ones controlling the city. Thus far, they’ve shown no ill will toward us. They haven’t seemed to want to drive us out either, maybe because they underestimate our pack since we only came here more recently,” I offered.

      “We wouldn’t be able to stand up against them in the future though, most likely. Their power would be far from our reach,” Enzo echoed.

      I sighed. “Once they deal with the other vampire clans, it is likely that they’d turn their sights on us and the rest of the human families left. We wouldn’t stand a chance against them without any of the other clans as our allies.”

      “It’s not like we have many friends within the vampires anyway,” he murmured, and I had to agree. They weren’t especially friendly with others and especially our kind.

      I had no especially close ties with any of the vampires, expect for Josephina, the head of the Ravnos clan. She was only loosely based here because she and her vampires were mainly nomadic, but they did use Vegas as a home base for the most part.

      I sighed. I really didn’t want to get involved in a vampiric tug of war for power, but I didn’t really see much other choice. I didn’t want the Asamire to gain that much control, but there was another thing that left me feeling uneasy.

      I didn’t think they’d let the virgin women they’d procured survive. They would use their bodies to their own amusement and then feast on them. I was sure that it would be a feeding frenzy. None of them would walk away alive and one of those women was my mate’s sister.

      She wouldn’t rest until she was safe, and neither would I.

      “There’s one last thing, boss,” he said softly, and I lifted my chin expectantly. I wasn’t sure how much more I wanted to know at this point, but it was necessary. I indicated for him to continue.

      “We haven’t been able to find Natalia. Nor anything more of her sister. It’s like the both of them disappeared without a trace.”

      I sighed. I’d expected that, but that didn’t make it any easier. I sat silently for several moments before I came to a conclusion that I hoped that my pack would be ready for too.

      “We’re going to have to intervene, both for the future of the pack and for my mate. In all likelihood, she will be able to come to the same conclusions as us. At the very least, I will save her sister from the Asamire’s clutches and then use her as bait to bring Natalia out,” I finally decided.

      “I thought you might say that. I have our men looking into the blueprints for the XS nightclub. There is an indoor and outdoor area of the party space, so we’re gathering everything just in case,” Enzo replied.

      “Good. I want all of my wolves on deck that night. I want them in the area, stationed in the hotel, everywhere. I want to call in our human allies and place them too; the vampires won’t react to them in the same way that they might to us. We’re going to need special clothing to cover our wolf scent as much as possible if we want to remain undercover,” I thought out loud.

      “I’ve got everything in motion,” Enzo said.

      “I can always count on you,” I grinned, and he bowed his head respectfully.

      “I’m always happy to serve, boss,” he smirked. “Plus, I want the chance to meet Irina in person.”

      “Do you now…” I murmured, unable to keep myself from chuckling quietly.

      “Got to go, boss. Much work to do,” he returned, smiling as he pushed out of his seat and rushed toward the door. I noticed the corner of Irina’s picture sticking out of his back pocket and laughed a bit harder.

      Maybe as destiny would have it, the both of us had found our fated mates right here in Sin City.

      What were the odds?
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      Adrian

      

      After gathering as much information as I could, I called Josephina that evening. She picked up on the third ring. I hadn’t talked to her much since my casino had taken off, but she had been important in helping me establish myself through the path of least resistance. It had been her who suggested I buy this particular property and I held her in high esteem for that, but I also didn’t fully trust her. Her alliances seemed to be fluid from the intel Enzo had gathered on her so I went in with the assumption that she would only be my ally as long as it was beneficial for her. She would turn on me without a second glance if that ever stopped.

      All that considered though, if the Asamire were up to something, I felt the need to at least warn her of what was coming. I at least owed her that.

      “Adrian,” she purred. She had a thick Spanish accent, which I had always enjoyed quite a bit. It rolled off her tongue like music.

      “Josephina, it’s been a while. How are you?”

      “I spent the summer in Portugal feasting on some delightful treats positively full of sweet freshly brewed sangria. It was rather enjoyable, I must say. You should try it sometime,” she answered. Her voice trailed off, a whimsical lightness to it that suggested she was reliving her favorite memories. I could have sworn I heard the sound of her licking her lips too.

      “I’m glad to hear you’ve been having such a good time,” I replied. I knew she’d probably left a trail of pretty men and women dead behind her, but she was careful in hiding her presence wherever she went. The rest of her clan did the same.

      “It seems rather fortuitous for you to ring me as soon as my plane landed here in Vegas,” she said pointedly. “It’s almost like you knew I was coming.”

      “Can’t a man miss a pretty woman like you?” I suggested with a smirk. We’d never been more than reluctant friends for as long as I’d known her, but I knew that she enjoyed when I teased her like that. I liked to think it made her smile and I wanted to keep her happy as my ally, so I went along with it as much as I could. Nothing would ever come of it. Vampires and wolves were natural born enemies and neither of us was willing to fight against our baser instincts.

      “Always wanting something you can’t have. Typical,” she teased, but I could hear the lightness of her smile in her voice. Josephina was always easier to deal with when she was in a good mood. People frequently wound up dead when she was in a bad one.

      “I’ve heard whispers of a gathering the Asamire are having here. I wanted to call and talk to you about it, because from what I’m hearing, it makes me uneasy.”

      “Jealous you didn’t get an invite?” she countered, and I chuckled, quite pleased that she’d confirmed my suspicions so very easily.

      “No. If I want to drink fancy champagne and eat some pricey caviar, I can just buy that myself,” I said boldly, and she giggled and cleared her throat, then tried to speak through her amusement.

      “Fair point. I take it the casino business is treating you well, my friend,” she replied.

      “It is,” I began proudly. I paused for a moment, and she was silent. It was as if the lightness of our initial small talk had evaporated and everything about it became that much heavier. “Listen, I have a bad feeling about this whole thing, and I just wanted to warn you. I don’t think you should go.”

      She sighed dismissively. “Listen, Adrian. It’s not that big of a deal. It’s a gathering in Vegas. The Asamire have been there long enough to dispose of whatever party favors they bring to the stage. It’s highly unlikely it’ll cause any problems for you,” she scoffed. “They’ll do what they always do and that’s all they’ll do.”

      “I know that. That’s not what I’m worried about. From what I’ve been able to find, they’ve invited all of the major clan leaders here in Vegas as well as a number of others from various places around the world. Dmitri Mikhailov is one of them,” I continued.

      “Ahhh, Dmitri,” she purred suggestively. “Now there’s a really… really good time.”

      “That’s not all. They’ve been collecting virgins for it too. That’s a lot of power to have in a single room, especially in combination with virgin blood. It seems strategic to me. What if the Asamire are planning to seize control of all of you?” I rushed. I wanted her to really look at the possibility. “What if they tried to kill you all so that could reign over Vegas all by themselves?”

      “You worry too much, Adrian. The Asamire keep to themselves. They don’t make waves. It would be against their mighty principles to involve the lowliness of others into their fold. They think that they’re better than the rest of us,” she answered. She was annoyed now. I’d have to tread more carefully.

      “They’ve made a ploy for power before,” I countered.

      “And they’ve lost. Several times. They know their place here in Vegas. They are a strong clan, but they don’t stand a chance when the rest of us go against them,” she replied.

      Despite her sureness, I remained unconvinced. “I really think you should decline the invitation. Don’t go, Josephina,” I urged.

      “Listen, Adrian. You’re a nice guy, but you’re relatively new here and I’m not going to give up the chance to savor some delightful virgin blood based off of some crazy rumors you and your wolves cooked up. I’ve been here since the city was born and I will be here for a long time to come. You’re going to need to learn to stay in your lane if you want to remain here too,” she replied. The warning was clear. If I didn’t back down now, she’d figure out some way to come after me or my men. It wasn’t worth pushing her anymore.

      With a sigh, I sat back. She might not take my advice, but I felt better knowing that I’d at least tried to warn her. She would make her own decisions in the end.

      “I get that, Josephina. I don’t want to step on any toes. I just want you to be careful,” I replied.

      “I appreciate the concern, Adrian,” she murmured. The aggression in her voice had lessened now, which was a good sign.

      “Listen, if you do decide to go, will you do me a favor? There’s a human girl there that was stolen from her home country. All our intel suggests that she’s one of the virgins the Asamire collected. I need to get her out alive. She’s my mate’s sister and I cannot stand by and do nothing, especially knowing what fate is in store for her.”

      “Ohhhhh, Adrian, you haven’t told me that you found a girl. You should have asked me first if I was willing to share you in the first place,” she flirted rather shamelessly.

      “If I send you her picture, would you try to look out for her for me and would you let me know if you see her?” I asked.

      “For a price,” she replied.

      “Name it.”

      “You’re serious about this one, aren’t you?” she questioned. There was a quiet interest to her tone now that wasn’t there before. Her aggression had disappeared, and a curious softness reigned free.

      “Yeah. I really am.” There wasn’t a second of hesitation. I meant every word.

      “Send a picture of them both. I will do what I can for you. I can’t promise anything, but if I can help without damning myself and my clan, I will,” she replied.

      “Thank you, Josephina,” I murmured. “I really appreciate it.”

      “Adrian?” she asked.

      “Yes?”

      “Don’t do anything stupid,” she warned. Her concern for me was cute. I appreciated it, but I wouldn’t heed it either.

      “I wasn’t planning on it,” I answered and hung up the phone. I texted her the images of Irina and one of Natalia, taking a second before I hit send to admire the soft features of my mate.

      I missed her hard edges, her distrustful gaze, but most of all, I missed her. I closed my eyes, remembering the sounds she’d made when I’d bared her bottom for the first time. She’d started off so brave as I began her punishment, but the moment that stuck in my mind and made my cock as hard as iron was when her sounds had changed and she truly realized that she was no longer in control, that she was getting a hard spanking that wouldn’t end when she wanted it to, and that her pussy was soaking wet because of all of it.

      Fuck.

      I sat back in my chair and glided my palm along my slacks. My cock was hard as a rock just thinking about her.

      I wanted her to look at me with those pretty eyes with more than just lust. I wanted her to reach for me, to seek out my lips on hers, and to smile when our gazes caught each other’s on a whim. More than anything, I wanted her to love me as I did her.

      She was mine. The fates had put her in my sights and now that I’d had a taste of her, I wasn’t going to let her go.

      When I got my hands on her again, I was going to teach her that she was never allowed to run from me again. I flexed my fingers and stood up with a sigh. If I was going to rescue her sister, I had work to do. I couldn’t distract myself with thoughts of my mate lying bare before me.

      I’d worry about punishing my mate again when she was thoroughly bound to my bed, naked and trembling in fear and arousal over what I was about to do to her with the end of my crop.
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        * * *

      

      My earpiece clicked on, and I waited for Enzo’s report. In the hours since I’d called Josephina, we’d set up a home base within the Wynn hotel. Using a fake name, I’d booked a suite for the weekend and snuck in as much of our surveillance gear in there as I could without raising suspicion. It was morning by now and none of us had slept, but we’d needed to move in after the hotel staff finished cleaning the nightclub and before the Asamire sent in their own group to decorate the place for tonight’s party.

      “Boss, the cameras have been put in position. You should be able to test them now,” his voice sounded in my ear.

      “I’ll get started,” I answered.

      “We’re working on placing a few mics, but we’re almost done.”

      “Let me know when you’re finished. Make sure no one sees you,” I warned, and he grunted in acknowledgement. He knew the drill. This wasn’t our first reconnaissance mission, and it wouldn’t be the last.

      I opened my laptop and booted up the surveillance software. There were at least ten cameras in place, covering much of the club in a way to keep blind spots at a minimum. I opened up the camera at the back of the room, taking in the interior section of the club. Another view looked over the outdoor pool. The sun reflected off the water, but that wouldn’t be a problem once night fell. I watched the perimeter carefully as my wolves paced around it. Enzo remained in human form as he placed several more mics, but he was moving quickly because time was running short. I made sure everything was set on my end before I moved to the window that overlooked the nightclub pool.

      “All done, boss.”

      “Good. Get out of there now,” I directed. I watched them carefully, ensuring their presence had gone unnoticed.

      Enzo and the rest of my pack bounded over the outside walls in a blur. There wasn’t a person in sight. The sun was still up, so the vampires were likely still asleep or safely hidden behind light-blocking curtains or even deep underground. Our mission was a success thus far.

      I surveyed the area down below. I was about five stories above the club. The only downside was that there wasn’t a single balcony at my disposal. The Wynn didn’t have them. I wasn’t as much concerned with that, however. If I needed to get down there, I would make my own way. The glass was thick, but I was stronger than it by a longshot if things started to devolve.

      The door clicked behind me, and I turned to see Enzo and the rest of my men walk inside. He didn’t waste any time, sitting down with his own laptop and quickly getting to work with a flurry of keystrokes.

      “The security walls here are pretty good,” he murmured with a thread of aggravation.

      “Are you just being nice?” I asked.

      “Yes,” he grinned.

      “I take it that they won’t be a problem,” I replied.

      “No. I’ll have the casino feeds up in less than thirty minutes. By the time I’m done, there won’t be an inch of this place we can’t see,” he smirked.

      “Perfect.”

      I turned back toward the window, listening to the sounds of typing behind me. It was a waiting game now and the only thing left to do to prepare was to familiarize myself with the layout as much as I could. All remained quiet for some time.

      About an hour later, a group entered the club and started to decorate. I watched for a while as they tested the lighting, dyed the pool a visceral looking blood red, and began laying out tables where they’d likely set out small finger foods, goblets of wine or punch bowls full of blood. I’d never been to a vampire shindig. I just imagined that’s what they’d probably do, considering the evidence before me.

      I eventually turned away to check in on Enzo. He clicked his tongue twice, before he made a small grunt of victory.

      “I’m in,” he declared.

      “You’re fast,” I replied. He’d gotten in well under his estimate, which was even more impressive.

      “At least buy me a drink first, boss,” he answered cheekily, and I rolled my eyes.

      “You think you’re such a lady killer,” I teased, and his grin widened.

      “I’ve never received any complaints,” he countered.

      I chuckled, leaning over so that I could take another look at the casino camera feeds. I searched the faces of those in view looking for any of the members of the invited vampire clans that we knew of, but I didn’t find any, at least not yet. It was still a touch early for that, I realized.

      The sun was just beginning to set on the horizon. Streaks of vivid oranges and yellows pierced through the skies. As the sun sank even lower, vibrant pinks, reds, and even the slightest twinge of purple began to take over until the entire sky looked like it was set ablaze. It wouldn’t be much longer now.

      Below, the lights were beginning to power on. Dim red spotlights made to match the scarlet color of the pool water cast an eerie glow over the entire club. Pink lights reflected off the white gazebo and a string of soft violet lights twinkled beneath. Men and women worked to string thick veils of fabric across the pool, cloaking much of the outdoor area from the prying eyes of curious onlookers that may be watching from the safety of their hotel rooms above.

      Onlookers like me.

      From the evidence that my pack had collected thus far, there were at least thirty-six women that the Asamire had purchased over the last six months. Most of them had been acquired from Vinny’s trafficking ring, but a few others had been procured from other pipelines throughout the city. I wanted to save as many of them as I could, but I had no information on where exactly they were being kept and if all of them were even still alive.

      I wanted to rescue all of them, but the likelihood of that was extremely slim. Vampires were strong and there was going to be a lot of them there tonight. As an alpha, I was stronger than most of them. The rest of my pack would be evenly matched, which put us all in a dangerous spot.

      I didn’t want to, but I was going to have to go at this as carefully as possible. There was going to be collateral damage either way.

      My priority tonight was to rescue Irina and I had to remain focused on her. There still wasn’t any sign of Natalia, but if she showed up tonight, I would make sure that she didn’t get herself killed by messing with powers that were far stronger than her.

      It was doubtful that she would infiltrate the place herself, but she’d surprised me before and likely would again.

      When I could see that the invited guests were beginning to arrive, I called my pack together for one last briefing before all of us got into our assigned positions.

      “Irina Kotova is the main mission tonight,” Enzo began for me. “If she is spotted, all men on deck.”

      He held up Irina’s picture. All of my wolves took a close look at her before I held up another image of the woman who was destined to become my mate.

      “Be on the lookout for her sister, Natalia Kotova, as well. Be careful with this one now. She’s a highly trained assassin and incredibly good at what she does,” I added.

      My men peered back at me, every one of them prepared for war. They were strong and they followed me not just out of loyalty, but respect.

      “Once the Kotova sisters have been located, then we’ll move in and get them out. Our main objective after that will be to rescue as many of the human women as possible,” Enzo explained.

      “If the situation turns dire, I want all of you out. I will not sacrifice my pack for this. If I make the call, you are to move. Immediately,” I commanded.

      My pack nodded all at once.

      “Good. Now let’s get this party started,” I said with a grin and a series of excited howls set off them all. “There will be enough time for that later,” I chuckled. “Now get to work.”

      My pack quieted down, but their anticipation was palpable. This was our first time going against the vampires here in the city and they were really looking forward to it. If this went well, we’d undoubtedly gain power here by sheer reputation alone.

      Enzo was the first man to leave the room and the rest followed him. I would remain here and oversee the mission from above while he led them down below. If the situation called for it, I would join them at the first opportunity.

      The room emptied out as my men sauntered off to take their assigned positions around the perimeter of the club.

      When I sat down by my laptop once again, I could see that the indoor section of the nightclub was beginning to fill. The Russian vampire I’d played poker with was sipping a full glass of whiskey at the bar. A pretty blonde vampire was at his side. She was running her fingers up and down his arms in a show of admiration. I cocked my head to the side, watching more closely. She was practically worshipping him, but he wasn’t paying her any mind.

      If anything, he seemed more interested in everyone else in the bar other than her.

      The doors opened and a couple walked inside dressed in all black. The female vampire was adorned in a black sequined gown that hugged her body as if it was snakeskin and the man’s suit was just as flashy. With pale skin and dark makeup, they looked as though they belonged on a stage. Her black lipstick caught the light, shimmering with glitter. When I looked closely, I saw that the male was wearing the same color, just on his bottom lip. Their radiance was stunning at the same time that it was a little disconcerting.

      After a moment, I recognized them as the heads of the Lasombre clan. Their names were Isabella and Nathaniel.

      They didn’t show their faces often and much of their presence in the city remained a mystery, which was the way they liked it.

      Shortly after the Lasombres entered, Josephina made her grand entrance. Her mahogany brunette hair was spiraled into soft curls that framed her face while the rest of it was swept up in a soft up-do at the back of her head. Her dress was bright red with a deep V-neck that offset her breasts beautifully. The A-line skirt flowed down to the floor in waves. Her waist was studded with red beading, but it was the floor-length sheer red cape flowing out behind her that was the showstopper of her entire outfit.

      Josephina never did anything halfway.

      As the club started to fill up, I watched as a few humans began to circulate with platters full of glasses of red wine. However, there were other trays full of shot glasses that went far more quickly. By the way the vampires licked their lips, I assumed that it was probably blood. The waitresses themselves were dressed in skintight blood-red dresses that exposed just about as much as they covered. The skirts dipped just below their bottom cheeks and would likely show off even more as they leaned over to serve their guests. It was elegant and scandalous all at the same time.

      I took a moment and brewed a fresh mug of coffee. When I sat down once more, I saw that a number of new faces had appeared. As I took a few sips, I watched as the Asamire began to arrive along with them.

      I didn’t recognize any of the higher ups just yet, but their soldiers had certainly started to circulate amongst the invited guests. Their positioning was peculiar. Many of them stuck to the outside perimeter of the room. They had to be preparing for something. I was sure of it.

      The lights gradually dimmed, and most people found a place to sit down, settling in on the lounges and bar seating throughout the room as the room grew darker. The violet stage lighting began to glow brighter, and a hush of excitement fell over the crowd.

      The show was about to begin.

      Two men strode forward, each of them holding a leash. They were pulling a single hooded figure along between them. I could tell that the person’s hands were bound in front of them, but the lighting was engineered in such a way to keep them cloaked in shadow. The physical stature of the hooded person was small and dainty enough to suggest that of a woman. I studied her a bit more closely, but I couldn’t recognize anything further about the way she walked.

      “I want to thank each and every one of you for coming here to celebrate with us tonight,” a voice rang out.

      I recognized it. It was Banu Asamire, the man who had arranged for all of this to happen tonight. My body simmered with tension. The link to my pack simmered with the same feeling.

      “In order to give back for all the things we’ve accomplished here together, I’ve arranged a special gift for all of you as a token of my appreciation,” he continued, and I watched the feed as the men guided the hooded woman across the pool on a clear glass runway. The men walked onto the dance floor and stood to either side of her so that the leashes were held taut between them. She stood there with a quiet confidence, which only captured my attention even further.

      “Some of you like to enjoy a glass of expensive alcohol or sit back and smoke a delicious Cuban cigar, but all of you know that the blood of a beautiful virgin is a delicacy that must be truly savored,” Banu continued suggestively. The crowd chuckled knowingly, and a hard shudder tore down my spine at the sinister sound.

      Banu moved to join the woman at the center of the dance floor, reaching around her shoulders and untying the cord at her neck. Carefully, he gathered the fabric in his fingers and pulled it back, slowly stripping her of the hood to reveal the blonde hair on her head. When he’d pulled the robe away, he tossed it to one of the waitresses nearby. The woman was staring down at the floor.

      The lights grew brighter as the collared woman slowly lifted her head. Her pale blonde hair shone in the red-tinted glow, straight and beautiful and familiar in a way.

      At first glance, I thought it was Irina, but when the camera finally caught her face in full view, I realized it wasn’t her at all.

      It was my Natalia.

      She was dressed in a magnificent white dress that flowed around her like silk. It shone under the lights in a way that just made her beauty seem that much more otherworldly. Her pretty pale blue eyes glittered with challenge, as if she was undaunted by the room full of vampires all around her. She looked positively regal and as much as I wanted to paddle her bare little bottom for getting involved in something so dangerous, I was oddly proud of her for figuring out a way inside that I hadn’t been able to.

      She really was a special prize.

      “This is the first of many virgins that will be available for all of my special guests. This one is an absolute treat though. She hails from Belarus. We found her on the streets all by her lonesome,” he continued, and an excited murmur buzzed around the room.

      “She’s been fed only the best foods for weeks now and just an hour ago, she drank a very fine glass of red. Her diet has been especially tuned to bring out the rich undertones to her Belarusian flavor. This pretty little human is going to taste absolutely divine,” he purred excitedly. I studied Natalia’s face.

      What was she doing there? Had she been captured, or had she taken her sister’s place? I had so many questions and zero answers.

      My first instinct was to rush in and save her from whatever mess she had gotten herself into, but there was something about her body language that gave me pause. Behind her, at least six more hooded figures were led forward and several more guided out onto the club floor. The lights lifted a bit more and a quiet stream of music began to pulse through the speakers throughout the room.

      “This one is special though and as much as I wanted to share her with all of you, I’ve been grooming her for two very special people here as a gift,” he said, his voice loud and sure. The crowd groaned in disappointment.

      “Don’t worry. They’ll be plenty more virgins to go around all night. Let me show you,” Banu added, and the audience proceeded to laugh with delight. From all corners of the room, more women were herded out, all hooded and all accompanied by Asamire vampires. There were at least three dozen of them, if not more.

      Seeing them all in the room at once was a bit daunting. We would have our work cut out for us tonight.

      Natalia lifted her chin. There was the slightest hint of a knowing smile playing at her lips, and I sat back. Her posture was subdued, but her muscles were taut with tension. She was ready for something and when I caught the determined glint in her eyes as she quietly observed the room, I knew that she had something up her sleeve.

      I pressed the button on my earpiece. “Hold, men. Don’t engage yet.”

      The lights lifted a bit more, flashing red, pink, and purple as the women were unhooded and revealed to the crowd. The vampires watched in awe. Several of them reached out to touch the virgins, almost as if they couldn’t believe that such treasures were going to be available to them in just a little while. I watched as they licked their lips and one of them was even bold enough to grasp one of the women’s hands so that he could suck on a finger.

      A roaring cheer reverberated throughout the room and finally died down when Banu held up his hand.

      This was making me more uneasy by the minute.

      “Would Isabella and Nathaniel please join me?” Banu called out and the two vampires grinned with excitement. This seemed far too strategic to me. Aside from the Asamire, the Lasombre clan was the second most powerful family in the city. It was as if Banu was making sure they partook in the drinking of virgin blood. By making such a public offering of Natalia, they would have no choice but to feed off of her.

      Natalia stood a bit straighter as the couple stood up and joined her. Isabella took one of the leashes in her hands and jerked it slightly. Natalia arched toward the woman, but she didn’t lose her balance. Behind her, Nathanial took the other leash into his fingers.

      They drew closer to her as Banu drew back.

      My uneasiness grew. I really didn’t like this. Every single instinct inside me was screaming to go and rescue my mate, but her body language was telling me otherwise.

      I held off for just a little while longer. It was difficult, but I did it.

      For her.

      “Everyone, please raise a glass for the Lasombre clan. Without them, Las Vegas wouldn’t be what it is today,” Banu exclaimed. He lifted a glass of red wine, and the guests did the same.

      “To new beginnings,” he added curiously, and the crowd was so distracted by the promise of expensive wine and virgin blood that they didn’t see the gleam of excitement cross Banu’s face. He tipped the glass slightly to the left and I noticed that all of his people began to move as if he’d given them an order.

      The more I watched their behavior, the more I was convinced that the Asamire had every intention of murdering every guest that had been unfortunate enough to accept their invitation.

      “Please, enjoy everything I’ve prepared for you, my guests. Let’s make tonight a night to remember,” Banu called out and a roar of applause reverberated throughout the room. Vampires got up from their seats and started to surround the virgin women in droves.

      This really wasn’t good.

      I was just about to make the call for my pack to go in, but Natalia caught my focus once again. Curiously, her hands were no longer bound and if I looked even more closely, I could see an end of the ropes sticking out from beneath her creamy white skirts. She shifted the dress just a little and the ropes disappeared entirely.

      Sneaky little human.

      I slid my thumb back and forth over the rim of my coffee mug. I would let her carry out whatever plan she had in mind, but at the end of the night she would be naked and bound to my bed.

      She wouldn’t have a choice.
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      Natalia

      

      It had all come down to this moment.

      I took a deep breath, readying every muscle in my body for action. My fingers flexed, the blood flow returning to them now that I’d gotten my hands free of the ropes that had bound me. My heart continued to pound like a drum in my chest.

      My father had called in every favor in the book to get me access to this place. In order to smuggle me inside, he’d had to infiltrate the casino through their designated cleaning service, and even that hadn’t been a sure bet. He’d only been able to get me access into the deeper sections of the hotel, mainly the washer and dryer rooms, as well as the laundry sorting rooms. It had been up to me to make my way from there into the attached kitchens. When no one was looking, I had hidden in a supply closet until the place was deserted and I could sneak in through a vent at the back of the room. I crawled through the air filtration systems until I broke into the holding cells where the trafficked women were being kept. It had taken some time, but I’d been able to secure my sister.

      I’d been so relieved to find her alive, unhurt, and in impressively good health. Her skin was glowing, and her eyes were bright. The Asamire had taken good care of her, or so it appeared.

      Finding her was only half the battle. I’d still needed to get her out without any of the vampires finding out. There had been no time for us to catch up because I’d shuttled her out knowing that I only had so much of a window to get her to safety.

      My father had discovered that the Wynn replaced the bedding they used in the hotel fairly regularly and last night had been one of the nights a truck would arrive to pick up the discarded sheets. They packed them in big crates, but there had only been enough time to empty one so that she could fit inside. I’d marked the crate with my father’s insignia and disguised myself as one of the custodial staff to make sure she got out without a hitch. When I saw the truck drive away with her on it, it was a massive relief. I knew then that she would be safely smuggled out and delivered into the hands of my father’s trusted allies and not any more vampires.

      Now that she was safe, I could begin the second part of my mission.

      I was going to destroy the Asamire clan. My father had a number of clients that were interested in taking their place here in the city and they had paid him very handsomely for the opportunity to destroy them from within. If I succeeded tonight, I would be set for a very long time.

      Knowing that time was of the essence, I slipped back into her room moments before the door squeaked open, allowing a sliver of light to peek into the darkness. The guards checked in on the women every few hours, but they wouldn’t know that I’d taken my sister’s place.

      The holding cells were luxurious compared to any I’d ever encountered before. There were a few times in the past that I’d had to play the part of a criminal in order to take out a target that was already imprisoned, and this felt nothing like that. The mattresses were really comfortable and the pillows soft, probably both from the same makers that outfitted the rest of the hotel. There were also a few snacks and waters left on the night table.

      It made me slightly uneasy, like they were preparing the girls for harvest.

      I slept, but warily enough to keep track of each time they checked in on us throughout the night.

      When morning came, they’d woken me up with a light knock. They lifted the hatch at the bottom of the door and slipped a light breakfast and a soft towel robe underneath. I stripped and put it on, knowing I didn’t have much of a choice.

      Within the hour, the Asamire guards had come to collect and funnel me and the other women into the spa. I didn’t fight them as they began to work on me. There would be plenty of time for that later.

      They’d washed, conditioned, and styled my hair. The attendants in the spa took a lot of time to paint my face with what appeared to be very expensive makeup, but when I looked in the mirror it seemed like they’d only played up my natural features more so than usual. My eyes seemed bigger and more doe-like. My cheeks were pinkened and my lips appeared to be plumper too. I didn’t wear makeup often, so it was odd to say the least.

      Next, I was shuttled into a massage room. There was nothing that alerted me to any danger and when a small woman entered the room, I allowed myself to relax for a little while longer. She used a number of fragrant oils and lotions to soften my skin. It was decadently pampering, and I allowed myself to enjoy every minute of it.

      After my massage had concluded, the guards brought me back to my holding cell for a full meal. I’d been served two very full glasses of expensive red wine along with it. I wouldn’t have drunk it, but the guards watching me threatened physical violence if I didn’t indulge. I finished both glasses without a fuss.

      I never felt more like a prized lamb about to be led to the slaughter.

      After a bit more time passed and the food settled in my stomach, three female attendants came in and dressed me in a gown fit for a queen. It was a beautiful dress, and I enjoyed the feeling of it on my skin, but it most certainly would hinder me in a fight. It didn’t annoy me as much as the collar and leash they’d put around my throat though. It felt demeaning and controlling. At the first opportunity, I was going to tear it off.

      Not long after that, they came to collect me. They took me before all the rest.

      Now I was here in the middle of an extravagantly decorated nightclub about to be feasted on by a pair of vampires. I had no intentions of being their special dessert for the night.

      I would make my move soon, but not yet.

      Banu cleared his throat behind me, and I stiffened slightly. I had to stay calm for a little while longer. I needed to wait for the opportune moment to strike. My gaze slid around the room, memorizing faces and watching as the other virgin women were guided across the floor. Some of them looked terrified and a fair number of them looked relaxed enough for me to ascertain that they’d probably been drugged into compliance. At least they hadn’t been hurt from what I could tell. Not a single bruise marred their skin. It was just as perfect as mine.

      I slipped my hands in the flowing layers of my skirts, just brushing my fingers against the matching pair of guns strapped to my thighs. In the moments I’d been left to my own devices in my cell, I’d hidden several different types of weapons beneath it. I’d smuggled them in myself.

      My father hadn’t only called in his allies to get me here. He’d called in several of his friends in the arms business in order to procure a few different types of weapons that would be useful against an enemy of the vampire kind.

      Banu called a man and woman from the crowd. From what I could gather on their presence here in Vegas, they were the king and queen of one of the reigning clans that opposed the Asamire.

      From the surface, it appeared that the two clans were allies, but I saw the way Isabella glanced back at Banu with a guarded suspicion. Even Nathaniel was poised in a way that if he had to defend himself from the Asamire king, he would be at the ready.

      The Lasombre didn’t trust the Asamire.

      I lifted my chin, studying the woman at my side in greater detail. Isabella looked like a gothic porcelain doll. Her makeup would have been overdone on anyone else, but the smoky grays around her eyes gave her a supernatural aura that just made her seem like royalty. When I looked back at Nathaniel, his gaze was focused on her like she was the center of his entire world.

      Isabella tightened the leash, and I could feel her only just brushing against me. I turned my head and faced her, peeking over her shoulder to see another woman in red watching me curiously. She narrowed her eyes, and there was a flash of recognition there. I didn’t know why she’d know me. I didn’t recognize her.

      I made a note of her presence, but I wasn’t distracted by her for very long.

      Isabella tugged at the leash again, pulling me against her soft form. She was taller than me by several inches and when her cold fingers just brushed against my chin, I lifted my gaze to take in her perfectly chiseled features.

      She was even more beautiful up close and incredibly statuesque. I wondered if turning into a vampire made her lovelier or if that was just what she looked like before she died. She smiled down at me and there was a glimmer of crazed excitement in her eyes that left me feeling uneasy. She stared at me unblinking, and I swallowed heavily in an attempt to keep calm and keep my nerves in check at being so close to a vampire like this.

      Behind me, Nathaniel drew closer, and I arched backwards so only my shoulders would touch him and not the rest of me. The side of his cheek pressed against my head, and he inhaled deeply.

      “Hmmm, delicious,” he hummed in satisfaction.

      I really didn’t like that.

      “Such a pretty little treat,” she murmured, and I had to suppress a shudder of revulsion from her undivided attentions. She was a monster who would not hesitate in killing every single one of the women here. She probably wouldn’t even blink as she did it.

      “Have you ever seen a vampire feed?” Isabella asked. Her gaze searched mine and I slowly shook my head. “Oh, my sweet little virgin, you’re in for quite the treat tonight. I can’t wait to taste your fear once you witness your first.”

      The music began to pick up speed, each beat getting faster and louder. It built up until it felt like the frantic pace of my heart was only just keeping up with it. The party was about to truly start.

      The first scream echoed in the corner, and I hesitantly turned my head, knowing that I was about to see something that I could never unsee. Out of the side of my eye, I saw that Isabella was watching me intently.

      I’d seen death before. I’d caused it more times than I could count, but this was very different from all of that.

      In this room tonight, humans were nothing more than prey, a dish meant to be feasted on and tossed aside. This would be the first time I’d truly see a monster.

      “His name is Ivan. He belongs to the Ravnos clan. He hasn’t amounted to much, but he’s a trusty soldier from what I’ve heard. He’s got a pretty vicious mean streak though,” Isabella whispered beside me.

      The man’s face transformed as he approached a pretty human girl of Swedish descent. The veins around his eyes bulged deep purple and his irises turned a vivid red color that stood out stark in the dimming of the lights. Ivan’s mouth opened wide, and his canines lengthened to sharpened points as he grabbed her, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her in close. She screamed again and he took her wrist and forcibly lifted it to his mouth.

      He bit her and she screamed in agony.

      I tried to remain brave even in the face of such monstrosity. Isabella giggled quietly beside me while Nathaniel hung back. She pulled me in close so that her arms surrounded me and placed her chin easily on top of my head.

      “Some vampires like to enjoy a meal a bit more barbarically like Ivan over there, but Nathaniel and I prefer to take a bit more pleasure in the process,” she murmured. She traced her fingers along my throat and a soft electric tingle passed across my skin. “The Lasombre have special abilities that the Ravnos and the Asamire can only dream of. Many of them we’ve kept secret for centuries.”

      She petted her fingers along my scalp, remaining quite thoroughly invested in the spectacle of Ivan subduing his virgin while he fed on her. She hadn’t stopped screaming and the music had changed in a way where her shrieks almost seemed to fit in with the beat. It was unsettling to say the least.

      All around the room, vampires began to move in on the virgin women and I knew that I’d run out of time. I had to make a move and fast.

      Isabella’s hold on me was relaxed and when she sighed softly, simply appreciating the show of violence throughout the room, I jerked away from her as hard as I could. She hadn’t expected me to fight her, and she shrieked in surprised glee.

      “Oh, my pretty little bird. You should know that you can’t escape the likes of us now. You’re already caught in a den of monsters,” she purred.

      I whirled away and slipped my hands beneath my skirts, sliding my fingers over the grips of the guns my father had procured for me. To be honest, the guns weren’t anything special, but the bullets inside them were.

      I leveled one of them in Nathaniel’s direction. With the other, I put Ivan in my sights, and I squeezed both triggers, sending a bullet toward both of them. The music covered up the sound of the gunshots themselves, but it was the moment of impact that captured the attention of the entire room.

      My aim was true, and each bullet struck the two vampires right between the eyes. It passed through their skulls in almost slow motion before the triggered reaction that occurred inside the bullets flared to life.

      In a brilliant showcase of light, the bullets imploded inside the men’s heads. It was as bright as the sun and specially created to destroy a vampire with a single shot.

      Since discovering that vampires were real, I’d found out everything that I could about them. Regular knives and bullets were useless against them. From what I understood, their skin was impenetrable to either. Wooden bullets would splinter and pierce their flesh, but it would take a great number of them to force a vampire to his knees and even then, it wouldn’t kill him. A stake through the heart was one of the few sure ways to kill them, at least until recently.

      Vampires were weak to sunlight. They couldn’t walk the streets in the light of day without burning alive and my father’s contacts had figured out a way to take advantage of that.

      They’d harnessed the power of the sun into a single bullet. A solid magnesium ribbon at the center of the core combined with the oxygen created from impact caused a combustible reaction that exploded with light.

      In action, it was staggeringly vicious. The two bullets burst open at the exact same time, and both vampires’ heads exploded in a display of light that captured the attention of the entire room. Brain matter splattered onto my cheek and all over the floor, showering the creamy paleness of my gown with a dark spray of blood in the process.

      The headless torsos swayed back and forth for a moment before they collapsed to the floor. The rest of them continued to burn slowly, singed and blackening as if they were still aflame. The entire room stilled at the grisly show of violence, and I used every second of it to my advantage.

      In a quick move, I jerked my hand so that I had Isabella in my sights next. She glared back at the barrel of the gun in an open rage before she turned to scowl furiously in Banu’s direction.

      Her distrust of the Asamire was far stronger than that of me and I could see that playing out all over her face. She’d probably never met a human like me in her entire life.

      “Was this your plan all along? Using a human to murder us in front of all the other clans so you can seize our power for yourself?” she roared. He snarled in her direction, his gaze flicking back and forth from me to her. He finally settled fully on her, deciding that she was the bigger challenge to take care of first.

      With the two of them distracted, I popped off several more bullets, rescuing a number of girls from their fates moments before they were bitten.

      The room exploded in a flurry of light and chaos.

      Some tried to take cover and others began to move around the Asamire vampires with growing distrust. A few circled each other as though they were about to break into a fight at any second. Those that had already fed from a few unlucky women were staggering back and forth, their eyes glazed and thoroughly inebriated.

      Isabella glanced to see the drunken vampires and there was a flash of realization in her eyes.

      “You invited us here to gorge on virgins, but that wasn’t all you had planned, was it?” she asked Banu, every single word dripping with vitriol.

      He smiled in a way that confirmed everything she said. I expected the Asamire clan leader to deny it or at least try to cover his own ass, but his open arrogance reared its ugly head. He remained silent, as if he was challenging Isabella to make a stand against him.

      I gripped my gun a bit tighter. The tip of my finger just grazed the trigger before Isabella hummed with impatience.

      I wanted to end him, but Isabella jerked her gaze to me, and it was enough to make me pause.

      “You will leave him for me, little bird. Don’t make me rip that head from your pretty shoulders,” she warned, and I watched her out of the corner of my eye. She didn’t appear to be bluffing, so I lowered my gun just as little as she crept forward.

      If she wanted Banu, she could have him.

      She roared and it was so chillingly haunting that every inch of my flesh rose with goosebumps. Of all the vampires in the room, she was one I should avoid going up against at all costs. I wasn’t stupid. I couldn’t fight against savagery like that.

      I watched as she launched herself at him, landing on his shoulders while he wrapped his arms around her thighs.

      Both of their faces had transformed in a blink of an eye, and I took a step back, feeling a need to put some distance between myself and the intensity of their fight. She ripped at his face in an attempt to gauge his eyes right out and he tossed her aside like she was nothing more than a paperweight. I expected her to stumble, but she just landed on her feet like a cat. She slunk forward in a fury, bursting toward him once more with murderous intent.

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away as a black shadow wound around her. It was moving unnaturally slowly to curl around Banu’s legs and when I looked close enough, I could see that her fingers were curling in a way that suggested that she was directing it. The shadow moved gradually and quietly enough that he didn’t even notice its presence. I chewed the inside of my cheek, watching the tentacle-shaped shadow slink up his calves and above his knees.

      When she rushed at him, he shoved her away and she threw her hands outward. The shadow reacted in kind, jerking his legs forward so hard that he fell flat on his back in a surprised huff. When the shadow began to squeeze around him like a snake, he started to scream.

      A man dashed toward me, his red eyes angry and hungry for a taste of my blood. I quickly fired off another round, catching him between the eyes with a round of my precious sun bullets. In the explosion, I caught sight of something else in the dark corner of the room.

      What the fuck?

      It looked like a flash of fur.

      A chorus of screams resounded throughout the room, both human and vampires alike. Male and female vampires shouted with fury, accusing the Asamire of an assassination plot against the Lasombre. The Asamire soldiers were more than prepared with stakes and wooden bullets, plus a number of their own stocks of sun bullets to use against their guests. They seemed to be pretty evenly matched, but I watched more than one vampire ripping off another’s head from its shoulders. When I studied a bit more closely, I recognized that some were stronger than the others in the speed at which they moved and the power of every blow they landed.

      The terror of the human women only added to the insanity.

      It was pure chaos and just when I turned to aid the closest human woman near me, a pair of otherworldly yellow eyes caught mine. They were unlike anything I’d ever seen before.

      I stilled, unable to see what I was looking at in the overwhelming shadows surrounding it. When it finally stepped out of the darkness, I recognized it for what it was.

      It was a wolf and a gigantic one at that.

      The jet-black color shone in the dim light. As it walked forward, I finally came to terms with how massive the great beast was. It stood several feet taller than me. The wolf cocked its head and appraised me coldly, before sitting back on its haunches and howling hauntingly loud right in front of me.

      A series of other howls began to circulate throughout the indoor and outdoor sections of the nightclub. The vampires inside the room froze. One man opened his eyes wide with disbelief at the emergence of such an unexpected guest. Another cried out in fear and yet another roared at the challenge of this new contender in what had devolved into one big fight.

      A whole pack of wolves bounded into the room and then it erupted into an all-out battle. Wolves leapt at the vampires closest to them and I gritted my teeth as the grisly sounds of bodies being ripped apart reverberated throughout the room.

      The music hadn’t stopped pumping, the chorus of screams and growling only growing more thunderous by the second. I noticed that the wolves only seemed to be attacking the vampires. None of them made a single move toward the human women, which was a relief. In the turmoil and with the vampires causing their own immediate destruction, I decided to focus on getting the girls out for the time being. If any vampires got in my way, I’d end them.

      I rushed forward to the nearest girl. Her arm had been bitten and she was staring down at the wound in a state of shock. A quiet keening whine escaped her lips and I grabbed roughly at her shoulders to snap her out of it. She was trembling beneath my fingers, and I slowly realized the bite mark on her forearm wasn’t the only injury she’d suffered. She appeared to be in shock.

      Her face was extraordinarily pale.

      “Hey. We need to get you out of here,” I snapped, and her pale green eyes stared blankly back at me. It was like she had checked out completely. I shook her slightly again and a glimmer of acknowledgement returned before it disappeared again. A gray wolf bounded to my side and leaned downward, almost as if it was a horse waiting for a rider to climb up on its back.

      The pale yellow eyes met mine, staring intently as if he was trying to send a message to me. I aimed my gun right at its skull and I gritted my teeth once the great beast made a noise that almost sounded like a growl and a chortling laugh combined into one.

      I lowered my weapon. My sun bullets would probably be useless against a creature like that.

      The wolf looked intently from the girl to his back. He didn’t speak, but his message was clear all the same. He wanted me to put the girl up on him. I was hesitant to trust a beast like this, but everything I’d seen so far seemed to indicate that the women weren’t the wolves’ main target, at least on the surface. Still, I had to be sure.

      “You won’t hurt her,” I snarled and slowly, the wolf shook its head that he wouldn’t.

      “She will be safe?” I pressed. The beast nodded resolutely.

      For one more moment, I wavered on the edge of indecision. If I did what the wolf wanted, I could be damning the girl to a fate worse than death. I didn’t know what these beasts were capable of.

      There was something about those eyes that made me want to believe him. It might have been the warmth behind them, or the soft gentleness of his gaze, but in the end, I decided to trust him.

      I grasped the frozen girl around the waist and used my strength to toss her up on the waiting wolf’s back. She didn’t put up even the slightest fight as she stared down at the creature with a sense of awe.

      “Hold on,” I called out. Finally, I watched as her fingers gripped at the rough fur and with a growl of thanks the wolf bounded off toward the exterior walls. He leapt over it like it was just a speedbump along the road and then he was gone. All around me now, the wolves appeared to be gathering the human women and tossing them up on each other’s backs. I knelt behind a club couch, watching closely as they came and went with one after the next.

      I prayed that I’d made the right choice.

      In the center of the room, Isabella and Banu continued to fight each other in a savage brawl. She scratched at his eyes. He yanked at her hair. Her dress had been ripped to tatters and his own suit was torn in a number of places. Neither of them showed any sign of slowing down. She fought with the ferocity of a woman who had just lost the man she loved and if I watched closely enough, I could see that she was gaining ground against him.

      A flicker of movement out of the corner of my eye made me turn my head. The woman in red had somehow managed to make her way to my side. I hurriedly raised my gun in order to protect myself, but she put her hand on the end of the barrel instead. The whole move was extraordinarily bold, and it was enough to pause my trigger finger from ending her life.

      “I am not your enemy, Natalia,” she murmured.

      “How do you know my name?” I spat.

      “I was asked to keep an eye out for you,” she continued evasively, and I grunted, bringing the butt of my other gun around to knock her in the side of the head. She was ready for that and carefully put her other hand up to block that one too without even looking.

      “By whom?” I grimaced. “You’re just another vampire.”

      “By a friend,” she answered curiously.

      There was no time for me to digest her words because another vampire recklessly surged toward us. His blood-red eyes were focused on my throat with a ravenous hunger, and he grabbed at me so quickly that my only course of action was to bring my arms up defensively to try to stop him.

      The female vampire beside me burst toward him. She spun him around and gripped him by the scruff of his neck, jerking his head up so that I could see his face.

      His tongue lolled out of the side of his mouth. His red eyes were glazed over.

      “Blood drunk. Stupid bastard. Virgins are a delicacy to be savored, not slurped dry,” she spat and with a hard twist, she ripped his head right off. She didn’t even break a sweat as she did it.

      With a cold-blooded assuredness, she tossed the head aside and released her hold on the man. He fell to the floor in a bloody heap. She didn’t glance in his direction again.

      Neither did I.

      We turned our attention back to one another. Her gaze flickered red as she studied me and I stiffened, trying to figure out what was going on in her head. Was she going to try to feed from me? Did she want something else?

      After a moment, she turned the sides of her lips up in a look of glee that was so deeply unsettling that I jerked up my guns in defense once more.

      “So beautiful and so courageous for so fragile a thing,” she murmured, and I stared back at her with confusion.

      “I don’t—” I began, and she shook her head.

      “Come, there will be time for conversation in a moment. Right now, you need to put those handy little bullets to work before the rest of the vampires make their way through any more of your human friends,” she shouted, beckoning toward those that were still feasting on the women that were left.

      “I didn’t catch your name,” I called out.

      “I didn’t give it,” she countered with a smirk.

      “I know,” I responded flatly.

      Behind her, a man sprinted at her, and I popped off a bullet and shot him straight between the eyes. The shot had gone just over her shoulder, only just missing it. I could have killed her, but I chose not to.

      “Even more curious,” she grinned, clearly surprised that I’d chanced protecting her from him. As if I’d passed some test, she cleared her throat and cocked her head in my direction.

      “My name is Josephina,” she said, just loud enough for me to hear.

      I was exceedingly aware of her proximity to me, and I kept an eye on her even as I directed my gunfire at the vampires that were poised to attack the women that still remained inside the club. She didn’t move to threaten me and even though she made me uneasy, I pushed my reservations aside and prioritized what I was here for in the first place.

      When I was down to my last bullet, I twisted hard and aimed for the blurred figures of Isabella and Banu still caught in the throes of battle. I squeezed the trigger. I didn’t shoot to kill; instead I aimed directly at Banu’s ankle.

      Perhaps it was a bit symbolic, but I was going for his Achilles tendon.

      I didn’t miss.

      His ankle exploded in a flare of light and Isabella snarled with triumph as she clutched at the man’s head. I looked away, knowing how it would end. I shuddered at the sound of his tearing flesh. She roared and the wet sound of a head hitting the floor made me shudder in disgust.

      Isabella turned toward me, her gaze wild and vicious. I expected her to come after me next. It had been me who had pulled the trigger and killed her Nathaniel, but she didn’t make a move. Instead of rushing to kill me, she took a step back and mouthed two words to me that chilled me to the bone.

      “Next time.”

      She didn’t waste any time in racing out of the club and bounding over the exterior wall. She was gone in a flash, moving so quickly that I doubted even the wolves would be able to catch her.

      The chaos inside began to lessen with only the last few vestiges of the Asamire left. Many of the vampires belonging to other clans had either fled or were dead on the floor.

      The wolves returned to make quick work of those that were left and when that was over, they sat around the perimeter of the room, cutting off any of the exits that I’d pegged as potential escape routes.

      From a cursory glance, they’d funneled all the women out of the club.

      I stood up warily. The woman in red was still beside me, but interestingly the wolves did not show any signs of preparing to attack her too. In fact, they appeared to be fairly relaxed in her presence.

      Interesting…

      A single wolf stalked through the entrance. His fur was mostly white but was pierced with streaks of gray and black in several places. He stood several inches taller than all the other wolves. Every wolf in the room dipped their heads in deference to him as he strode across the floor. Beside me, Josephina nearly bristled with delight.

      I watched the entire display with growing wariness.

      “It’s always a treat to see your wolf form,” Josephina purred. Without any sort of reservation at all, she approached him and ran her hand down his side. “Just as strong as I remember.”

      The wolf ignored her and continued toward me. I lifted my chin and gathered every single ounce of bravery left in me. Thus far, these wolves hadn’t attacked a single human, but I wasn’t naïve enough to toss the possibility aside. This one could certainly decide to rip off my head.

      Those yellow eyes bored into mine, holding me captive in their intense thrall. There were specks of emerald and topaz hidden in their depths. Fearlessly, I stared back into them and at once, I knew the man behind them.

      “Adrian,” I murmured in wonder and the corners of his eyes turned up just slightly enough to reveal his appreciation at my recognition of him.

      He lifted his head and released a howl that vibrated into the marrow of my bones. My body reacted with visceral force, and I had to gasp as a wave of heat flowed through me and settled straight down into the bottom of my core. Slowly, his massive form began to soften and shrink right before my eyes. His fur receded, and his claws retracted. In the blink of an eye, Adrian was standing before me once again.

      His eyes were dark with intent.

      “I’ve been looking for you, Natalia,” he purred, and Josephina grinned with delight. Her gaze whipped back and forth between us with extreme interest that only seemed to grow by the second. She slowly lowered herself onto one of the VIP couches behind her while keeping her eyes locked on us the entire time.

      “Adrian,” I scoffed. The corner of his lip tilted upward, and my breath caught in the back of my throat.

      I had denied it last time, but I couldn’t ignore the gravitational pull between us. Everything about him was screaming for me to just give in and melt into his arms, but I did my best to push that feeling away.

      I didn’t know how long I’d be able to do that.

      In the days since I’d escaped his bed, I’d thought of him often. I wasn’t angry that he’d spanked me or even that he’d been the one to take my virginity, but I was furious at my body for reacting to it with such visceral arousal. More than that, I was livid that just thinking about being taken over his knee made my clit pulse with desire over and over again long after I’d run from him.

      “I thought I might find you here,” he answered, and I turned my head, dismissing him. “I must say, watching you tear through that horde of vampires was one of the most incredible things I’ve ever seen.”

      I narrowed my eyes. What was his game? Did he mean to make me stand down with flattery alone? His eyes darkened and I couldn’t escape the feeling that he just wanted to fuck me again.

      “I told you I didn’t need your help,” I spat.

      I needed to get out of here.

      “I know. I see now that you’re more than capable on your own,” he replied. I studied him carefully, waiting to see what his next move would be. His gaze dropped up and down my frame in appreciation. “Just look at you. A queen like you would only be fit for the likes of a king,” he purred.

      “I belong to no one,” I argued. “You are not going to decide my fate.”

      His smile only grew larger. “That’s where you’re incorrect, little human,” he said with dark intention. Swiftly, he walked toward me, and I aimed my guns at him, knowing full well that I was out of bullets.

      He didn’t know that though.

      “Do you remember what happened last time you shot a gun at me, Natalia?”

      I gritted my teeth. There was no way I’d ever forget the feeling of his hand or his belt on my backside.

      “Yes,” I grimaced, but I didn’t back down.

      “Now be a good girl and put the guns down unless you want me to bare your bottom and spank it bright red, right here in front of my pack, instead of in the privacy of my penthouse,” he warned.

      Josephina clapped her hands with glee. “Oh, yes, please! Let me watch you teach the girl a lesson!” she exclaimed.

      “Your choice, Natalia,” Adrian continued, his voice deepening with every syllable.

      I opened my lips, wanting to come up with some smart-assed retort but my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth and absolutely nothing came out.

      Would he really do such a shameful thing to me with everyone watching?

      I studied his face, trying to gauge the sincerity in his threat and finding nothing there other than the truth. His lips perked up in a smirk and I was left with no doubt that he would follow through with his word. With a hard swallow, I lowered my guns.

      “Drop them both on the floor,” he instructed, and a quiet gasping cry escaped me at the sound of his directive. I didn’t want to obey him, but I found my fingers loosening on the grips anyway. Both weapons fell to the smooth concrete floor with a clatter.

      He took several more steps toward me and I retreated until my heels grazed against something behind me. It was one of the supporting pillars and by the time I’d realized it, Adrian was already surrounding me with his massive form.

      “Natalia, you should know that I’m proud of you for what you accomplished tonight,” he murmured as he pressed his palms to either side of my head. His presence was immediately overwhelming, but as he curled around me, that familiar feeling of being out of control began to quickly swell to life once again deep inside my belly.

      “Release me, Adrian,” I demanded, embarrassed that my voice trembled in the wake of his closeness.

      “No, I don’t think I will, Natalia. You see, I’ve been looking for you. You left my bed without permission and now that I’ve found you, I’m not going to let you go,” he answered.

      “You’re a monster,” I spat.

      “There’s something you should know, beautiful,” he warned, and my upper lip rolled just the slightest bit with fury.

      “You will let me go this instant,” I spat.

      “Ever since you ran away from me, I have been thinking of all the ways to punish you and teach you that your rightful place is at my side. You are my mate, Natalia, and by morning you will finally understand what that means,” he vowed.

      “Do your worst,” I dared him, trying to ignore the way my pussy was clenching tight with need. He grasped me around the waist and tossed me over his shoulder and a part of me knew that he had already won. I didn’t want to accept that because I was afraid of what that might mean.

      I started to struggle, and his grip only got tighter.

      “Oh, Natalia, I promise you that I will,” he swore.

      My traitorous little clit throbbed to life.
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      Adrian carried me out of the nightclub over his shoulder. Behind him, his men shifted into their human forms and followed, spreading out around him in a security detail the likes of which I’d never seen.

      He strode through the nightclub like he owned it. Not a single person made a move to stop him. To be honest, the sight of him and his men was probably pretty intimidating to a normal human, but that didn’t stop me from calling out for help as I struggled over his shoulder.

      “Natalia,” he said softly in warning. He clapped one hand on my bottom, and I stilled, suddenly very aware of that part of my anatomy. It would take nothing for him to rip the dress that covered me and put me on display for everyone here in the casino.

      “Let me go,” I pleaded.

      “No,” he answered. “Ask me again and I’ll make sure you regret it.”

      He patted my backside suggestively and my pussy clenched unbecomingly.

      “Adrian, please,” I begged.

      He didn’t answer me again as he walked out of the casino to a waiting limo. One of his men opened the door and he lifted me off his shoulder just enough to toss me inside. He sat beside me, and the same man shut the door behind us.

      Adrian grasped my arm and put me over his knee before I even had a chance to blink. Without pause, he pulled up my skirts and gathered them at the small of my back. He grasped the thin gauzy panties that I’d been given by the vampires and ruthlessly tore them from my body.

      I cried out, the flash of pain quick and fast and overwhelming. There wasn’t time for me to breathe through it either before his palm crashed down on my naked bottom.

      “Wait!” I cried out.

      “This is only the beginning of what is in store for you, my little human. You are my mate and by the time the sun rises, you will fully understand what that means,” he threatened, and I tried to push my hands against the seat so that I could escape his lap. He was ready for me though and one hand pressed down hard on my back, pinning me against him.

      His palm peppered the backs of my thighs hard. He spanked me far too quickly for me to string any words together aside from harsh gasps as I took each one.

      He was silent as he spanked me in the car. I worried that someone else would see or hear me as the limo drove off at first, but the longer the chastisement continued, the more that no longer seemed to matter. Eventually, the only thing I could focus on was the harshness of his palm on my bare skin.

      He peppered the entirety of my backside and all the way down my thighs. When I kicked, he slapped the backs of my calves too and I did my best to keep them still after that. It was extraordinarily difficult though and soon enough I did it again, earning another volley of spanks on the thickest part of my calf, which stung most of all.

      “Please!” I finally managed to say when he slowed down just the tiniest bit. I drew in a shaky breath as he squeezed my bottom hard enough to make me cry out.

      “Natalia, I’ve hardly even started,” he scolded. Slowly, he glided his rough palm over my bare bottom, taking care to touch every inch of my scalded flesh.

      “It hurts,” I whispered softly.

      “It’s supposed to, little mate. Now be a good girl and lie still unless you want to be walked through my casino with your bright red bottom bare and on display for everyone inside,” he answered darkly and without warning, he used his one hand to spread my bottom open. His threat was fresh in my mind and the only thing I could do was lie there. I tensed when his finger slid down my cleft, settling on my bottom hole with nefarious intention.

      “Please,” I pleaded.

      “You can beg for mercy all you want, little mate, but it’s not going to stop what you have coming tonight. You ran from me. You put yourself in incredible danger by sneaking in and taking your sister’s place. There were so many times when you could have been killed and I won’t rest until you tell me how sorry you are with a trail of pretty tears running down your cheeks,” he said purposefully, and a cool liquid dripped onto my bottom hole.

      “What’s that?” I asked fearfully.

      “It’s lubricant, naughty girl. This tight little virgin hole is going to be punished quite a bit tonight. I’m going to begin right now,” he murmured, and a hard rounded point pushed against it. “This is a plug for this naughty hole. In a short while, I’m going to replace it with my cock.”

      I cried out as my pussy clenched down hard. He swirled the plug through the lube pooling between my cheeks before he very roughly pushed it inside me.

      I stilled, instantly overwhelmed with a seemingly endless volley of stinging agony. It radiated up and down my spine, originating in the tight ring of muscle in my bottom all the way through the rest of me. I clenched my backside harder, and the pain worsened. My hips rolled upward in an effort to lessen the painful burning stretch of the steel plug.

      “The purple jewel of the plug looks so pretty just nestled between your bottom cheeks,” he observed, and I cried out in shame. My face flamed with embarrassment, and I pressed my face into the cloth of the seat in an effort to hide as much as I could. I parted my legs and the pain of the plug lessened and I was finally able to force myself to relax as much as possible.

      My bottom hole still ached, but it was bearable now. I breathed a sigh of relief, trying to come to terms with the bulbous thing inside me. I was full in a way that I hadn’t ever felt before and when Adrian traced his fingers along my thigh, I came to a mortifying conclusion.

      My backside and my bottom hole were both very sore and my pussy was soaking wet because of it.

      “Naughty girl. I bet you’re going to be that much wetter after I start the punishment I had planned back in my penthouse,” he purred, and I shivered when he slid his fingers along my wet folds. I knew him well enough by now not to try to reach back and stop him. Instead, I just tried to hide as best as I could as he slid the tips of his fingers over my clit.

      Fuck. I hated how good that felt.

      “You’re going to cry for me tonight, little mate,” he promised, and I squeaked nervously as he toyed with the throbbing little bundle of nerves between my thighs.

      The limo rolled to a stop, and I hummed in something that felt deceptively like disappointment as he pulled his fingers away. Behind me, I heard someone open the door and I moaned with mortification knowing they’d see my red bottom and the plug.

      “What do you think, Enzo? She’s got such a pretty little bottom, doesn’t she?”

      “That she does, boss. It’s not nearly as red as I thought it would be though,” the man outside the car said.

      “I should make it much redder before I allow her out of the car, shouldn’t I?”

      “It would teach your mate her proper place, I think, boss,” Enzo answered.

      Without saying anything more, Adrian began spanking me really hard. Each spank jostled the plug so that it pressed inside me that much deeper. The feeling of the toy and the cruel sting of his palm was overwhelming. I reached my hand back and he held it with his, never pausing as he painted my cheeks as red as he wanted.

      When he was finally satisfied, he settled the hand he’d punished me with on top of mine.

      “Lift your bottom, Natalia. Present yourself to Enzo. He’s going to decide if your naughty bottom has had enough,” he told me before he turned to address the man. “Do you think it’s red enough to remind her to be a good girl on the walk up to my suite?”

      I hummed nervously. I wanted to tell him I would be a good girl, but I didn’t know if that was what he wanted to hear. I closed my eyes, knowing that anyone nearby would have heard me getting disciplined like a naughty girl. There didn’t seem to be any way out of this unless I wanted to be spanked even harder before being taken up to his suite for the rest of my punishment.

      “I do think so, boss. Are you going to be a good girl for your alpha, Natalia?” Enzo asked.

      “Yes,” I pleaded with embarrassment.

      “Enzo is the beta of my pack, little mate. I’m certain this isn’t the last time he’d going to see this naughty little bottom spanked bright red. Now ask Enzo very nicely to pull down your dress. If you don’t obey like a good girl, I’m going to ask him to tear it off so that everyone in my casino understand what happens to bad little girls who need to be punished,” Adrian demanded.

      My pussy clenched down so hard that it hurt. I had to open my mouth several times before I summoned up enough bravery to formulate an answer.

      “Please pull down my dress, Enzo. I’ll be a good girl. I promise. I’ll go up with Adrian to his penthouse like a good girl,” I pleaded. My voice sounded so subdued, smaller even.

      I prayed that I’d done a good job.

      The two men remained silent for a long time, and I was all too aware of the plug pressed inside me and the burning sting that remained from my spanking. Eventually, Adrian cleared his throat and tapped the top of the steel toy several times.

      “That’s a good girl,” Enzo answered, and I felt the warmth of his fingers at my lower back. He gathered the bottom hem of my dress and slowly covered my punished flesh. I breathed a sigh of relief to be granted such a mercy even though I knew I had far worse coming very soon.

      When my dress had been pulled down, Adrian grasped my waist and passed me to Enzo outside the car. He tipped me so that I was standing once more. I stepped from one foot to the other, trying to grapple with the bulbous feeling of the plug inside me.

      I couldn’t decide if I hated it or liked it.

      Enzo put a finger under my chin and forced me to look up at him. He was a handsome man. His chin was hidden beneath a thick five o’clock shadow and the hard emerald of his irises appraised me.

      “He’ll take care of you, Natalia. You just have to let him,” he murmured.

      I didn’t know what to say to something like that, but Adrian grasped my hand in his and pulled me forward.

      “See to it that I am not disturbed tonight, Enzo. My mate needs to be properly dealt with,” Adrian said loudly, and I blushed that much harder.

      “I will see to everything myself, alpha,” Enzo replied.

      “Walk with me, little mate. Don’t make me regret allowing you to cover that pretty bottom,” Adrian said to me, and I blushed so hard that I dropped my eyes to the ground.

      “Yes, sir,” I whimpered.

      With every step, the plug jostled inside me. My arousal was so slick between my legs that they slid against one another with embarrassing ease. I kept my eyes down as we walked through the casino, not wanting to meet the gazes of anyone watching for fear that they would know that my bottom was bright red and plugged beneath my dress. There was a very big part of me that worried that they’d be able to smell my wetness too.

      When we finally reached the elevator that went up to the suite, I sighed in relief, but when the doors closed Adrian pinned me against the wall with his massive frame. Unapologetically, his lips pressed against mine in a demanding kiss. Everything within me that wanted to fight him melted away on his tongue.

      His kiss was bruising and rough, but I was left with no choice but to take it.

      I only grew wetter at his possessive conquest.

      “I know you want to push me away and fight me at every opportunity, but your little pussy betrays you. You know I’m going to punish you. You know it’s going to hurt, but you’re wetter than you’ve ever been, isn’t that right, Natalia?”

      I trembled before him, knowing that he was correct. I felt so small beneath him.

      “Yes, sir,” I whispered as his hand wound around my throat. He didn’t let me hide from him as he studied me. He could see every bit of my shame painted across my face.

      “Do you know why that is, Natalia?” he asked expectantly. His gaze was firm and there was a part of me that wished I knew the answer just so that I could see him smile for me.

      “I don’t know, sir,” I said softly, chewing my lip nervously as I waited.

      “I am a wolf shifter. You are my mate, little human,” he explained, and he lifted my dress enough to force his fingers between my legs. He didn’t push them inside me. He just slid them up and down my soaked folds. I gasped and the look in his eyes told me that he’d known about it all along.

      “This right here is proof, little mate. You’re mine and your body knows it. By morning, I will make sure that your mind knows it too,” he vowed.

      I quivered as he tortured my clit with those far too knowledgeable fingers. Behind him, the elevator doors slid open, and he wrapped his arm around my waist and carried me inside.

      He placed me down in the foyer so that I was facing away from him in the middle of the room.

      “Strip.”

      There was nowhere to run and nowhere to hide. There was no other choice but to obey.

      I reached behind my back and slowly untied the band around my waist, letting it drop to the floor in a heap. I tried to get the zipper down, but when I struggled, I felt him move behind me. Gently, he brushed my fingers aside and lowered the zipper to my waist. When he was finished, I slipped the strap down my arm and pushed it all down my hips until the entire dress fell to the floor.

      I stepped out of it.

      There had been no bra provided by the vampires to wear underneath the gown. I was naked now with nothing more than the shoes on my feet. I shivered and anxiously wrapped my arms around my torso. I was so exposed.

      “Your shoes too, little mate. I want you entirely bare except for the pretty little jewel I made you wear for me,” he guided, and I hummed nervously as I stepped out of my shoes.

      “Please, just let me go. I will never tell anyone about any of this,” I begged one last time.

      His fingers settled around my waist. His touch made my core tighten with increasing need and abject fear. His fingertips felt like fire, and I sucked in a breath at the intensity of them on my bare skin.

      “I let you escape me once, mate. I have no intention of allowing that to happen again. You know the way to my bedroom. You will walk there now so that I can enjoy the sight of your well-spanked bottom and your plugged little hole swaying before me,” he instructed, and I bowed my head in mortified defeat.

      I didn’t want to admit it, but a small part of me took pleasure in the fact that he wanted to look at me like that. I didn’t know what to do. Should I obey? Should I continue to fight?

      As if he sensed the indecision inside of me, he grasped my shoulders and kissed the top of my head. It was impossibly sweet, and I felt myself blush even harder. My heart pulsed with feeling, and I tried my best to ignore it, but it didn’t go away.

      “Do you want to know something, mate?” he asked softly. I closed my eyes and focused on the sound of his voice. At that moment, it was like a lifeline and for some reason I didn’t hesitate to reach out and grab it.

      “Yes, sir,” I answered apprehensively, but also with a sense of curiosity that refused to quell.

      “Seeing you like this, so beautiful and bare before me, yet so very nervous for the punishment you have coming makes my cock very hard,” he growled and I gasped, feeling the length of him press against my bottom cheek.

      “Now walk for me, little mate. Show me that bright red little bottom,” he demanded.

      He released my shoulders, and I took an initial shaky step and then another. With each one, I grew surer until I was swaying my hips with a confidence that came from deep down inside me, from where I would never know.

      “Every single inch of you is so very beautiful, mate,” he whispered behind me. I blushed, unused to anyone complimenting me so openly.

      I hummed with shameful pleasure at his words, and he growled with appreciation.

      We reached his bedroom far too quickly and I paused once I stood next to the bed. I wasn’t really sure what to do next and I turned back to him for direction. He tapped a screen on the wall, and it came to life. He tapped a few icons and the end posts of the bed hummed.

      I watched with aroused horror as they extended up into the air until they reached just over my head. I noticed several rings emerge as the posts rotated into their final positions. A platform extended out from under the bed, and I saw that there were rings down at the bottom of each post too. He was going to restrain me for this and that made my nerves spike.

      “Stand between the bedposts. Spread your legs and your arms. Make the shape of an X with your body, little mate,” he instructed.

      Nervously, I faced the bed and did as he asked. I startled and almost jerked away from him as he grasped my right wrist but stopped myself before I did. He took a bundle of rope and wound it around my wrist. He bound me thoroughly enough that I knew I wouldn’t be able to escape. He did the same with my other arm and both of my ankles.

      “Move your fingers and toes. Does anything hurt?” he asked.

      I swallowed anxiously, doing as he asked even as fearful desire hurtled through me.

      “No, sir,” I answered nervously.

      “Now, I want you to try to pull yourself out of the ropes. Try to escape them for me,” he instructed, and I furrowed my brow in confusion. When I didn’t obey right away, he slapped my bottom firmly on both sides and I yelped in surprise.

      Hesitantly, I pulled my right arm down, but it didn’t budge. Neither did the left.

      “Try harder, little mate,” he warned, and I knew that I was running out of time. I started to struggle in earnest, pulling my arms and legs as hard as I possibly could. Once I was panting from the exertion of the fight, he placed his hand on my lower back and I paused.

      “Can you get out all on your own, mate?”

      “No, sir,” I whispered. My thighs quivered. The only way out of this would be at his mercy. He’d only let me down when he was finished with me and that was a terrifyingly arousing thought.

      “Good. Now it’s time for your punishment to begin.”
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      Natalia

      

      Adrian traced his fingers down the curve of my spine, causing me to tremble visibly before him.

      “You’re afraid, aren’t you?” he questioned.

      “Yes, sir,” I murmured.

      “You should be, my little mate,” he said, and the warmth of his touch left my back. I missed it immediately, but I was quickly distracted by the sound of him opening a large trunk behind me. I heard him rustling through it. When he was finished, he walked around me and sat on the bed in front of me. He placed a long, thin black object down so that I could see it.

      It was a crop.

      My mouth opened and closed without a sound. The rope creaked as I tried to pull away, knowing full well that I was fully bound and at his mercy.

      He reached for me and took my left nipple in his fingers. Slowly, he squeezed it, pulling and massaging it gently until it was hard and far too sensitive. He did the same with the right, humming with satisfaction after he was through.

      “This next part is going to hurt, mate.”

      He picked up the crop and stood back up, walking behind me once more. His palm flattened against my lower back, and I took a deep breath, reveling in the strange comforting feeling of his touch on my skin. It made me feel braver in the face of whatever was coming tonight.

      “Arch your back, Natalia. Present that pretty red bottom for me,” he coaxed. When I did as he asked, my core spiraled with warmth.

      I closed my eyes, struggling with why obeying him made me feel that way.

      A swishing noise cut through the air. It was so quick that I almost thought I’d imagined hearing it, but when a viciously cruel line of fire branded across my ass, I knew I hadn’t. The air burst from my lungs and a quiet cry escaped my lips.

      It was so fierce that I could do nothing but rise up on my toes as the agony deepened. I could feel that first welt marking my skin, the heat growing hotter and hotter until it finally crested and began to fade.

      Another one followed. And another.

      My entire world became that crop in an instant. Each terrible line was worse than the next as he descended the cusp of my backside. Its bite was quick, allowing me no time to cope with one before the next.

      I wrapped my fingers around the rope as best as I could, holding on for dear life.

      “Please!” I finally managed to beg, but it fell on deaf ears.

      “You ran from me, little mate. As your alpha, it is my duty to make sure you never consider doing something like that again,” he scolded.

      “Yes, alpha!” I squeaked and two particularly vicious swats bit into the backs of my thighs. He paused then, which allowed me to feel the full effect of each one. I squeezed my eyes shut, a soft wail escaping my lips against my will.

      The sting was unbearable. My legs shook as the cumulative effect of the crop started to take its toll. Each lash felt like a fire brand, throbbing hot with heat long after impact.

      “Good girl,” he murmured. “I’m proud of you for recognizing me as your alpha.”

      His palm circled my lower back, dipping lower and cupping the weight of my bottom cheek in his hand. I hissed quietly as the ache from his touch ignited the welts, but I knew better than to complain.

      This was a punishment. Every part of it was supposed to hurt.

      The crop struck just underneath my bottom, catching the top of my thigh especially hard. Another followed on the other side, and I was left gasping for air as a rain of harsh blows followed.

      The tip of the crop was cruel as it bit into my skin with vicious force, but it was the thin leather shaft that was especially punishing. He used both parts of the crop to whip me, varying between them.

      If I wasn’t restrained, there would have been no way I could have stayed still enough for this. Even so, my hips wagged from side to side. I pulled at my bonds as hard as I could, but the rope held fast. The firm grip of the rope around my wrist was comforting at the same time that it frustratingly terrifying.

      “Please! I’m sorry I ran from you! Please, alpha!” I cried out.

      “I know you are, little mate. I forgive you,” he answered and there was a part of me that felt relief at hearing those words.

      “Oh, please! It hurts, alpha,” I wailed.

      “I know, sweet girl. It’s supposed to,” he answered calmly.

      When the crop whipped up between my thighs to catch my pussy with that flat part of the tip, I yelped louder than all the rest. My soaked folds made the burn that much worse. He whipped me there several times in a row. I whimpered and my eyes started to water.

      “Please, no more, alpha,” I begged.

      “Not yet, little one. I’m not finished with you,” he chided, and I cried out at the conviction behind his words.

      There was nothing for me to do but take it and in the end, that’s what broke me. I lost every last bit of control in that moment, and he took all of it.

      I started to cry. After that first tear fell, there was no stopping the ones that followed no matter how hard I tried to hold them back.

      The crop returned to my backside, whipping me several times down my cheeks before it returned to my legs. I cried harder, but that didn’t stop him.

      The fight left me in those moments. What remained was acceptance.

      Even though he’d made me cry, there was a sense of safety and security in the way he’d done it. He never removed his hand from me. He kept it on my lower back and that was calming in a way.

      I sobbed openly as he placed the crop down in front of me. He grasped my left wrist and quickly untied it. He did the same with my right side.

      He didn’t free my legs.

      Slowly, he bent me over the bed. I slumped forward, grateful for the bed’s soft surface. My fingers fisted the blankets beneath me, and he sat down beside me. One of his hands rubbed up and down my back while the other took my left hand in his.

      “It’s alright, mate. I’ve got you. I’m going to take care of you,” he murmured, and I sniffled back my tears as much as I could. Some of them still dripped down my cheeks. When I lifted my head, I saw that there was a pool of them staining the comforter.

      As I slowly calmed, I soon became very aware of the building heat between my legs. I was so aroused. No man had ever been strong enough to handle me like this before and it was doing shameful things to me that I really didn’t want to face.

      I had a feeling he was going to make me though.

      “Do you know why I was so harsh with you, my beautiful mate?” he asked.

      “I think so, alpha,” I answered nervously.

      “Tell me, sweet girl,” he coaxed. The gentleness in his voice pulled me in. His palm never stopped moving along my back. It was so soothing.

      “Because I ran from you, alpha.”

      “Not just that, little one. The moment you walked through my door, I knew you were mine. You are my one true mate. I know that. You may not recognize that yet, but you will. We are tied together and no matter how far you try to run, you cannot escape fate. You’re in my world now and it’s a dangerous one. You’re going to need my protection,” he continued.

      “I don’t believe it,” I answered quietly, even though I didn’t believe the words I’d just said.

      “Don’t lie to me again, mate,” he warned.

      My pussy throbbed incredibly hard. I bent my knees, but I couldn’t bring my thighs together.

      “I want you to remember tonight, little mate. If you ever run from me again, I want you to think about my crop punishing you even harder in all your sensitive places. Do you understand me?”

      “Yes, alpha,” I shivered. I swallowed hard. My backside clenched nervously around the plug still nestled between my cheeks. Everything burned so much now that I hardly even noticed the gentle ache of the steel toy that still filled me.

      “Good girl. Now we can continue with the rest of your punishment,” he said darkly, and I stiffened.

      “The rest?” I squeaked.

      He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he stood up and moved behind me, only to spread my bottom cheeks open so that he could grasp the end of the plug. Without warning, he pulled it out and tossed it aside, leaving me to grapple with the slight pinch from its removal and the emptiness that remained after being full of it for so long.

      Something wet poured down my cleft and then I heard the sound of his zipper. My mouth went dry. The only thing it could be was lube.

      I yelped, trying to push myself back up, but his hand on my waist pushed me all the way down.

      “The cropping was punishment for running from me, mate. You’re going to get this little bottom fucked for putting yourself in danger unnecessarily. The next time you think about rushing into a den of vampires, I want you to remember how sore this tight little hole is going to be when I’m finished with it,” he scolded, and I cried out as the heat from his cock brushed against me in the most shameful of places.

      “Please,” I begged. I wanted to plead for him to stop, but my body wanted something else. My pussy was growing wetter by the second. I closed my eyes. I remembered what his finger had felt like back there. The plug had hurt at first too, but there was a point that I’d crossed while wearing it that I’d started to enjoy it. “You won’t fit!”

      “Your body was made for me, mate. You’re going to take every inch of me in this tight virgin hole whether you like it or not,” he vowed.

      “Oh!” I gasped as he began to push inside me. The initial stretching pain was far more intense than I expected. The head of his cock was thick, hard, and at once, I felt like it was splitting me in two.

      “I can’t!”

      “You can, mate. You earned this and you’re going to take it, aren’t you? You need me to punish this naughty little hole with my cock.”

      “Yes, alpha,” I keened, struggling to take the cruel burning agony radiating up and down my spine. There was no relaxing with him pushing inside me. He was far too big for that, and my body panicked. My muscles tightened, clenching down harder and only making the pain that much worse.

      He continued his relentless assault, pushing in deeper and deeper despite everything I did to try to force him out. It was only when his pelvis pressed up against my freshly welted cheeks that I accepted the inevitability of what was happening.

      He remained still for several moments, and I gasped at the fullness of his cock in my bottom. The initial pain of his entry started to fade, but it never truly ebbed away. His cock was big, and I had a feeling it would continue to hurt for a good long while.

      Eventually though, my arousal began to outweigh that ache by a large margin.

      “I’m sorry I went in on my own, alpha,” I whispered, and I couldn’t stop the way my inner walls clenched with need. When he didn’t move, I whined with disappointment and open shame.

      I wanted him to punish my bottom with his cock. I wanted him to make it hurt, but most of all I wanted to come with him inside me like this.

      “I know you are, little mate,” he purred, but still he remained still. In a quiet show of frustration, I clenched my bottom hole and he growled softly in warning.

      “Tell me what you need, little mate. Be specific or else I might not give you what you want,” he instructed.

      A drop of arousal slid onto my inner thigh. I felt it rolling down my leg, and I hid my face as a vicious blush heated my cheeks.

      “Please punish my bottom with your cock, alpha,” I pleaded. It was all I could manage. I couldn’t ask him for an orgasm. That would be far too shameful.

      “You need me to punish you, don’t you, mate?”

      “Yes, alpha,” I whined.

      “Put both hands behind your back, little one.”

      When I did as he asked, his fingers folded around mine. I held his hand the best that I could, knowing this next part was going to hurt.

      “I’m going to fuck this bottom hard, mate. You are not allowed to come,” he said sternly.

      “Wait! No! Please don’t take that away,” I pleaded.

      “Did you ask for permission?” he chided.

      “No, alpha,” I answered pitifully.

      “If you come without permission, I will ensure you regret it,” he warned.

      My mouth went dry, and my pussy only pulsed with greater need. “I understand, alpha,” I replied quietly.

      “Good. Now arch your back and show me that you’re ready to accept your punishment,” he continued.

      I whimpered, lifting my bottom for him. He growled and the sound only turned me on even more. His fingers tightened around mine as he pulled out of me just enough to slam back inside. I gasped, the sharp pinch returning.

      My bottom fucking began in earnest. His cock slammed into me over and over again, firm and far too big for my sorry virgin hole. It never stopped hurting and only seemed to burn more with every thrust. His cock was an iron spike, piercing into me with a ferociously cruel vigor that showed no signs of slowing down.

      If anything, his wicked pace only grew quicker.

      The wet sound of his cock in my bottom was so shameful that I could hardly stand it, but my pussy only pulsed harder. My clit throbbed greedily, as if my body was egging him on to fuck me harder and faster.

      A keening cry escaped me, but it sounded more like a moan than anything else. Sensation spiraled through me against my will, and I tried to fight it. I tried so hard, but soon enough the only thing I could think of was how fucking hot it felt to be bent over and fucked in my bottom hole as punishment.

      I kept envisioning what it must look like with my backside pink and welted from his crop. His cock slammed in and out of my tight hole and my need only grew greater.

      I was going to come. I wasn’t supposed to. I tried to push it back. I tried not to allow myself, but my denial only seemed to make it harder. I wanted it so badly that it was adding to the pain of my punishment.

      What if I just came? I could be quiet. I could hide my face in the sheets to silence my screams. I could come and he would never know just how aroused his firm treatment had made me.

      I moaned and quickly turned my face down into the blankets.

      I couldn’t hold out much longer. I knew my orgasm was coming and I didn’t fight it anymore. I just let it come.

      My release started in the tips of my toes, radiating upward through my legs and exploding in my core. I had promised myself I would remain quiet, but that soon became impossible. I screamed into the sheets as my thighs quaked. My inner walls clamped down and my bottom hole tightened so impossibly hard around his cock that he grunted from the feeling of it. He continued to fuck my bottom impossibly hard, which only made my orgasm go on and on and on.

      It was too late to go back now.

      I closed my eyes as my hips rolled, taking him deeper into my body with every thrust. White-hot bliss burned through me with sharp intention and when it finally faded, I was left feeling languid and subdued.

      “Bad girl, did you think you could hide that from me? I did not give you permission to come,” he growled. “I’m going to finish using this tight little hole as hard as I please, then I’m going punish you for your disobedience.”

      I yelped when he thrust back into me because my arousal had faded and his cock inside my bottom hurt far more now.

      “Oh! Oww!” I gasped. The pinching sting only grew more intense until it felt like the entirety of my bottom hole was on fire.

      “It hurts more now, doesn’t it, little mate?” he scolded as he slammed into me over and over again as I cried out.

      “Please! I’m sorry, alpha,” I whined.

      “This is only the beginning, mate. You’ve got so much more coming to you,” he warned and then he truly started fucking my bottom. He didn’t listen to my whines and cries. He didn’t slow down.

      I had enjoyed my bottom fucking at the start. It had turned me on, and my orgasm had exploded over me because of it.

      This was different. This was punishment and it hurt.

      I hid my face back in the sheets. If this continued for much longer, I was going to cry again. I chewed the inside of my cheeks as his pace increased. He jerked into me so hard that I wailed out loud, before the hot surge of his seed marked deep inside me.

      He thrust into me several more times really hard as his cum pelted my insides and when he was finally finished, he pulled out. I clenched at the sudden empty feeling, which only forced his cum out. It dripped down my thighs and I moaned in shame, feeling marked, used, and a bit sorry for myself.

      He released my hands, and I drew them forward and hid them beneath my chest. I whimpered, drawing in a shaky breath. My bottom hole was so sore, but that paled in comparison to my embarrassment that I’d come with his cock inside that shameful place.

      My entire body pulsed with soreness, both from his crop and his cock.

      His palm traced over my lower back, and I allowed myself to enjoy it.

      “You will remain here while I go clean myself off. Then I will return, and we will deal with the matter of your disobedience together,” he said calmly.

      “Yes, alpha,” I whispered shakily.

      “I won’t be long, little mate. I promise,” he vowed, and his words soothed me even though they should have scared me. I exhaled and slumped into the bed, listening to the sounds of his footsteps walking across the room. He entered the bathroom and shortly thereafter, I heard the shower running.

      His seed continued to drip down my thighs and I was horrified to find that it actually calmed me.

      After several more minutes, the shower turned off. I heard him towel off, and when he came back in the room, he was wearing just a pair of dark gray sweatpants.

      His cock was rock hard again.

      I started at it nervously. Was he going to fuck my bottom again? I wasn’t sure how much more of that I was even capable of taking.

      He had a warm wet cloth in his hand. He approached me and started to clean me off. He wiped off my thighs and my bottom hole, taking care to remove every trace of his seed and the lube he’d used to fuck me. It was incredibly embarrassing, but it felt good in a way I couldn’t explain.

      “I’m going to go to the kitchen to fetch something that will make sure you think before you come without permission again, little mate,” he said quietly.

      He was gone less than a minute or two before he returned to the room and sat down on the bed in front of me. I lifted my head, seeing that he’d come back with a bowl, a knife, and a piece of raw ginger root.

      “What are you doing?” I asked nervously.

      “Did you have permission to come?” he asked purposefully.

      “No, alpha,” I whispered, feeling so small and vulnerable that I could hardly stand it. He took the ginger and started to carve it. He chopped off several of the larger knobs and it started to take a very familiar shape.

      It looked nefariously similar to the plug that had been inside me not so very long ago.

      “This is ginger, Natalia. It’s going inside that naughty bottom hole. It won’t hurt at first, but I promise you that you’ll understand why it’s punishment soon after that,” he explained, and I squirmed a bit anxiously.

      “You don’t have to do that, alpha,” I said.

      “Do you get to decide that, little mate?” he asked, and I shrank a little at the power in his tone.

      “No, alpha,” I answered. My lower lip poked out in the tiniest pout and his mouth edged upward when he saw it.

      After he finished carving the ginger, he walked behind me and just stood there for a moment. My nerves were insurmountable, and I tried to free my ankles, but the bonds he’d tied were still tight enough so that there was no escape for me.

      “Such a pretty little bottom hole. It’s still pink from being punished from my cock. It’s a shame that my naughty girl needs to be punished with ginger here too,” he murmured.

      The tip of the ginger root pressed against my bottom hole. It was juicy and wet and even though it was thick, it slid inside me without much pain. His cock was much thicker and had been far more punishing.

      The ring of my bottom tightened around the stem, holding the ginger plug in place.

      For about a minute, I didn’t understand why he considered this to be something that was meant to punish me. The juice itself was cool and I’d already been stretched by the plug and all of his cock, so the insertion hadn’t really hurt at all.

      I tightened around it and for the briefest of moments, it felt warm. At first, I thought I’d imagined it, but then it just seemed to grow gradually hotter.

      Then it started to burn. Really burn.

      It was as if my bottom hole had caught on fire. Unlike the crop or his belt or his hand, there was no end to this. It was one ceaseless scalding blaze that punished the well-used ring of my bottom hole.

      I cried out and he gripped the end of the ginger plug, fucking me roughly with it, which only stocked the inferno to burn that much hotter.

      He pushed it inside me again and let it settle.

      “Is the juice starting to burn now, my naughty girl?”

      “Yes, alpha,” I moaned.

      “If you hadn’t come without permission, you’d be riding my cock right now,” he said salaciously and despite the fire that was seeping deep through my tight rim of muscle, my pussy clenched with need.

      He took another piece of ginger and slid it up and down my pussy. He circled it around my clit, spreading the plentiful juice all over me.

      “Instead, I have to punish you like this,” he growled, and the juice set my pussy aflame. I squirmed as he placed the ginger aside. He gripped the hair at the base of my head before he pulled me up just enough so that he had access to my nipples.

      There was no warning or preparing myself for what he did next. I was so distracted by the pain radiating across the back of my scalp that the feeling of teeth surrounding my nipple caught me off guard. They felt sharp and when they bit down, I yelped in pain.

      He’d put a clamp on my left nipple.

      My nipple stung red hot and I keened. I finally remembered that my hands were free and tried to brush his hands away from my right side, but that only resulted in him spanking my nipple hard enough to make my entire breast sting.

      “Put your hands down right now, my bad girl,” he warned.

      I moaned with fear and arousal as I did as he asked. My spanked nipple felt that much more sensitive, and the cruel agony that came with the second clamp was that much fiercer.

      My nipples stung, but that soon faded and left my breast heavy with desire.

      He released my hair and I fell back down against the bed. The pressure of the mattress against my nipples caused a fresh wave of painful pleasure to course through me.

      He pressed the ginger against my pussy once more, rubbing it firmly against my clit as the fiery blaze flamed white hot. Soon enough, I couldn’t stand how much it hurt.

      “Please! Have mercy!” I begged.

      He didn’t listen. The agony inside my bottom and all over my pussy was so intense that I began to whimper uncontrollably.

      It hurt, but the way he was firmly circling my clit with the hard surface of the ginger was forcing a second wave of reluctant arousal to the surface.

      Everything came together in a way to make me extremely sorry that I’d tried to hide my orgasm from him, and I started to regret it just like he’d promised I would.

      “I’m so sorry, alpha. Please forgive me,” I pleaded.

      “I’ve already forgiven you, little mate,” he answered warmly, but he didn’t make any move to take the ginger away from my punished flesh. My bottom hole tightened involuntarily around the root, and I wailed as a fresh wave of fire rolled through me.

      My breath hitched and my eyes watered.

      “Please,” I begged.

      He pressed harder on my clit, and I shuddered, unwilling to accept my rising desire and knowing that it was inevitable that I would have to. I moaned with pleasure, even as the pain continued to cut through me to the core.

      My hips rolled and I squeezed my eyes shut. I really didn’t want to cry again.

      “Please what, little mate?”

      My clit throbbed greedily. The visceral desire that was coursing through me felt unstoppable and I knew that I needed more than that single orgasm. I needed a whole lot more.

      “Please fuck me, alpha,” I pleaded.

      “You will need to be far more specific than that, little mate. I could always fuck that needy little pussy with a piece of ginger instead,” he warned, and my inner walls clenched tight at his threat. My clit was already burning, and I feared it inside me that much more.

      I was desperate.

      Pleasure and pain clashed inside me, over and over again as one toppled over the next. My core was so tight with both warring sensations that it only added to the agony boiling through me. My sore nipples scraped against the bed. The welts from the crop ached. Everything from deep inside my bottom to my sore little clit stung with fierce heat from the ginger.

      I just needed to be fucked. And I needed it hard.

      “Please fuck my pussy with your cock, alpha,” I begged. It no longer mattered that the words felt shameful on my tongue.

      “If you really want me to fuck you, little mate, you will beg for me to make it hurt. You didn’t earn gentle tonight. Ask me to punish that disobedient little pussy with my cock,” he demanded.

      I cried out with fearful need. My mouth opened and closed several more times as I tried to will the courage to ask for something like that.

      “Please. I can’t,” I finally managed.

      He tortured my clit with that piece of ginger, using enough pressure to edge me to orgasm. I cried out loud with panic, not wanting to come without permission for a second time. He finally lightened the pressure enough for me to get a hold of myself, but then he did it again.

      And again.

      I lost count of how many times he edged me. My desperation was soon out of control. I whined. I cried. My legs trembled with it, and I blinked back tears several times as I struggled to maintain my dignity with the constant burning of the ginger in all my most sensitive places.

      I was on fire. Everywhere.

      My breathing was reduced to whimpering pants. I moaned. I wailed. I held onto the sheets beneath me for dear life.

      Pain.

      Pleasure.

      So. Much. Fire.

      I sobbed with defeat and opened my mouth with a frenzied plea.

      “Please fuck me with your cock. Please make it hurt. Please punish me with your cock,” I begged frantically.

      He pulled the piece of ginger away from my clit. I had hoped he might remove the root from inside my bottom, but he gave no indication that he would. I whined forlornly when I realized that the burn wasn’t going to stop even though the ginger was no longer touching my pussy. It just continued on and on.

      “Good girl,” he purred, leaning over me so that I could feel how incredibly hard his cock was against me. He wanted me. Badly.

      The knowledge of that almost did me in. I was so wet and so needy that just thinking about his massive length sliding inside me made my inner walls flutter with excitement.

      “Please,” I begged again, and he pulled back just enough. I yelped with pained delight when the head of his cock pressed against my entrance. He thrust his hips forward and forced every last inch of him inside me in a single hard thrust that made me scream with pain and pleasure all at the same time.

      “I can’t!” I yelped.

      The instant sensation was too much. He was so insanely big that my body instantly wanted to reject him. The massive size of his cock combined with the constant terrible burn of the ginger was so intense that my hips rocked back and forth, trying to escape it and rush toward it all in the same breath.

      He started to move, and my inner walls clutched at him so tightly that I thought that he might split me open, but he didn’t.

      I was far too wet for that.

      I whimpered as he began to use me. He jerked his hips forward into me again and again. His pace was furiously fast, and it only got harder from there on out. He’d made me beg for it to hurt and he made sure that it did.

      He made a soft purring sound. My body quaked with a series of visceral vibrations, which almost seemed to open my body to him. His cock sank deeper into me, brushing against my cervix and my core trembled with feeling.

      I cried out.

      “It hurts, doesn’t it, little mate? I had planned to be gentle with you, but that isn’t what you need. You need it hard. You need it to hurt,” he said and the rumbling in his voice made my core tighten viciously. I moaned and he slammed his cock into me several times.

      “Yes, alpha,” I whimpered.

      “You’re going to come four more times for me, Natalia,” he vowed. My stomach dropped and a fresh wave of fear rolled through me at his promise.

      “I can’t,” I whispered.

      “You will, sweet mate. I want to feel you break on my cock,” he growled, and my inner walls fluttered around him with intense need.

      “I need…” I began.

      “Come for me, little mate. Scream for me,” he demanded.

      My arousal surged with impossible speed. It was as if my body was obeying his command and maybe it was, because I couldn’t stop the need spiraling through me after that. It swelled deep within me from a dark unknown place, rising higher and higher until it grew into a savage tidal wave that was bound to destroy me.

      I wailed, my clit far too sensitive, but I knew far more than this was coming. My legs started to tremble and before I could stop it, my next orgasm tore through me like a riptide. My hips rolled of their own accord, a sordid display of my arousal as he continued to fuck me with feral intensity.

      I screamed. I cried. I shook.

      That second orgasm was more powerful than the first. My body squeezed tight around the ginger plug and his cock, over and over again. White-hot bliss rattled me from within and when the sensation finally began to fade, I sighed in relief. That feeling didn’t remain for long though.

      He showed no signs of slowing down.

      He ravaged me on his cock, fucking me harder and forcing my arousal to come to a head. He demanded that third orgasm with every last breath and before long, I gave him that too.

      I sucked in a ragged breath. My heart was beating so quickly in my chest that it felt like it might explode. My entire body was shaking with heat. Pain and pleasure had become one and the same and I knew he would still demand two more orgasms from me.

      “Please!” I begged.

      “Two more, naughty girl. Did you forget you’re being punished?” he replied, and I cried at the realization that there wasn’t even an ounce of mercy in his voice.

      “I can’t!” I pleaded.

      He reached around me and gripped my clamped nipple. He twisted it hard and cruel agony flared across my breast. “Is it up to you, little mate?” he asked, and I shuddered hard, knowing the answer.

      “No, alpha,” I pleaded.

      He snapped his hips hard enough to pitch me forward several times. His fingers released my nipple, only to return to fiercely pull the hair at the back of my head. “Come for me. Again,” he demanded firmly.

      My body responded. It didn’t give me a choice.

      That third orgasm was the most vicious yet. There was no stopping it or slowing it down, not even a little bit. It was cruel and brutal and so savagely wonderful. Something inside of me started to splinter and I was horrified to realize that it was my heart.

      I’d never be the same after this. I knew it and he probably knew it too.

      “My alpha!” I cried. I closed my eyes, trying to grapple with the pleasure and the pain.

      “My beautiful mate,” he purred, and my orgasm tore on and on. I was blinded by the heat from it. He slammed his cock all the way inside me.

      “Oh, please!” I pleaded. “Take me, alpha!”

      “It’s time for your last orgasm, little mate. You’re going to come hardest of all with my knot inside you. It’s time to me to truly claim you as my mate,” he commanded, and I cried out.

      A knot? What did he mean by a knot?

      I panicked for a few brief seconds, before his touch on my skin calmed me.

      The base of his cock started to flare out, growing wider and stretching me farther than anything I’d ever felt before. When it grew large enough, I started to panic. Immediately, he pressed his palm down in between my shoulder blades and purred so that the sound surrounded me.

      It seemed to calm my fear and my hips rose a little off the bed so that I could take him even more deeply. The base of his cock hooked behind the bones of my pelvis, locking us together as one.

      “Oh, my god,” I moaned.

      I understood now.

      His knot hurt, but it also felt incredible.

      He purred once again, and my core squeezed tight. Impossibly, my arousal surged once again. He stoked my desire with his sounds until I was practically riding his cock myself. I was full of his cock and his knot, and my bottom hole tightened around the ginger plug, setting everything between my legs on fire with sensation.

      My final orgasm was coming and that terrified me.

      I don’t know how sex like this was possible. I shouldn’t be able to take all of him like this. My body should have torn.

      “You’re made for me, mate. You understand that now, don’t you?”

      “Yes, alpha,” I moaned.

      “My knot is fully inside you now, little mate. You were meant for me and I’m going to make sure you never forget that, right now,” he said softly.

      My core quivered, fearful of what he was insinuating.

      “This isn’t just a fucking, Natalia. This is a claiming. After this is over, you will forever be my mate,” he promised, and I shook even harder.

      “Yes, alpha,” I whispered hoarsely.

      “Now come for me, mate. Hard,” he demanded, and my entire body started to quake. My eyes rolled back in my head as he moved, and I cried out. He reached around me and pulled the clamps off my nipples and my entire world burst with blinding sensation.

      My core squeezed so tightly that it forced the air out of my lungs.

      I came so hard that I saw stars. His cock pumped roughly inside me, and I felt his seed burst up into me at the same time his lips closed down on my right shoulder. I screamed, so overcome with pleasure and pain that I hardly felt his teeth bury into my flesh.

      He’d marked me as his.

      My heart stopped beating for several moments and when it finally pulsed back to life, I felt his roaring along with mine.

      My orgasm didn’t stop. It only grew stronger, cutting through me like a knife. I fell into a black chasm of pleasure so vast that it tore me open.

      This wasn’t a fucking. This was a conquering, and he was claiming my heart as a prize.

      I pulsed with feeling, moaning and screaming until at least the viciousness of that last release began to quell. I could feel the warmth of his seed locked inside me. His knot held us together as one.

      My cheeks were wet. He’d made me cry from the intensity of my own pleasure.

      Carefully, he grasped the base of the ginger plug and removed it gently. Then he reached down and unbound my ankles. With much care, he wrapped his arms around me and lifted me up into the air. I grasped at his forearms with my hands. The back of my head pressed against his chest. His body surrounded mine like a safety blanket and I sighed. For the first time, I allowed myself to enjoy all of it.

      My shoulder throbbed. My whole body had gone numb, but it all paled compared to what I was feeling in my heart.

      I loved him.

      I didn’t know when it happened. Maybe it had been the moment he’d first overpowered me. Perhaps it was when he’d taken my virginity. I’d fought it at every waking moment since that very first day.

      I couldn’t deny it any longer.

      “You’re mine, mate. I will love you. I will look after you and I will protect you. Forever,” he declared proudly, and my heart melted that much further.

      I would have said the same back to him, but my eyes were so heavy.

      I closed them and fell right asleep.
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      Adrian

      

      I expected to wake up to my mate sleeping beside me, freshly punished and well used.

      I didn’t wake up that way.

      Instead, I woke up to the familiar feeling of a sharp blade pressed up against my throat. It wasn’t just any regular old knife either. It burned like it was silver.

      Slowly, I opened my eyes to see the pretty face of my mate. The subdued expression that I had originally expected was replaced with reluctant fury.

      Where the fuck had she gotten a silver knife?

      “Mr. Black,” she began.

      She was kneeling on top of me, her small body poised for action. I could unseat her and overpower her with ease, but that was risky. She could still slit my throat in the process.

      I growled softly in warning, and she pressed the knife more closely against my throat.

      Her expression was serious enough to give me pause. I didn’t think she would actually kill me, but there was a glimmer in her eyes that made me question that.

      “Tell me what you want, Natalia,” I began gently.

      Her face twisted into the cutest little grimace of anger. I wanted to reach out and kiss her to let her know everything was okay. I knew the bond between us was in place. She may not realize it yet, but the two of us were intricately tied together now.

      It was the shifter way.

      I’d taken her as my mate. I would want for no other woman ever again. She was my fated mate, my one true love. I understood that, but it was clear that she needed more time.

      If she needed that, I would give it to her.

      “I want safe passage back to my home for me and my sister. She’s currently with my father’s allies, but I’d prefer if she traveled with me rather than with them,” she demanded.

      I studied her more closely. Along with the determination I expected from her, there was something else behind it. I saw regret, as if she was telling herself that she needed to leave when she didn’t really want to.

      “If that’s what you really want, Natalia, I’ll give you that,” I answered quietly. I wouldn’t force her to remain. Our bond was true. We were meant for each other. She could fight it as much as she liked, but in the end, I knew she’d come back to me.

      “That’s not all,” she continued, but her voice was shaking just enough to reveal just how unsettled she felt.

      “Tell me,” I coaxed, careful to keep my natural dominance out of my voice. This wasn’t something I would spank her for. I wanted her to realize she needed me on her own.

      “I want you to leave me alone forever,” she said firmly, but I could tell that she didn’t mean a single word. Her voice trembled just the slightest bit, and her eyes watered. She blinked several times and forced her tears back.

      She was so strong. I was so proud to be able to call her mine.

      “I will give you the first of those things, but I cannot give you the second. If you want to be left alone forever, you’re going to have to kill me,” I declared.

      There was no way to undo the bond between me and her. Fate had called us together and it simply wasn’t possible to tear us apart.

      She needed time to accept it.

      “I’ll do it,” she snarled, and I smiled up at her.

      “I don’t doubt that you will, little mate,” I answered, and her thighs tensed just enough around my torso to tell me that she probably wouldn’t. I cleared my throat.

      “I will make you a deal. I will ensure that you and your sister make it safely to Belarus. I will not promise you that I will leave you alone forever. Instead, I will promise to look in on you from time to time to make sure that you are safe. You will accept my protection. That is unnegotiable,” I answered.

      She chewed her lip rather adorably. “If you come after me again, I will kill you,” she vowed.

      “I have no doubt,” I replied, allowing my aroused amusement to play out over my features.

      She studied me intently for several minutes before she pulled the knife away a little bit. She knew I was a man of my word. If she took the deal, I’d make sure that the two of them would make it safely together.

      “I don’t need your protection,” she said. Her lower lip protruded in the slightest bit of a pout, and I made a mental note of how adorable it looked.

      “You do. Your identity isn’t a secret anymore. The vampires that saw you have had more than enough time to figure you out by now, especially Isabella Lasombre. You’re the one that pulled the trigger and killed her partner. She is going to come for you one day and I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if you ended up on the business end of her pearly white canines,” I replied.

      Her little pout only grew bigger as she measured the truth in my words. My cock hardened at the sight.

      I was going to look forward to the first time I punished that naughty little mouth.

      My grin widened at the mental image, and she stiffened on top of me. After she’d fallen asleep last night and my knot had relaxed, I’d slipped on a pair of sweatpants, but there was no doubt in my mind that she would feel all of me beneath the fabric right now. I studied her proud expression, noting that her cheeks had pinkened and her eyes were just the slightest bit dilated.

      She’d noticed alright.

      “There’s one more thing,” she continued.

      “Tell me,” I replied gently.

      “What are you going to do with the human women?” she asked pointedly.

      “My pack is working with them to find their families. They are safe, fed, and staying in my hotel right now. I promise that I will get as many of them back home as I can,” I answered. It had always been my intention to rescue as many of them as I could.

      Her eyes searched mine. She knew I was speaking the truth.

      “Fine. I accept your deal,” she answered, her tone dripping with venom. She hadn’t gotten everything she’d wanted, but I’d given her enough.

      She climbed off of me, likely wanting to put as much space between her and my cock as possible. I caught her nervous glance downward but didn’t say anything to indicate to her that I’d noticed.

      I pushed myself up to a seated position and unplugged my phone. I handed it to her.

      “Contact your people and get your sister here. I’ll have you both on a plane by sunset,” I said. She didn’t reply, but she took the phone from me carefully. Her fingers brushed mine and she drew in a shaky, nervous breath. She tried to cover it up quickly, but it was far too late.

      She turned around, using her body to shield the phone as she dialed. I watched her carefully as she raised it to her ear. I could hear it ring three times. A gruff male voice answered. I allowed her privacy when she walked out of the room into the hallway.

      It didn’t matter. I could hear every word they exchanged anyway.

      Her father’s people had shuttled her sister safely to a motel a few miles up the interstate in a rather poor part of town. The vampire clans had never shown any interest in that particular territory, so she was out of their reach by just a little distance.

      I listened as she instructed them to bring her sister here. She was confident and assertive, which only made my cock stiffen further.

      I closed my eyes.

      I’d built my pack from the ground up. We’d had to work for our place here in the city. We’d killed people and lost several of my fellow brethren along the way, but I knew that putting my mate on a plane and sending her halfway around the world would undoubtedly be the hardest thing I’ve ever have to do in my life.

      I wasn’t looking forward to it at all.
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      Natalia

      

      I remembered the day I boarded that plane like it was yesterday. It was burned in my memory. I could still feel the heat of the desert, the way the breeze had played along the hair on my arms as if it was trying to hold me back, but it was the look in his eyes that had been seared into my soul ever since.

      It had been three months since I’d seen him, and I still could feel his touch on my skin as though he was right there beside me. I thought I saw him time and time again. Behind me in line when I went to my favorite coffee shop in the morning. Across the street when I walked back home. I’d started searching the crowded streets for his face, but I never found it. Not really.

      Maybe I just wanted to see him, and I was making everything up in my head.

      A gentle breeze picked up around me and I stopped my morning walk through the park. I sat down on a nearby park bench, staring at the pretty flowers planted around one of the big trees in front of me.

      The sky was clear blue, no clouds in sight.

      Such a beautiful day should make me happy, but I just felt empty. Emotionally. Physically. Mentally.

      I sighed heavily.

      Since my time in Vegas, I’d taken a number of contracts. I hadn’t needed to. I’d made more than enough money with the Asamire deal, but I wanted to keep myself busy. I’d even agreed to several ones of the supernatural variety. My bank account was quite full right now. It didn’t help me feel any better about any of it.

      That didn’t stop me from trying to fix that feeling. Over and over again.

      Insanity is doing the same thing over and over again and expecting different results. Einstein knew that, but it still hadn’t sunk in my own head yet.

      Deep down, I knew what was missing. There was no way I was going to admit that to myself. Not ever.

      Someone sat down on the bench next to me. I didn’t look at the person until she cleared her throat. I turned my head and almost started when I took in the shape of a woman. She was wearing a black hooded dress that covered most of her skin. There was a pair of big sunglasses blocking much of her face, but the way her pale skin glimmered in the sunlight was enough for me to recognize her under all that heavy clothing and makeup.

      “Isabella,” I started.

      “I’ve been looking for you, Natalia. I found your sister first, but she wasn’t the one who pulled the trigger and killed my Nathaniel,” she murmured pointedly.

      “What did you do to her?” I asked, hiding my fear under a cloak of bravery.

      “I didn’t do anything to her. She walked into her college biology class with all of her parts still attached as they should be,” she replied, her voice calm and matter of fact. It was chilling.

      “Was she still the same way when she left that class?” I asked apprehensively.

      “I don’t know. I didn’t feel like waiting around,” she said.

      I leaned back against the park bench, placing my hands so that they lay palm up on my thighs. I was armed and knowing her, she probably suspected that.

      “Are you here to kill me?” I questioned. Strangely enough, there was no fear in the way that I said those words. Instead, there was an odd sense of acceptance. I’d taken so many lives that it was perhaps darkly poetic that it might end like this.

      “No. I’m not here to kill you,” she replied softly.

      Startled, I turned to face her. I didn’t say anything at all, choosing to study her expression instead. I saw in her a quiet, reserved reluctance.

      “I wanted to, at first, but I thought better of it. I wanted to make you suffer for what you did, so I set about to watching you and it’s clear to me that you’re already doing a good job of doing that to yourself,” she continued.

      “I don’t know what you mean,” I scoffed.

      “You’ve been marked, Natalia. I can smell him all over you. Your wolf shifter has claimed you and that has intricately changed your scent. It’s meant to ward off other creatures like me. I almost didn’t recognize you at first because of it,” she explained.

      “I belong to no one,” I muttered.

      “I’m sure that used to be true, but it isn’t anymore,” she chuckled knowingly.

      I ran my fingers through my hair, still not willing to believe what she was saying and knowing she was right at the same time.

      “He will come for you,” she added, and I shook my head. “The bond between a wolf and his mate is not something you can run from. The more you try, the stronger it will get.”

      “You should just kill me and get it over with,” I countered, and she shook her head.

      “No. I have a responsibility to my clan. I could kill you and I could make sure you suffered, but that would only bring the Lupo pack down on us. Our position in the city has been a bit of a struggle since the Asamire gathering, but in time we will grow strong once again. Instead of making waves against Adrian and his pack, I thought we could sit down and talk woman to woman about how our relationship could be mutually beneficial to each other in the future,” she added.

      “I don’t know how I’d be of any help to you,” I replied.

      “You haven’t returned to the strip since that day, have you?”

      I shook my head.

      “Adrian Black has turned into a powerhouse. He bought out all of the Asamire properties and forced what was left of them out. Vegas used to be a city run by vampires. Even when he first surfaced, I underestimated him, but that’s changed. Now he’s the kingpin of the most powerful family in the city,” she explained. “Vegas is his now and he’s just permitting the rest of us to stay.”

      I was strangely proud of him for using the Asamire gathering to his advantage.

      “So, you’re here in an attempt to gain favor with me,” I deduced carefully. I looked at her knowingly and she smirked.

      “You’re intelligent for a human, I’ll give you that,” she observed, laughing softly.

      “What exactly is it that you want from me?”

      “You have a very specialized set of skills, Natalia Kotova. Along with that, you have the reach of your father at your back,” she began.

      “You’ve been doing your research,” I laughed.

      “I have. I have my own resources too,” she smiled.

      “I can see that. You know, I thought it was impossible for vampires to walk underneath the sun and here you are sitting next to me in the light of day.”

      “Thick fabric, lots of sunblock, and a personalized makeup with a few very specific ingredients. You’re also sitting in the shade, which is helpful, but this will only last for so long before I need to get back indoors so that I don’t burn to death,” she clarified.

      “That’s convenient,” I grinned. “But you still haven’t told me what you want from me.”

      “You’re an impatient human too,” she taunted lightly. She cleared her throat, and I knew the time had finally come for her to reveal her cards. “I want to propose an alliance between you and me. We don’t need to involve the Council or the rest of the Lupo pack. Instead, I will give you my word and you will give me yours,” she offered.

      “What kind of alliance?”

      “I would like to count on you and Adrian Black as my allies. The Lasombre clan has survived in Vegas for a long time, and I would like your word that we will be allowed to continue. We will make no moves against you and in turn, you will not come after us,” she proposed.

      “I haven’t spoken to Adrian since I left Vegas, Isabella,” I warned her.

      “I understand,” she replied. She left the words unspoken, but it was clear to me that she thought that wouldn’t be true for much longer.

      “Vow this to me, and I will never threaten you or your sister ever again,” she added. “Don’t make me take this to the Council.”

      I knew of the Council, but I had never interacted with them myself. From what I understood, they were an organization of all the shifter families and vampires throughout the world. Their word was law, and they had the power to end a family if necessary. It had existed for centuries. Every single source rumored that they were not to be messed with.

      “If I did take it to the Council, they would demand retribution in return for you killing my mate. You’re not just a human anymore. You’re a wolf shifter’s mate and the rules of the Council apply to you,” she continued.

      “They may now, but I wasn’t his mate when I pulled that trigger, Isabella,” I countered, and her smirk grew bigger.

      I had a feeling I just passed some sort of test.

      “True enough,” she replied.

      “I don’t take you as a woman who would lie about something like that,” I replied, and she chuckled quietly in return. “In fact, bringing your issue to the Council would probably be more trouble than it was worth for you, wouldn’t it?”

      She smiled knowingly and shook her head, impressed.

      “The Council arrived in Vegas shortly after you left, Natalia,” she murmured. “They questioned all of us that were involved. When it became clear that the Asamire had been attempting to seize power over all of the vampire clans in the city, the Council made sure they paid for their mistakes. Some of them escaped, but the wolves hunted them down. The rest of the Asamire were torn limb from limb in front of us in warning.”

      I turned my head to see a haunted look in her eyes.

      “I take it the Council hasn’t had to visit your city before,” I replied, and she shook her head.

      “The Asamire clan has remaining members in other parts of the world, but they’ve been wiped clean from Las Vegas. Their plan was to get us all in the same room, blood drunk on pretty virgins. They never planned on letting any of us leave that room that night. As a show of power, Banu was going to be the one to kill Nathaniel and me. If not for you and the Lupo pack, we all would be as good as dead. The Council holds them in high regard for keeping the Asamire clan in check when the rest of us could not.”

      “I see.”

      For a moment, I sat back and thought about everything she’d said.

      “All I ask is that you communicate our agreement to Adrian. Let him know that I had no ill will toward you or him or his pack. I just want to ensure a safe place for my own clan in the fallout,” she said, and I could hear the sincerity in her tone.

      Carefully, I reached over and grasped the top of her hand with mine. “You give me your word that you do not intend to harm my sister, Adrian, or his pack,” I asked cautiously.

      “You have my word,” she vowed. I could see the red of her irises through her sunglasses.

      “Then you also have mine. The Lupo pack and the Lasombre clan will be allies from this day forward,” I swore.
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      Natalia

      

      I hadn’t gotten the nerve to call Adrian that day. Or the next. Or even the one after. Now three days had passed, and I was lying in bed telling myself that I would pick up the phone tomorrow even though I knew in my heart that was a lie too.

      If I spoke to him, he would know that I was missing him. He’d know that my heart was pining for him and that I was wanting to feel his arms around me.

      Or the feel of his fingers tracing along my skin.

      He’d know everything so it was just better if I didn’t say anything at all. I closed my eyes, knowing that wouldn’t sit well with me either.

      Isabella deserved more than that. I’d given her my word.

      I sighed, slipping my fingers along the gentle expanse of my throat. It was probably three in the morning by now and I was still sitting here wide awake. Over the past few weeks, I slept less and less. Even my own touch tonight had left me feeling weaker than ever. I just wanted it to be him.

      I edged them downward until they only just scraped against the hardening peaks of my nipples. I gasped softly at the sensation and the way it reminded me of his touch. Nervously, I bit my bottom lip and I pushed onward. Tonight, I was going to be bold.

      I hadn’t had an orgasm since that night three months ago. Not even a single one because I was afraid that I’d think about him in the heat of the moment.

      I didn’t want to have feelings for him.

      I pushed all that aside because I just wanted to imagine him touching me. It felt like there was a hole in my chest and I didn’t want it to be there because I was missing him. I just wanted to fill that empty feeling for a little while and for now, maybe it would be enough.

      With a quiet sigh, I arched back and lifted the hem of my nightgown. I pushed my panties to the side and lightly slid my fingertips up and down my pussy. I closed my eyes, a little bit ashamed to find myself wet.

      What did it matter? I was the only one that would know.

      Casually, I circled my fingertips over my clit, playing with myself and coaxing forward my reluctant arousal with embarrassing ease. I gasped quietly, a lightning bolt of need coursing through me with vicious intensity. I could do this. I didn’t need him when I had myself.

      A cold flare of sadness blossomed inside, and I faltered.

      A floorboard creaked and I stilled, suddenly feeling the aura of the room change. It felt like I was no longer alone.

      Quickly, I opened my eyes and rushed to reach for my knife, but I wasn’t fast enough. A large form moved over me with supernatural speed and pinned me to the bed. I knew who it was in an instant.

      Adrian.

      Instinctually, my sorrow receded. It was replaced with something brighter. Hope.

      “I know what you were doing, mate,” he snarled. I tried to break his hold on my wrists, but he was too strong. He held both my arms in one hand, and I still couldn’t escape him.

      “Fuck you. I wasn’t doing anything. I was just trying to sleep,” I spat, and he grinned in a way that made me increasingly nervous, but also excited in a small way.

      Instead of responding, he forced his hand in between my legs. I cried out as his fingers slipped along the surface. I tried to squirm out of his grasp, but it only resulted in me rubbing my clit against his fingertips. I tried to stifle a moan. It came out as a strangled cry of arousal instead.

      There was no hiding from him this way.

      “Don’t lie to me, little mate. I could smell your arousal from across the room. I could see your naughty little fingers between your legs. You were touching this sweet little pussy without my permission,” he countered.

      He pressed two fingers roughly inside me, and I bit the inside of my cheek, vowing to keep my desire quiet no matter what he did to me.

      “Get off of me,” I spat, and he chuckled. He pulled his fingers free from my pussy and I gasped at the sudden emptiness. He took advantage of my surprise and shoved those same fingers into my mouth. It caught me so off guard that I gagged.

      “Taste yourself. You cannot lie to me, little mate,” he murmured and for a moment, I choked on the thickness of those fingers.

      The taste of my own arousal was humiliating and shamefully arousing all in the same breath. The flavor was musky, salty, and sweet, with the slightest hint of candied peaches. I could have bitten him, but I found myself instinctually sucking on those digits instead.

      I couldn’t help myself.

      “Clean them off, mate. I want them spotless for when I punish you for touching yourself without permission,” he growled and my chest squeezed tight with fear, need and something else.

      Love.

      I didn’t realize it until that last moment, but I’d been waiting for him to come after me. I’d wanted him to chase me. I’d wanted him to value me enough to not let me get away.

      I’d wanted him to show me just how much he needed me with every last inch of his cock.

      “Do your worst, alpha,” I goaded him. When I spoke, the sound of my voice was shamefully muffled. My tongue bounced off his finger, my words slurring together, but he understood what I meant. He grinned so widely that I thought that his jaw might split in two. My stomach dropped precipitously at the sight, and I renewed my struggle, which only resulted in him shoving those fingers just a little bit further into the back of my throat. For the first time, I pressed my teeth against his merciless digits in warning. If he didn’t take them out, I was going to bite through them.

      “Be a good girl, Natalia,” he threatened. “Your teeth aren’t strong enough to pierce through my skin.”

      I practically snarled as he pulled his fingers free from my lips. Without warning, he grasped me around the waist and flipped me over onto my belly. I kicked and punched the bed in an attempt to get away, but he was prepared for that. He grabbed the hem of my nightgown before he tore through it as if it was made from just a thin piece of tissue paper.

      I cried out, but that didn’t even give him pause. He used his body weight to hold me down on the bed, his thighs to either side of my waist. I struggled against him, but I was no match for his bigger size. I tried reaching backwards to stop him from ripping my nightgown even further, but he knocked my hand away like it was nothing more than a fly.

      My nightgown didn’t stand a chance.

      He made quick work of it and then he used the remains to tie each of my wrists to the bed. I didn’t make his job easy even I knew he was going to overpower me in the end. I kicked and punched, but he seemed prepared for every move I made.

      Soon enough, I was wearing nothing but my panties.

      As if he knew the direction of my thoughts, he traced his hands over top of the soft lacey fabric. I shoved my face into the pillow beneath me, determined to keep my vow of silence no matter what. I knew he wasn’t going to make it easy, but I was strong too.

      The mark on my shoulder throbbed, as if it was answering his call. I closed my eyes and hid from it as best as I could. With every pulse, my willpower faltered, and I had to force it back up again.

      He slid a single finger below the hem of my underwear, gliding it back and forth against my skin. I swallowed anxiously as fierce little tendrils of pleasure spiraled through me and settled in the center of my core. I didn’t want to be aroused.

      I shouldn’t let this turn me on, but there was a part of me that was giving in.

      I hummed with nervous anxiety as his touch skimmed across my flesh. He continued for a long time, as if he was trying to lull me into a calmer state but it just made me feel even more tense.

      Gently, he grasped my panties and pulled up. The fabric wedged between my bottom cheeks, although it was the cloth pinching my clit that held my full attention. He dragged it back and forth, which only teased my desire forth even more. I gasped into the pillow, trying to ignore the pleasurable way it rubbed that little bundle of nerves, but it was impossible.

      I was far too needy already.

      I bit my lower lip. A small grunt of pleasure escaped me, and I pressed my face even more firmly against the pillow hoping to muffle myself.

      His other hand swept up the curve of my back. “Little mate, do you really think you can hide your sounds from me?” he growled. He slid his fingers into the hair at the base of my scalp and pulled hard, forcing my head from the pillow. I cried out and at the same time, he tore my panties from my body. I gasped from the pain, the air whooshing out of my lungs in a rush.

      I trembled as his palm grazed across my bare bottom.

      “You touched yourself without permission, didn’t you, little mate?”

      “Yes,” I whined. I prayed that the stinging sensation would fade or that he would release the hair at the back of my head. It was a false hope.

      “What needs to happen, little mate? What do you need me to do?”

      I refused to say anything at all. I knew what would happen. I didn’t need to tell him. With a growl, I pulled against my bonds, but they held fast.

      “Oh, sweet Natalia, I’m going to enjoy this,” he purred, and his palm cracked down against my backside. I shrieked, but that didn’t stop him just like I knew it wouldn’t.

      “Let me go!” I said hoarsely, but I couldn’t stop the way my hips lifted toward him. Even my legs parted just the slightest bit.

      My body was seeking out his punishment and so was my heart.

      His palm crashed down on my backside several times. His hold on my hair tightened until my scalp burned just as hot. He was ruthless, but I didn’t expect anything less from him.

      In fact, there was a part of me that counted on him for it. Maybe it was crazy, but I’d been the one who walked away from him. I’d been the one who had decided I didn’t need him, when I really did.

      He knew that. I was sure of it.

      He’d allowed me to leave his side for so long and his patience had run out. Now he was coming to stake his claim.

      Physically.

      His palm painted his intent across my backside over and over again until I was panting with the effort to stay quiet. It stung with every blow. It hurt enough to finally make me cry out and then the spanking only got harder.

      By the time the sun rose in the morning, I was going to be sore. Everywhere.

      Good.

      My legs weren’t bound, and I kicked them against the bed. I rolled my hips from side to side in an effort to avoid the cruelty of his palm, and he released my hair only to press his free hand down on my lower back, pinning me in place in the process. He spanked me harder after that as punishment for fighting.

      “Your bare bottom will tire long before my palm, little mate,” he promised.

      “You can’t have me,” I shouted, knowing that it would push him. I wanted him to show me how much he cared with every last breath. I needed it.

      “You’re already mine, Natalia,” he snarled, and he used his leg to spread my legs wide open. With a cruel harshness, he spanked my pussy several times until my cries grew louder and I had to fight the rising panic that threatened to burst free.

      His fingers clipped my clit and I shrieked at the initial sting, but the pleasure that followed was viciously intense.

      My pussy tightened greedily.

      “Your little pussy is soaked for me. You’re leaving a wet spot on the sheets beneath you,” he scolded lightly, and I felt a warm blush creep over my cheeks. “Even my palm is wet from punishing you there.”

      He wiped it across my left bottom cheek. It cooled and dried on my skin, but I couldn’t forget that it was there.

      He slapped the same place with his hand, and I lifted my hips almost as if I wanted to meet it. He spanked my ass and my thighs several times before he returned to my pussy.

      The intensity escalated. It hurt more. My cries grew louder and louder.

      Would it ever end? Did he mean to mark my backside with his hand alone? My eyes watered and I tried to hold back my tears. I choked as I swallowed back a sob and he growled.

      “You’re going to beg me to take you in every one of your pretty holes, little mate. Your spanking isn’t going to end until you do,” he commanded.

      I couldn’t focus on anything other than the terrible surface of his palm, of that burning reminder that he was here to claim me whether I wanted it or not.

      I could keep telling myself that I didn’t but that would be a lie. I needed him so much that it was painful to think about losing him. I knew it was only a matter of time until I did exactly as he wanted because that was what I wanted too.

      The spanking continued until I was on the brink of tears once more, before I finally said the words he wanted to hear.

      “Please take me, alpha. I need you,” I pleaded. I spread my legs just in time for his hand to clip my pussy firmly and the sound was so wet that I cried out in shame. My thighs trembled with anticipation of his thick cock sliding inside me.

      “That doesn’t sound like you really need it, little mate,” he chided, and I blanched with mortified arousal. He slapped me there three more times and I teetered frantically on the edge of tears and desperation for so much more.

      “Please fuck me, alpha. Please use every one of my holes. Please give me your cock,” I begged, and he chuckled quietly with victory. I nervously pressed my thighs together, grappling with the burning of my backside in combination with the anticipation of what was to come.

      I hated and loved myself for my strength and ability to say those words.

      I worried my bottom lip as he reached above me and untied my wrists. He lifted me with ease, depositing me on my knees. He wasted no time in unbuckling his belt and freeing his cock from the confines of his dark gray slacks.

      Fuck. My mouth watered.

      “I’m going to start with this pretty mouth, mate. Then I’m going to fuck that disobedient little pussy so hard that you feel it with every step tomorrow, but that’s not what I’m looking forward to the most,” he threatened, and I chewed my lip.

      My bottom clenched knowingly.

      “I’m looking forward to knotting that pretty little bottom hole of yours the most,” he growled, and I cried out anxiously. My pussy spasmed with desire at the prospect of something so deliciously painful.

      My eyes dipped down, and I fidgeted nervously at the sight of his cock. I hadn’t ever seen it up close like this before and it was far more intimidating than I expected. I licked my lips, watching the rigid veins along its length twitch with his desire. He was as hard as a rock and I wondered just how he’d been able to fit himself inside me all those times before.

      A flash of fear hurtled through me at knowing it was soon going to be inside my mouth.

      I chewed the inside of my cheek.

      “Open your mouth, mate,” he demanded. I hummed nervously but obeyed him without question. My heart pounded like a drum.

      He slid the tip of his cock against my tongue. I expected him to stop there, but he pushed on until it touched the small ring at the back of my throat. I panicked and tried to pull back, but he grasped the back of my head and forced me to stay still.

      I pressed my hands against his thighs, fully intending to push back against him, but he growled in warning, which was more than enough to give me pause.

      Slowly, he began pulling his cock out and I sighed with relief only to have him shove it back inside a second later. I sputtered around him as I tried to recover. He was far too quick for that, however, and I didn’t get the chance before he pumped into my mouth again.

      His pace was gradual at first, but that didn’t last long. It grew rougher and I struggled to figure out a way to slow him down.

      I suckled him, trying my best to please him with my lips. When that didn’t seem to suffice, I swirled my tongue along his length instead. For several seconds, it seemed to work. He groaned with pleasure. His thighs shook. He tightened the grip of his fingers in my hair.

      My mouth fucking truly began.

      He was rough and cruel, and I cried out around his cock, but my pussy grew wetter, and my nipples peaked in the chilly air.

      He didn’t seem to care that my throat, my cheeks, and my tongue was growing sore. Perhaps he even reveled in that fact. Maybe I did too.

      My initial panic started to recede to be replaced by a sort of acceptance. I’d known this was going to hurt. I’d known it was going to be rough.

      I opened my throat; I sucked harder despite the soreness in my lips and the rest of me. I put everything in me into letting him use my throat as brutally as he saw fit.

      It became a beautiful thing.

      I soared in those moments, enjoying the feel of his cock slipping in and out of my mouth. The veins of his cock throbbed against my tongue, and I sighed softly with pleasure.

      He groaned, and I knew that he was thoroughly enjoying himself too. Tentatively, I tightened my hands around his thighs, using them to hold on.

      He growled, but this time it was laced thick with his own arousal.

      I tried harder. I took him deeper.

      In this, I could give him pleasure and I would give it my all. He groaned and his legs shook just the slightest bit and I suckled even more roughly than I had before. I moaned around him, taking every last inch of him that I could into my throat.

      His sounds grew deeper. They were feral and wild and every single one made my pussy clench with need. My own thighs trembled, and I was even more aroused when I felt a single bead of wetness drip down my skin onto the floor beneath me. He roared and I suckled as hard as I could.

      He rewarded me with his seed.

      His cock throbbed vigorously against my tongue and the first spurt of his cum splashed into my throat. I swallowed the best I could, but my body revolted. I gagged several times before I managed to get my reflex back under control and when I finally did, the taste of him washed over my tongue.

      It was salty and sweet and perfectly him. I accepted every drop readily because I couldn’t get enough of it. I swirled my tongue around him as he pulled out of me, taking extra care to ensure that I cleaned him off completely. He wasn’t as hard as he once was, but I took pride in the fact that I had been the one to give him pleasure.

      I looked up at him and licked my lips, making sure there was nothing left there too. I savored the taste of him, and he watched with an aroused hunger. When I glanced back down at his cock, I started as I watched it rise with desire once more.

      He wanted me. Again.

      “Oh, sweet Natalia, I told you I was going to claim all of your pretty little holes tonight, didn’t I?” he purred, and a shiver of excitement raced down my spine. I worried my bottom lip as my pussy clenched tight.

      He grasped my upper arm and pulled me up. One hand curled around my chin, possessing me in a single maneuver that left me breathless with want.

      “I want to kiss you,” he murmured.

      “So, kiss me, alpha,” I goaded. I trembled before him as his gaze searched mine. For a second, it almost appeared as if he was looking for permission.

      I was bold enough to kiss him first.

      He growled into my lips, hungry for me. His kiss was devouringly rough and deliciously sweet. My tongue danced with his, fighting back against his fierceness. He conquered me in those moments completely.

      I moaned into his mouth, and he grasped both sides of my head with his rough palms.

      “You’re mine, Natalia,” he growled.

      “I’m yours, Adrian,” I purred, and he walked me backwards until my heels scraped against the bed.

      He pulled back from that kiss and looked down at me with a quiet adoration.

      “Sit down on the bed. Spread your legs,” he murmured. Carefully, I obeyed without looking behind me, knowing he would catch me if I fell.

      I knew I’d always be able to count on him for that, that he would always be there to take care of me because we belonged to each other. Forever.

      My scalded backside pressed against the sheets of the bed, and I slowly opened my legs for him. With a deep breath, I lifted my gaze to catch his smoldering gaze. He was ravenous for me. I beamed just a little in victory when I saw the iron-hard spike of his cock.

      I spread myself a bit wider and leaned backwards so that my elbows brushed the bed. It was the most salacious display, and he couldn’t resist. He took a step toward me, and I lifted my chin, pushing my chest out so that I could present my breasts to him too.

      His fingers closed around my nipples, pinching them softly enough to make them ache with need, but not enough to make it really hurt. I moaned and he climbed over me, capturing me in a second kiss that sent my heart racing.

      He’d come back for me. I’d run from him, and he wasn’t going to let me go.

      “I need you,” I begged.

      “You’re going to have me,” he promised, the seductive undercurrent to him pulling me in even more fiercely than ever before. I wrapped my arms around him and pushed myself against him. He released my nipples and pushed me down against the bed.

      The constant burn from my punishment simmered on, but I was quickly distracted by his rigid cock pressing between my legs. I arched my hips. I knew I was wet. I knew the initial entry was going to hurt.

      He made sure it did.

      His enormous girth stretched me open, and I cried out at the feeling of it.

      “Please don’t stop. Please,” I begged him, and his palm circled around the back of my neck. He gripped my shoulder and slammed into me, using his hold on me to pin me down. He forced his entire length into me in one rough stroke.

      I screamed, but his lips were suddenly on mine as he swallowed every last sound I made.

      He thrust into me over and over as my body gripped tight around him. My body ached and burned as he took me, and I cried out into his kiss. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, feeling him against my body and enjoying this simple moment of raw perfection.

      We were connected as one in the most primal way, and I reveled in every second of it.

      My soul reached out to touch his and for the very first time my heart beat for him. I didn’t push away those feelings of love.

      I let myself be engulfed by them.

      I moaned for him. I screamed for him.

      “Come for me, sweet Natalia,” he demanded.

      I did. I came so incredibly hard that I saw stars.

      He didn’t slow down. He didn’t stop even though it hurt savagely at the same time that it was mind-numbing bliss. His lips pulled away from mine, but it was only so that he could use me even harder.

      Every long inch of his cock was delicious torture. A roller coaster of pleasure coursed through me, driving me higher into the world of masterful bliss in the way that only he knew how. I trembled as he ravaged me with his body, and I gave him everything I had left to give.

      I kissed his cheek. He was my mate.

      My love blossomed that much brighter.

      I moaned, enraptured as another orgasm followed in the wake of the first. My hips rolled, taking him deeper as he fucked me. His cock was enormous enough that he kept hitting my cervix, and that just drove me higher and higher into an aching bliss.

      The second my release broke, he roared with me with his own orgasm. His seed spurted deep inside me. It was scalding hot, but I wanted it all. He thrust into me hard, his cock throbbing inside of me as my inner walls clutched at him like a vise.

      I screamed, wave after wave of absolute oblivion surging through me. My body rolled along with it, taking it all because I wanted to.

      This was our perfection. This was us together.

      The blade of pleasure was rough, and it felt like it was tearing me open, but I welcomed all of it because I needed it.

      His cum splashed inside me and the more he continued to fuck me, the more I could feel it. It dripped down my thighs. It pooled beneath me.

      “I love you, Adrian,” I whispered, my voice trailing off with a moan.

      “I love you, my sweet Natalia, my perfect beautiful mate,” he answered, and my heart soared.

      I could feel the length of him still inside me and my body quaked around him. He’d shattered all of my defenses. He refused to let me keep up the walls I’d built to keep my heart safe.

      I trusted him completely.

      The pace of his thrusts started to slow. His cock only softened for a few moments before it became rigidly hard again.

      The time had come for him to fuck my ass.

      I shivered at the thought. I knew what came next would hurt most of all, but I also knew that I needed it to. We weren’t gentle together. We were rough.

      Savage.

      He was my beast.

      He pulled his cock free from my pussy. He wasted no time in flipping me over on my belly. Wildly, he grasped my hips and forced them up. When I felt the tip of his cock push against the tight rim of muscles between my cheeks, I bit my lip nervously.

      Even though I tried, there was never enough I could do to prepare for what came next. He pushed forward and my body revolted.

      My bottom hole clenched tightly around his massive girth and a rubber band of agony rushed up and down my spine. I sucked in a ragged breath, struggling to take him and knowing I didn’t have a choice about it.

      My pussy dripped with arousal even though my bottom hole radiated with a burning ache. His cock was soaked with his seed and my own wetness, so he slipped inside me with ease. I moaned, the sound laced with both pleasure and pain.

      I arched my back so I could take him even deeper and when he finally bottomed out inside me, I gasped at the incredible feeling of fullness.

      “This asshole is so very pretty when it’s full of my cock,” he purred, and I tightened around him in embarrassment. A fresh flare of agony burned through me, and he took advantage of that to thrust into me once again. I cried out into the sheets, gripping them with my fingers as he buried himself inside my most reluctant hole.

      “Yes, alpha,” I pleaded.

      He slid himself in and out of me, giving me only a little time for my body to adjust to his enormous size before he started to really fuck me.

      It was rough. His cock felt like an iron spike, deliciously painful and agonizingly arousing. Despite its brutal cruelty, my body started to rise once again. Before long, he was riding me, and I was bucking along with him.

      My inner walls clenched down, and my needy clit throbbed with pleasure. My nipples scraped against the bed, and I knew I was going to come soon.

      It felt like I was standing on a beach watching a tidal wave racing for me. There was nowhere to run and there was nowhere to hide.

      All I could do was wait for it to obliterate me.

      I stopped breathing. My fingers squeezed the sheets so hard that they turned white. My heart pounded and when my orgasm finally broke, it was as devastating as I expected it to be.

      Sheer oblivion coursed through my veins just as his knot began to inflate inside my bottom hole. Heart-wrenching agony and blissfully consuming pleasure became my entire focus.

      It was beautiful. It was overwhelming.

      It was the savagery of our love.

      It was our everything.
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      Las Vegas

      

      Six months later

      

      Natalia

      

      Adrian’s pack had redecorated the entire casino in honor of our wedding. The whole hotel was covered in light blue hydrangeas, bouquets of lavender and beautiful white roses, as well as gauzy ribbons of fabric that spanned every room. It was heavenly.

      It had been that way for a week in anticipation of such a momentous occasion.

      I was up in the bridal suite all by myself. I had spent the last several hours being doted on by several members of the pack, as well as my sister who had fawned endlessly over my dress. She had leapt up in excitement when I’d promised her that she could wear it when she found the man of her dreams and married him someday. Since being rescued from the Asamire pack, she had thrived. They hadn’t hurt her along that way, but the experience had rattled her.

      In order to relieve both her worry and mine, Adrian had asked a local pack that was located in Belarus to keep an eye out for her. She didn’t know and assumed the men guarding her were simply men, but the two of us only trusted that she would be safe in the hands of wolf shifters since vampires had already taken her once.

      “You look incredible,” a male voice purred behind me. A shiver raced through me at the sound. My pussy clenched expectantly. We’d been apart for a week and Adrian had apparently finally run out of patience.

      “It’s bad luck to see the bride before the wedding,” I scolded him lightly, but I smiled and turned to face my future husband anyway.

      “Maybe in the human world,” Adrian said with amusement.

      “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I’m still human,” I laughed.

      “But your husband-to-be is most certainly not,” he replied. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into a sweet kiss. I let him kiss me for several more seconds until the passionate embrace began to take a much rougher turn.

      I laughed and pushed him away.

      “Stop it. You’ll mess up all the work Sheila put into my makeup,” I chided him. She had only just left after spending several hours insisting on ensuring that it was perfect for the ceremony. She and the entire pack were looking forward to the once in a lifetime event that was their alpha marrying his mate.

      “Don’t worry, if she has to fix it again, I’ll just order Eamon to make it up to her tonight,” he declared, and I had to stifle another laugh.

      “Just cause you’re his alpha doesn’t mean you can order him around in his own marriage bed,” I replied.

      “Being the alpha means I can do what I want,” he growled.

      “Sure. But soon enough, you’re going to be tying the knot and then you’ll be beholden to a whole different kind of ball and chain, my alpha,” I grinned, and he shook his head.

      “Keep sassing me, my pretty mate. You’re going to be getting my knot tonight, and I’m in no mood to be gentle,” he teased.

      I turned around in a huff, pretending to be aggravated by his warning when it was the complete opposite. I was hoping for it to hurt tonight.

      He came up behind me and slapped my bottom lightly.

      “I’m going to enjoy reddening your bottom for the first time tonight as my wife,” he growled, and my core clenched down hard with desire.

      I was looking forward to everything.

      I’d moved to Vegas with him after he’d come to Belarus to find me. I’d told him about my deal with Isabella Lasombre and he’d told me he was proud of me for it.

      Since then, Adrian and I had taken position as the reigning king and queen of Sin City. The Asamire had long been run out and hadn’t come back. The other vampire clans still seemed to be recovering from the events that happened at the Wynn months ago.

      The Lupo pack had welcomed me with open arms. They were all breathtakingly sweet, but even I had to admit that Enzo and Sheila were my favorites.

      Sheila was undoubtedly the pack gossip, yet it was never in a mean way. Just last week, she’d heard another pack mate had gotten pregnant and had sent a roomful of flowers in celebration. We’d hidden outside the window when it arrived just so we could see the way her eyes lit up when she received them. Sheila’s husband Eamon had grumbled that we should mind our own business, but he’d insisted on coming with us to see her reaction anyway. It was even better than we anticipated.

      A knock at the door broke me from the delightful reminiscence.

      “Come in!” Adrian called out.

      The door opened and my father strode inside the room.

      “Father!” I gasped, smiling in surprise. I hadn’t seen him since I had left Belarus and he’d encountered a number of work-related issues and withdrawn his attendance from the wedding after several promises to make it up to me later.

      “Viktor,” my mate greeted him. My father grinned widely. His blond beard was thicker than I remembered, but it only added to his charm. His blue eyes sparkled, and his good mood felt so contagious that even my own bright one climbed along with it.

      “Adrian and I worked together to make sure I was able to make it to my little girl’s wedding,” my father exclaimed, and I rushed to wrap my arms around him. “Irina is downstairs waiting for us, but I wanted to surprise you myself.”

      “I’m so glad to see you. I hope you two didn’t do anything illegal to get you here in time for the wedding,” I laughed and when the two of them didn’t respond, I sighed mockingly with disappointment. I couldn’t keep it up with a straight face though and my excitement burst right through.

      “I brought the two of you a wedding gift, but I didn’t think it appropriate to give it to you in front of the rest of your guests,” my father explained. I started when an attendant rolled a massive crate inside the room.

      Another followed.

      They kept coming until the entire entryway was full of them. By my count, there were more than a couple dozen by the time they finally stopped.

      “There are more where this all came from,” my dad said. I looked back and forth between him and Adrian, but my future husband looked just as clueless as I felt. The door to the suite swung closed and my father walked over to the crate closest to him.

      He took a tool from his belt and cracked it open so that we could see inside the first one. It was a massive crate full of sun fire bullets.

      He opened another to reveal an entire crate of guns. The third was full of crossbows that were specially engineered to hold wooden stakes rather than arrows. The fourth held stockpiles of dried blackthorn, a specialized herb meant to guard against vampiric compulsion.

      “I give you the gift of protection. If my daughter is going to reign as the queen of Las Vegas, I want to make sure no one can lay their hands on her ever again,” my father declared, and Adrian took my hand. “I mean, aside from you of course.” My father winked in our direction.

      “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” I replied.

      I approached the crate of guns and ran my fingers across the plastic case on top. I took it out and flicked it open to find a case-hardened Desert Eagle.

      It was a work of art. Each one cost about twenty-four hundred dollars and the crate appeared to be full of at least a hundred of them. I traced my thumb across the golden eagle engraved on the handle and sighed happily.

      I’d only gotten to fire one of these in my life and it had been a dream.

      “I don’t know what to say,” I whispered, and my father smiled.

      “Congratulations, my daughter,” he answered.

      “Thank you, Viktor,” Adrian said softly. Even he seemed to be taken aback by my father’s gift. “This will most certainly reinforce our position here for a very, very long time.”

      My father nodded. “You will take care of her. She is more than capable of looking after herself, but with you she will be unstoppable,” he continued. He took my hand and Adrian’s and brought them together as one.

      “Now, isn’t there a wedding or something you two need to get to? It isn’t like it can start without you,” he said cheerfully.

      “You have a point,” Adrian laughed, and he turned to me and brought my fingers to his lips in a chaste kiss. “Come, my sweet mate. It’s time I take the next step and make you my wife.”

      I couldn’t help but kiss him.

      This was the start of forever. I was ready to say I do.

      

      
        
        The End
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      Alpha King

      I thought I could defy the most powerful mafia boss in the city, but as Lawson Clearwater rips off my nightgown and pins me to the bed I’m certain he can smell more than just my fear.

      This beast isn’t just here to punish me. He’s here to mount me, rut me, and mark me as his.

      Forever.

       

      Buy on Amazon
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      Fear

      She wasn’t supposed to be there tonight. I took her because I had no other choice, but as I carried her from her home dripping wet and wearing nothing but a towel, I knew I would be keeping her.

      I’m going to make her tell me everything I need to know. Then I’m going to make her mine.

      She’ll sob as my belt lashes her bottom and she’ll scream as climax after savage climax is forced from her naked, quivering body, but there will be no mercy no matter how shamefully she begs.

      She’s not just going to learn to obey me. She’s going to learn to fear me.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      On Her Knees

      Blaire Conrad isn’t just the most popular girl at Stonewall Academy. She’s a queen who reigns over her subjects with an iron fist. But she’s made me an enemy, and I don’t play by her rules.

      I make the rules, and I punish my enemies.

      She’ll scream and beg as I strip her, spank her, and force one brutal climax after another from her beautiful little body, but before I’m done with her she’ll beg me shamefully for so much more.

      It’s time for the king to teach his queen her place.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Boss

      The moment Brooke Mikaels walked into my office, I knew she was mine. She needed my help and thought she could use her sweet little body to get it, but she learned a hard lesson instead.

      I don’t make deals with silly little girls. I spank them.

      She’ll get what she needs, but first she’ll moan and beg and scream with each brutal climax as she takes everything I give her. She belongs to me now, and soon she’ll know what that means.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      His Majesty

      Maximo Giovanni Santaro is a king. A real king, like in the old days. The kind I didn’t know still existed. The kind who commands obedience and punishes any hint of defiance from his subjects.

      His Majesty doesn’t take no for an answer, and refusing his royal command has earned me not just a spanking that will leave me sobbing, but a lesson so utterly shameful that it will serve as an example for anyone else who might dare to disobey him. I will beg and plead as one brutal, screaming climax after another ravages my quivering body, but there will be no mercy for me.

      He’s not going to stop until he’s taught me that my rightful place is at his feet, blushing and sore.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Pet

      Even before Chloe Banks threw a drink in my face in front of a room full of powerful men who know better than to cross me, her fate was sealed. I had already decided to make her my pet.

      I would have taught her to obey in the privacy of my penthouse, but her little stunt changed that.

      My pet learned her place in public instead, blushing as she was bared, sobbing as she was spanked, and screaming as she was brought to one brutal, humiliating climax after another.

      But she has so many more lessons to learn. Lessons more shameful than she can imagine.

      She will plead for mercy as she is broken, but before long she will purr like a kitten.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Blush for Daddy

      “Please spank me, Daddy. Please make it hurt.”

      Only a ruthless bastard would make an innocent virgin say those words when she came to him desperate for help, then savor every quiver of her voice as she begs for something so shameful.

      I didn’t even hesitate.

      I made Keri Esposito’s problems go away. Then I made her call me daddy.

      The image of that little bottom bare over my lap was more than I could resist, and the thought of her kneeling naked at my feet to thank me properly afterwards left me as hard as I’ve ever been.

      Maybe I’m a monster, but I saw the wet spot on her panties before I pulled them down.

      She didn’t come to my door just for the kind of help only a powerful billionaire could offer.

      She came because she needed me to make her blush for daddy.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Reckoning

      Dean Waterhouse was supposed to be a job. Get in. Get married. Take his money and get out.

      But he came after me.

      Now I’m bound to his bed, about to learn what happens to naughty girls who play games.

      The man who put his ring on my finger was gentle. The man who tracked me down is not.

      He’s going to make me blush, beg, and scream for him.

      Then he’s going to make me call him daddy.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Bride

      This morning I was a businesswoman with no plans to marry, but that didn’t matter to him. He decided tonight was my wedding night, so it was. All he let me choose was the dress he would tear off me later.

      When I told him I wanted him to be gentle, he laughed at me, then ripped off my panties.

      I shouldn’t have been wet. I shouldn’t have moaned. But I was, and I did.

      When he threw me on the bed, I told him I’d never be his no matter how he made me scream.

      He just smiled. The kind of smile that said this was going to hurt and he was going to enjoy every moment of it. Then he bent down and whispered something in my ear that shook me to my core.

      “You’re already mine. You always have been.”

       

      Buy on Amazon
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      Feral

      He told me to stay away from him, that if I got too close he would not be able to stop himself. He would pin me down and take me so fiercely my throat would be sore from screaming before he finished wringing one savage, desperate climax after another from my helpless, quivering body.

      Part of me was terrified, but another part needed to know if he would truly throw me to the ground, mount me, and rut me like a wild animal, longer and harder than any human ever could.

      Now, as the feral beast flips me over to claim me even more shamefully when I’ve already been used more thoroughly than I imagined possible, I wonder if I should have listened to him…

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Inferno

      I thought I knew how to handle a man like him, but there are no men like him. Though he is a billionaire, when he desired me he did not try to buy me, and when he wanted me bared and bound he didn’t call his bodyguards. He did it himself, even as I fought him, because he could.

      He told me soon I would beg him to ravage me… and I did. But it wasn’t the pain of his belt searing my naked backside that drove me to plead with him to use me so shamefully I might never stop blushing. I begged because my body knew its master, and it didn’t give me a choice.

      But my body is not all he plans to claim. He wants my mind and my soul too, and he will have them. He’s going to take so much of me there will be nothing left. He’s going to consume me.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Manhandled

      Two hours ago, my ship reached the docks at Dryac.

      An hour ago, a slaver tried to drag me into an alley.

      Fifty-nine minutes ago, a beast of a man knocked him out cold.

      Fifty-eight minutes ago, I told my rescuer to screw off, I could take care of myself.

      Fifty-five minutes ago, I felt a thick leather belt on my bare backside for the first time.

      Forty-five minutes ago, I started begging.

      Thirty minutes ago, he bent me over a crate and claimed me in the most shameful way possible.

      Twenty-nine minutes ago, I started screaming.

      Twenty-five minutes ago, I climaxed with a crowd watching and my bottom sore inside and out.

      Twenty-four minutes ago, I realized he was nowhere near done with me.

      One minute ago, he finally decided I’d learned my lesson, for the moment at least.

      As he leads me away, naked, well-punished, and very thoroughly used, he tells me I work for him now, I’ll have to earn the privilege of clothing, and I’m his to enjoy as often as he pleases.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Marked

      I know how to handle men who won’t take no for an answer, but Silas isn’t a man. He’s a beast who takes what he wants, as long and hard and savagely as he pleases, and tonight he wants me.

      He’s not even pretending he’s going to be gentle. He’s going to ravage me, and it’s going to hurt.

      I’ll be spanked into quivering submission and used thoroughly and shamefully, but even when the endless series of helpless, screaming climaxes is finally over, I won’t just be sore and spent.

      I will be marked.

      My body will no longer be mine. It will be his to use, his to enjoy, and his to breed, and no matter how desperate my need might grow in his absence, it will respond to his touch alone.

      Forever.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Prize

      Exiled from Earth by a tyrannical government, I was meant to be sold for use on a distant world. But Vane doesn’t buy things. When he wants something, he takes it, and I was no different.

      This alien brute didn’t just strip me, punish me, and claim me with his whole crew watching. He broke me, making me beg for mercy and then for far more shameful things. Perhaps he would’ve been gentle if I hadn’t defied him in front of his men, but I doubt it. He’s not the gentle type.

      When he carried me aboard his ship naked, blushing, and sore, I thought I would be no more than a trophy to be shown off or a plaything to amuse him until he tired of me, but I was wrong.

      He took me as a prize, but he’s keeping me as his mate.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Alpha

      I used to believe beasts like him were nothing but legends and folklore. Then he came for me.

      He is no mere alpha wolf. He is the fearsome expression of the virility of the Earth itself, come into the world for the first time in centuries to claim a human female fated to be his mate.

      That human female is me.

      When I ran, he caught me. When I fought him, he punished me.

      I begged for mercy, but mercy isn’t what he has in mind for me.

      He’s going to force one brutal climax after another from my naked, quivering body until my throat is sore from screaming and he’s not going to stop until he is certain I know I am his.

      Then he’s going to breed me.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Thirst

      Cain came for me today. Even before he spoke his name his power all but drove me to my knees.

      Power that can pin me against a wall with just a thought and hold me there as he slowly cuts my clothes from my quivering body, making sure I know he is enjoying every blushing moment.

      Power that will punish me until I plead for mercy, tease and torment me until I beg for release, and then ravage me brutally over and over again until I’m utterly spent and shamefully broken.

      Power that will claim me as his forever.

      

      Buy on Amazon
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      Savage

      I thought no alpha could tame me. I was wrong.

      Many men have tried to master me, but never one like Aric. He is not just an alpha, he is a fearsome beast, and he means to take for himself what warriors and kings could not conquer.

      I thought I could fight him, but his mere presence forced overwhelming, unimaginable need upon me and now it is too late. I’m about to go into heat, and what comes next will be truly shameful.

      He’s going to ravage me, ruthlessly laying claim to every single inch of me, and it’s going to hurt. But no matter how desperately I plead as he wrenches one screaming climax after another from my helplessly willing body, he will not stop until I’m sore, spent, and marked as his.

      It will be nothing short of savage.

       

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Primal

      I escaped the chains of a king. Now a far more fearsome brute has claimed me.

      The Brotherhood gave him the right to breed me, but that is not why I am naked, wet, and sore.

      My bottom bears the marks of his hard, punishing hand because I defied my alpha.

      My body is slick with his seed and my own arousal because he took me anyway.

      He didn’t use me like a king enjoying a subject. He took me the way a beast claims his mate.

      It was long, hard, and painfully intense, but it was much more than that.

      It was primal.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Rough

      I came here as a spy. I ended up as the king’s property.

      I was captured and locked in a dungeon, but it was only when I saw Magnar that I felt real fear.

      He is a warrior and a king, but that is not why my virgin body quivers as I stand bare before him.

      He is not merely an alpha. He is my alpha.

      The one who will punish and master me.

      The one who will claim and ravage me.

      The one who will break me, but only after he’s made me beg for it.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Wild

      She’s going to scream for me and I don’t care who hears it.

      I traveled to this city to disrupt the plans of the Brotherhood’s enemies, not tame a defiant omega, but the moment Revna challenged me I knew punishing her would not be enough.

      Despite her blushing protests, I’m going to bare her beautiful body and mark her quivering bottom with my belt, but she won’t be truly put in her place until I put her flat on her back.

      I’m her alpha and I will use her as I please.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Enigma

      An alpha could not tame her. Now she will kneel before a god.

      For endless ages I’ve kept this world in balance, and over the centuries countless women have writhed and screamed and climaxed beneath me. But I’ve never felt the need for a mate.

      Until today. Until her.

      When I touch her, she trembles.

      When I mark her defiant little bottom with my belt, her bare thighs glisten with helpless arousal.

      When she lies next to me blushing, sore, and spent, my lust for her only grows stronger.

      The world be damned. I’m going to claim her for myself.

       

      Buy on Amazon
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      Frenzy

      Inside the walls I was a respected scientist. Out here I’m vulnerable, desperate, and soon to be at the mercy of the beasts and barbarians who rule these harsh lands. But that is not the worst of it.

      When the suppressants that keep my shameful secret wear off, overwhelming, unimaginable need will take hold of me completely. I’m about to go into heat, and I know what comes next…

      But I’m not the only one with instincts far beyond my control. Savage men roam this wilderness, driven by their very nature to claim a female like me more fiercely than I can imagine, paying no heed to my screams as one brutal climax after another is ripped from my helplessly willing body.

      It won’t be long now, and when the mating starts, it will be nothing short of a frenzy.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Frantic

      Naked, bound, and helplessly on display, my arousal drips down my bare thighs and pools at my feet as the entire city watches, waiting for the inevitable. I’m going into heat, and they know it.

      When the feral beasts who live outside the walls find me, they will show my virgin body no mercy. With my need growing more desperate by the second, I’m not sure I’ll want them to…

      By the time the brutes arrive to claim and ravage me, I’m going to be absolutely frantic.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Fever

      I’ve led the Omegaborn for years, but the moment these brutes arrived from beyond the wall I knew everything was about to change. These beasts aren’t here to take orders from me, they’re here to take me the way I was meant to be taken, no matter how desperately I resist what I need.

      Naked, punished, and sore, all I can do is scream out one savage, shameful climax after another as my body is claimed, used, and mastered. I’m about to learn what it means to be an omega…

      

      Buy on Amazon
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      Conquered

      I’ve lived in hiding since the Vakarrans arrived, helping my band of human survivors evade the aliens who now rule our world with an iron fist. But my luck ran out.

      Captured by four of their fiercest warriors, I know what comes next. They’ll make an example of me, to show how even the most defiant human can be broken, trained, and mastered.

      I promise myself that I’ll prove them wrong, that I’ll never yield, even when I’m stripped bare, publicly shamed, and used in the most humiliating way possible.

      But my body betrays me.

      My will to resist falters as these brutes share me between the four of them and I can’t help but wonder if soon, they will conquer my heart…

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Mastered

      First the Vakarrans took my home. Then they took my sister. Now, they have taken me.

      As a prisoner of four of their fiercest warriors, I know what fate awaits me. Humans who dare to fight back the way I did are not just punished, they are taught their place in ways so shameful I shudder to think about them.

      The four huge, intimidating alien brutes who took me captive are going to claim me in every way possible, using me more thoroughly than I can imagine. I despise them, yet as they force one savage, shattering climax after another from my naked, quivering body, I cannot help but wonder if soon I will beg for them to master me completely.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Ravaged

      Though the aliens were the ones I always feared, it was my own kind who hurt me. Men took me captive, and it was four Vakarran warriors who saved me. But they don’t plan to set me free…

      I belong to them now, and they intend to make me theirs more thoroughly than I can imagine.

      They are the enemy, and first I try to fight, then I try to run. But as they punish me, claim me, and share me between them, it isn’t long before I am begging them to ravage me completely.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Subdued

      The resistance sent them, but that’s not really why these four battle-hardened Vakarrans are here.

      They came for me. To conquer me. To master me. To ravage me. To strip me bare, punish me for the slightest hint of defiance, and use my quivering virgin body in ways far beyond anything in even the very darkest of my dreams, until I’ve been utterly, completely, and shamefully subdued.

      I vow never to beg for mercy, but I can’t help wondering how long it will be until I beg for more.

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Abducted

      When I left Earth behind to become a Celestial Mate, I was promised a perfect match. But four Vakarrans decided they wanted me, and Vakarrans don’t ask for what they want, they take it.

      These fearsome, savagely sexy alien warriors don’t care what some computer program thinks would be best for me. They’ve claimed me as their mate, and soon they will claim my body.

      I planned to resist, but after I was stripped bare and shamefully punished, they teased me until at last I pleaded for the climax I’d been so cruelly denied. When I broke, I broke completely. Now they are going to do absolutely anything they please with me, and I’m going to beg for all of it.

      

      Buy on Amazon
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      Wedded to the Warriors

      As an unauthorized third child, nineteen-year-old Aimee Harrington has spent her life avoiding discovery by government authorities, but her world comes crashing down around her after she is caught stealing a vehicle in an act of petulant rebellion. Within hours of her arrest, she is escorted onto a ship bound for a detention center in the far reaches of the solar system.

      This facility is no ordinary prison, however. It is a training center for future brides, and once Aimee has been properly prepared, she will be intimately, shamefully examined and then sold to an alien male in need of a mate. Worse still, Aimee’s defiant attitude quickly earns her the wrath of the strict warden, and to make an example of her, Aimee is offered as a wife not to a sophisticated gentleman but to three huge, fiercely dominant warriors of the planet Ollorin.

      Though Ollorin males are considered savages on Earth, Aimee soon realizes that while her new mates will demand her obedience and will not hesitate to spank her soundly if her behavior warrants it, they will also cherish and protect her in a way she has never experienced before. But when the time comes for her men to master her completely, will she find herself begging for more as her beautiful body is claimed hard and thoroughly by all three of them at once?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Her Alien Doctors

      After nineteen-year-old Jenny Monroe is caught stealing from the home of a powerful politician, she is sent to a special prison in deep space to be trained for her future role as an alien’s bride.

      Despite the public bare-bottom spanking she receives upon her arrival at the detention center, Jenny remains defiant, and before long she earns herself a trip to the notorious medical wing of the facility. Once there, Jenny quickly discovers that a sore bottom will now be the least of her worries, and soon enough she is naked, restrained, and shamefully on display as three stern, handsome alien doctors examine and correct her in the most humiliating ways imaginable.

      The doctors are experts in the treatment of naughty young women, and as Jenny is brought ever closer to the edge of a shattering climax only to be denied again and again, she finds herself begging to be taken in any way they please. But will her captors be content to give Jenny up once her punishment is over, or will they decide to make her their own and master her completely?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Taming Their Pet

      When the scheming of her father’s political enemies makes it impossible to continue hiding the fact that she is an unauthorized third child, twenty-year-old Isabella Bedard is sent to a detainment facility in deep space where she will be prepared for her new life as an alien’s bride.

      Her situation is made far worse after some ill-advised mischief forces the strict warden to ensure that she is sold as quickly as possible, and before she knows it, Isabella is standing naked before two huge, roughly handsome alien men, helpless and utterly on display for their inspection. More disturbing still, the men make it clear that they are buying her not as a bride, but as a pet.

      Zack and Noah have made a career of taming even the most headstrong of females, and they waste no time in teaching their new pet that her absolute obedience will be expected and even the slightest defiance will earn her a painful, embarrassing bare-bottom spanking, along with far more humiliating punishments if her behavior makes it necessary.

      Over the coming weeks, Isabella is trained as a pony and as a kitten, and she learns what it means to fully surrender her body to the bold dominance of two men who will not hesitate to claim her in any way they please. But though she cannot deny her helpless arousal at being so thoroughly mastered, can she truly allow herself to fall in love with men who keep her as a pet?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Sold to the Beasts

      As an unauthorized third child with parents who were more interested in their various criminal enterprises than they were in her, Michelle Carter is used to feeling unloved, but it still hurts when she is brought to another world as a bride for two men who turn out not to even want one.

      After Roan and Dane lost the woman they loved, they swore there would never be anyone else, and when their closest friend purchases a beautiful human he hopes will become their wife, they reject the match. Though they are cursed to live as outcasts who shift into terrible beasts, they are not heartless, so they offer Michelle a place in their home alongside the other servants. She will have food, shelter, and all she needs, but discipline will be strict and their word will be law.

      Michelle soon puts Roan and Dane to the test, and when she disobeys them her bottom is bared for a deeply humiliating public spanking. Despite her situation, the punishment leaves her shamefully aroused and longing for her new masters to make her theirs, and as the days pass they find that she has claimed a place in their hearts as well. But when the same enemy who took their first love threatens to tear Roan and Dane away from her, will Michele risk her life to intervene?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Mated to the Dragons

      After she uncovers evidence of a treasonous conspiracy by the most powerful man on Earth, Jada Rivers ends up framed for a terrible crime, shipped off to a detention facility in deep space, and kept in solitary confinement until she can be sold as a bride. But the men who purchase her are no ordinary aliens. They are dragons, the kings of Draegira, and she will be their shared mate.

      Bruddis and Draego are captivated by Jada, but before she can become their queen the beautiful, feisty little human will need to be publicly claimed, thoroughly trained, and put to the test in the most shameful manner imaginable. If she will not yield her body and her heart to them completely, the fire in their blood will burn out of control until it destroys the brotherly bond between them, putting their entire world at risk of a cataclysmic war.

      Though Jada is shocked by the demands of her dragon kings, she is left helplessly aroused by their stern dominance. With her virgin body quivering with need, she cannot bring herself to resist as they take her hard and savagely in any way they please. But can she endure the trials before her and claim her place at their side, or will her stubborn defiance bring Draegira to ruin?

      

      Buy on Amazon
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      A Gift for the King

      For an ordinary twenty-two-year-old college student like Lana, the idea of being kidnapped from Earth by aliens would have sounded absurd… until the day it happened. As Lana quickly discovers, however, her abduction is not even the most alarming part of her situation. To her shock, she soon learns that she is to be stripped naked and sold as a slave to the highest bidder.

      When she resists the intimate, deeply humiliating procedures necessary to prepare her for the auction, Lana merely earns herself a long, hard, bare-bottom spanking, but her passionate defiance catches the attention of her captor and results in a change in his plans. Instead of being sold, Lana will be given as a gift to Dante, the region’s powerful king.

      Dante makes it abundantly clear that he will expect absolute obedience and that any misbehavior will be dealt with sternly, yet in spite of everything Lana cannot help feeling safe and cared for in the handsome ruler’s arms. Even when Dante’s punishments leave her with flaming cheeks and a bottom sore from more than just a spanking, it only sets her desire for him burning hotter.

      But though Dante’s dominant lovemaking brings her pleasure beyond anything she ever imagined, Lana fears she may never be more than a plaything to him, and her fears soon lead to rebellion. When an escape attempt goes awry and she is captured by Dante’s most dangerous enemy, she is left to wonder if her master cares for her enough to come to her rescue. Will the king risk everything to reclaim what is his, and if he does bring his human girl home safe and sound, can he find a way to teach Lana once and for all that she belongs to him completely?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      A Gift for the Doctor

      After allowing herself to be taken captive in order to save her friends, Morgana awakens to find herself naked, bound, and at the mercy of a handsome doctor named Kade. She cannot hide her helpless arousal as her captor takes his time thoroughly examining her bare body, but when she disobeys him she quickly discovers that defiance will earn her a sound spanking.

      His stern chastisement and bold dominance awaken desires within her that she never knew existed, but Morgana is shocked when she learns the truth about Kade. As a powerful shifter and the alpha of his pack, he has been ordered by the evil lord who took Morgana prisoner to claim her and sire children with her in order to combine the strength of their two bloodlines.

      Kade’s true loyalties lie with the rebels seeking to overthrow the tyrant, however, and he has his own reasons for desiring Morgana as his mate. Though submitting to a dominant alpha does not come easily to a woman who was once her kingdom’s most powerful sorceress, Kade’s masterful lovemaking is unlike anything she has experienced before, and soon enough she is aching for his touch. But with civil war on the verge of engulfing the capital, will Morgana be torn from the arms of the man she loves or will she stand and fight at his side no matter the cost?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      A Gift for the Commander

      After she is rescued from a cruel tyrant and brought to the planet Terranovum, Olivia soon discovers that she is to be auctioned to the highest bidder. But before she can be sold, she must be trained, and the man who will train her is none other than the commander of the king's army.

      Wes has tamed many human females, and when Olivia resists his efforts to bathe her in preparation for her initial inspection, he strips the beautiful, feisty girl bare and spanks her soundly. His stern chastisement leaves Olivia tearful and repentant yet undeniably aroused, and after the punishment she cannot resist begging for her new master's touch.

      Once she has been examined Olivia's training begins in earnest, and Wes takes her to his bed to teach her what it means to belong to a dominant man. But try as he might, he cannot bring himself to see Olivia as just another slave. She touches his heart in a way he thought nothing could, and with each passing day he grows more certain that he must claim her as his own. But with war breaking out across Terranovum, can Wes protect both his world and his woman?

      

      Buy on Amazon
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      Claimed by the General

      When Ayala intervenes to protect a fellow slave-girl from a cruel man’s unwanted attentions, she catches the eye of the powerful general Lord Eiotan. Impressed with both her boldness and her beauty, the handsome warrior takes Ayala into his home and makes her his personal servant.

      Though Eiotan promises that Ayala will be treated well, he makes it clear that he expects his orders to be followed and he warns her that any disobedience will be sternly punished. Lord Eiotan is a man of his word, and when Ayala misbehaves she quickly finds herself over his knee for a long, hard spanking on her bare bottom. Being punished in such a humiliating manner leaves her blushing, but it is her body’s response to his chastisement which truly shames her.

      Ayala does her best to ignore the intense desire his firm-handed dominance kindles within her, but when her new master takes her in his arms she cannot help longing for him to claim her, and when he makes her his own at last, his masterful lovemaking introduces her to heights of pleasure she never thought possible.

      But as news of the arrival of an invader from across the sea reaches the city and a ruthless conqueror sets his eyes on Ayala, her entire world is thrown into turmoil. Will she be torn from Lord Eiotan’s loving arms, or will the general do whatever it takes to keep her as his own?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      Kept for Christmas

      After Raina LeBlanc shows up for a meeting unprepared because she was watching naughty videos late at night instead of working, she finds herself in trouble with Dr. Eliot Knight, her stern, handsome boss. He makes it clear that she is in need of strict discipline, and soon she is lying over his knee for a painful, embarrassing bare-bottom spanking.

      Though her helpless display of arousal during the punishment fills Raina with shame, she is both excited and comforted when Eliot takes her in his arms after it is over, and when he invites her to spend the upcoming Christmas holiday with him she happily agrees. But is she prepared to offer him the complete submission he demands?

      

      Buy on Amazon

      

      The Warrior’s Little Princess

      Irena cannot remember who she is, where she came from, or how she ended up alone in a dark forest wearing only a nightgown, but none of that matters as much as the fact that the vile creatures holding her captive seem intent on having her for dinner. Fate intervenes, however, when a mysterious, handsome warrior arrives in the nick of time to save her.

      Darrius has always known that one day he would be forced by the power within him to claim a woman, and after he rescues the beautiful, innocent Irena he decides to make her his own. But the feisty girl will require more than just the protection Darrius can offer. She will need both his gentle, loving care and his firm hand applied to her bare bottom whenever she is naughty.

      Irena soon finds herself quivering with desire as Darrius masters her virgin body completely, and she delights in her new life as his little girl. But Darrius is much more than an ordinary sellsword, and being his wife will mean belonging to him utterly, to be taken hard and often in even the most shameful of ways. When the truth of her own identity is revealed at last, will she still choose to remain by his side?

      

      Buy on Amazon
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      Do you want to read a FREE book?

      Sign up for Sara Fields’ newsletter and get a FREE copy of Sold to the Enemy!

      
        
        https://www.sarafieldsromance.com/newsletter

      

      

      

      About Sara Fields

      Sara Fields is a USA Today bestselling romance author with a proclivity for dirty things, especially those centered in DARK, FANTASY, and ROMANCE. If you like science fiction, fantasy, reverse harem, menage, pet play and other kinky filthy things, all complete with happily-ever-afters, then you will enjoy her books. 
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