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      I don’t want his money. I want his daughter.

      

      
        My dad is in big trouble.

        He owes money to the most powerful man on the East Coast, and he can’t pay.

        When I approach Mr. Connolly and try to take over the loan, he has a different idea.

        He’s willing to wipe off the debt if I submit to him.

        I have to do what he commands, when he commands it.

        I think this Over The Top alpha male is a little obsessed with me.

        Good thing I love every second of it…

      

      

      You down with OTT? This is an Olivia T. Turner book, which means it features a possessive and totally obsessed Over The Top male who isn’t afraid to take what he wants! If you like your book boyfriends sweet and cuddly than shut the computer off and walk away. If you like your heroes, rough, dirty and possessive to the extreme, come on in and have some fun…

    

  


  
    
      
        This book is for my female readers and all of the men who’ve been obsessed with them.
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        Bree

      

      “You’re lying.”

      My father just sighs. He looks so worn out. Tired. When did he start showing his age like this?

      It’s like all of the years caught up to him in one week. I could be going crazy but I don’t think that he had this many gray hairs last week.

      “Just go clean table six,” he says, looking at me with bloodshot eyes. “Please, Bree.”

      “Dad,” I say, tossing the rag onto the stainless steel counter of the waitress station. “What happened?”

      His eyes drop to the tiled floor. “Nothing.”

      The cast on his arm is telling a different story.

      “Are you in some kind of trouble?”

      He runs a hand through his no longer brown hair and takes a deep breath, holding it in as he closes his eyes in frustration. “Can you just clean the table, please?” he asks, looking like he’s about to crumble from stress.

      I open my mouth to reply but then think twice about it. He looks like he’s under a ton of pressure and he doesn’t need me adding to it. “Sure, Dad,” I say, taking the damp rag. “Why don’t you go take a walk outside? Try to relax a little bit.”

      He gives me a tight smile. “Good idea. It’s not like there’s much going on in here.” He looks past me to the almost empty dining room and sighs.

      I’m worried about him. My father has poured everything into this restaurant for the two of us but lately, nothing has worked and the people just aren’t coming.

      I walk through the maze of empty tables to the one dirty table by the fireplace. It was a nice couple. They only shared a couple of appetizers. Two drinks. Not nearly enough to pay this week’s bills.

      It’s Friday night and this place should be bumping but instead there’s only crickets. Literally, crickets. They come in through the side door.

      I glance back over my shoulder at my father as he walks past the cooks who are hanging around, either chatting to each other or on their phones. Each one is getting paid by the hour. And with no money coming in, it’s money coming out of my father’s life savings, money coming from Visa, and worst of all, money adding to his debt to Cormac Connolly.

      Mr. Connolly is the head of the Irish mafia in the area. The man who you don’t make eye contact with. The man who you cross the street when you see him coming in the opposite direction. The man who can take your life.

      My father never told me the truth of where he got the money to open this restaurant but I have a few guesses. One in particular.

      You see my father grew up with these people. His parents were poor Irish immigrants and my dad grew up in a neighborhood of poor Irish immigrants. So when he needed to borrow money to open up a restaurant he didn’t go to a bank. He did what people who grew up where he grew up did, he borrowed it from Cormac Connolly.

      And I’m sure that’s how he got his broken arm.

      The restaurant hasn’t been busy. I’ve been here and seen it with my own two eyes. I can’t imagine how my father is paying the bills. Simply, he’s not.

      I pick up the empty glasses on the dirty table and push the chair back in when I’m done. A cricket jumps out from behind the chair leg and chirps, mocking me. They know I won’t kill them. I don’t have the heart to.

      “Come on,” I say, pushing it gently with my foot toward the side door. “You have to order something if you want to stay. Lord knows we need the business.”

      The cricket is a stubborn one but I do my best Wayne Gretzky with my foot and guide him toward the side door.

      “And stay out,” I say to him as I open the door and push him out. “And tell your friends.”

      He leaps out of the restaurant and I smile when he disappears into the long grass. I’ll probably see him again tomorrow.

      A big heavy hand grabs the door from me and rips it open, nearly taking me with it.

      “Oops,” I say, as I try to steady the glasses in my hand that almost fell. “That was a close one, I almost-”

      The words vanish from my throat when I look up with a dropped jaw. Two of the largest men that I’ve ever seen walk through the door like they own the place.

      And according to the shamrock tattoos on their neck, they do.

      I don’t know their names but I know who they are. I also know to stay away from them.

      They are Mr. Connolly’s two best enforcers. The two that he trusts the most. The two deadliest in his criminal organization.

      My heart races as they barrel past me into the dining room. They’re so big that I feel a gust of wind as they walk by, like a train blowing past me.

      “Would you two like a table?” I ask. My voice is small. Weak. Timid.

      There’s an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach as I realize that they’re here for my father and not for the nearly expired chicken wings or soggy salads.

      “Where’s Arthur?” the larger one with the long red beard asks.

      My voice is gone. My mouth is so dry as the soggy salad that I ate earlier threatens to come back up.

      “Office,” the other one grunts. He’s got a scar on his cheek and violent eyes that make me want to run out the door.

      “Wait,” I say, finally finding my voice as they walk towards the kitchen. “My father is gone for the weekend. He’ll be back on Monday.”

      They just ignore me as they step into the back. I follow them as my mind races, wondering what to do.

      The cooks all scatter like the cockroaches hiding under the grill when they see the two goons coming. They grab their phones and sprint out the back door, leaving my father to face these two thugs all by himself.

      I swallow hard as I steel my nerves. Not all by himself. He’s got me.

      But what can I do against two mountains?

      They walk straight up to the door of my father’s office and walk right in.

      “Bree,” he says with exasperation in his voice. “I told you that I-”

      His mouth drops when he sees who it is.

      “Brock. Lynch,” he says, looking up in surprise. “What are you doing here?”

      Brock is the one with the long red beard. He doesn’t like that question. “What are we doing here?” he asks as he walks up to my dad. “We own the place.”

      My father gets up from his chair as the goon comes closer. He looks so small compared to the two of them. He doesn’t stand a chance.

      Brock sits down on his chair and puts his feet on the desk, knocking over a coffee that spills on some invoices. He never takes his hard eyes off of my trembling father.

      “I, uh, I thought Mr. Connolly said the payment was due on Monday.” I’ve never heard such fear in my father’s voice. It makes my muscles quiver.

      “He changed his mind,” Brock says, leaning back in the chair.

      Lynch is just standing there like a statue with his huge arms crossed over his massive chest. He’s eying my father like an alpha lion watching a helpless mouse.

      “Tell me you have it,” Brock says, stroking his long red beard. “Please tell me that, Arthur. I don’t want to have to break your other arm. Or the arm of your pretty daughter.”

      My heart stops when I hear that. I’m in the hallway and I could easily run away. I could run out the door and be on a bus away from here before they even know that I’m gone but I can’t leave my father with these two thugs. If I can help, I will.

      “Please leave Bree out of this,” he begs, looking terrified now. “She’s such a good girl and she has nothing to do with this. She didn’t ask for this.”

      “She asked for this when she went ahead and had a broke loser for a father,” Brock says, grinning.

      “Please.” My father’s chin is trembling.

      Brock chuckles as he gets up. “Luckily for her, the boss said only to rough you up. But I’m guessing that if you don’t give us next week’s payment, that will change.”

      My stomach drops as I listen. I didn’t realize things were that bad. What has my dad gotten us into?

      “You have the money?” Brock asks, closing in on my father. He towers over him like an executioner.

      My dad’s face goes as white as the still unpainted walls of his office. He rushes to the desk and grabs a paper off it. “Look,” he says, panicking. “This is an invoice for ten crates of tomatoes.” The invoice is shaking in his hands as he looks up at them with desperate eyes. “Three of the crates were rotten. I’m getting a refund tomorrow and as soon as I do, I’ll run over to Mr. Connolly’s office and pay him the money.”

      “With tomatoes?” Brock asks, chuckling. “You want to pay the head of the Irish mafia with tomatoes?”

      “No,” my dad says, shaking his head violently. “With the refund. Cash. Real money.”

      Brock turns to Lynch with a grin. “What do you think, Lynch? Do you think that Mr. Connolly would like to be paid a day late, with rotten tomatoes?”

      Lynch just shakes his huge head.

      “It’s real money!” my dad shrieks as Brock steps forward.

      Without thinking, I race to the kitchen and grab the biggest butcher’s knife that I can find. They’re not going to lay a finger on my father if I can help it.

      I sprint back, squeezing the handle so hard that my knuckles burn. When I return, Lynch is holding my screaming father down on the table as Brock extends his good arm.

      I know what’s going to happen next so I burst into the room, slashing the knife through the air like a little redheaded pirate. “Let him go!” I scream.

      The two goons turn to me with smirks on their faces.

      “Is she your bodyguard?” Brock asks with a chuckle.

      “Bree!” my dad screams. “Get out of here!” He looks even more terrified now than when the enforcers grabbed him.

      I hold the knife out, trying to look confident and dangerous but feeling the opposite on the inside. I can’t even kill a cricket, so why am I threatening to kill two humans?

      My standoff doesn’t last long.

      Lynch lunges at me impossibly fast and grabs my wrist with an iron grip. I drop the knife and scream as he squeezes it, feeling like every bone in my wrist is snapping.

      “Leave her!” my dad screams, desperately trying to get up but it’s pointless with the mountain of a man, Brock holding him down like that.

      “Teach her a lesson,” Brock says, grinning as he watches me.

      I don’t even see the punch coming.

      One second, I’m being held up by Lynch’s powerful grip and the next second, I’m slumped on the floor with my left eye burning, my head pounding, and my knees weak like they’re made of Jello-O.

      I can barely see with the water and stars in my eyes, making my vision hazy. I can hardly hear either, with the constant thump thump thump in my ears.

      But somehow, the loud crack and my father’s cringing scream rips through my haze.

      I try to shake my head clear as the two monsters release my father and walk out, laughing. “We’ll see you tomorrow,” they say as they leave. “And you better have more than just rotten tomatoes.”

      My father rolls off the desk and slumps to the floor, clutching his good arm, which is now his second broken arm.

      We crawl toward each other and meet somewhere in the middle, until we’re clutching one another and crying helplessly.

      It’s not a good feeling.

      My father has always been such a proud man and what really hurts is to see him so broken and demasculinized. That hurts more than my throbbing eye.

      This won’t end until my father is dead.

      The restaurant is not getting busier. The money is going out more than it’s coming in.

      My father has carried us so long, ever since my mother died eight years ago when I was ten. Maybe it’s time for me to step up and help out.

      Maybe I can take care of his debt so that he can enjoy his golden years on a golf course in peace.

      I have to try.

      When we finally get up, close the restaurant, and get in the car to head to the hospital, I’ve made up my mind.

      I’m going to go see Cormac Connolly tomorrow.

      And settle this debt for good.
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        Cormac

      

      “But I’m the best earner in six counties!” the little jerk screams as Brock pins his arms behind his back.

      I’m sick of this guy. What kind of piece of trash sells drugs to kids?

      Sammy screams as Brock tightens his grip.

      This piece of trash.

      “By selling to kids,” I say as I walk out from behind my desk with my eyes locked on him. “Only the lowest of the low sell product to children. You sell for me. That means you’re making me sell product to children. Am I the lowest of the low?”

      Sammy shakes his greasy head in a panic. “No. Definitely not.”

      I reach into his jeans and pull out a wad of cash. There’s at least three grand in here. I toss it on my desk and it explodes into a mess of hundred dollar bills.

      “Relax,” I say when I see his legs shaking. “I’m not going to kill you. I should but I’m not. You’re still my best earner even if it because you’re a piece of trash.”

      Sammy’s eyes drop to my shiny shoes. He’s terrified of me. As he should be.

      I wouldn’t think twice about ending his pathetic life.

      I reach into my pocket and pull out my switchblade. Sammy’s eyes go wide when he hears the click of the blade popping up.

      He shivers as I place the tip under his chin and guide his head up until he’s looking at me. “Sell to one more child and see what happens.”

      He can’t move his head with my knife pinning him in place but the intention is clear in his petrified eyes. He won’t disobey me.

      Nobody does.

      Or, nobody alive does.

      “I won’t,” he says, staring into my eyes. “I promise.”

      I don’t need his promises. I need his fear. And I have it.

      “Let him go, Brock,” I say, as I close the blade and stuff the knife back into my pocket.

      Sammy takes a breath of relief as the brute releases him.

      “Thank you, sir,” he says, clasping his hands together in front of him as he grovels. I hate grovelers. “I won’t let you down.”

      I glance at Lynch and he nods, moving fast as he grabs the greasy mutt. Brock opens the door of my office and Lynch literally throws him into the hallway.

      Brock and Lynch are my two best men. All brute and no brains. They do what I say and are loyal as can be. They get people to pay up, they watch my back, and after me, they’re the two most important people in my organization.

      “Watch him,” I say after Brock closes the door. “If you hear that he’s back at the playgrounds, you bring him to me.” I want to be the one who snuffs him out.

      A few minutes later, there’s a knock on the door. It’s so soft and timid that I barely hear it.

      Brock opens the door a crack and starts laughing when he sees who is there. I tilt my head to the side, curious and trying to get a look but I can’t see with Brock in the way.

      “Who is it?” I ask.

      Brock looks over his shoulder with a grin on his face. “Just a little mouse,” he says with a smile. “Want me to crush her?”

      He’s got my curiosity peaked. “Move.”

      He does as I command and reveals the most beautiful sight that I’ve ever seen as he steps to the side.

      It hits me like a train slamming into my core. A force grips my soul and threatens to end me unless I make her mine.

      She’s the most gorgeous thing that I’ve ever seen.

      Big red hair that waves like flowing lava. I’m so mesmerized that I’m afraid if I touch it, I’ll get burned.

      Her bright eyes are impossibly blue with a gorgeous sprinkle of freckles dotted across her smooth cheeks. I swallow hard as I take in her luscious pink lips, desperately wondering if they taste as good as they look. I vow at that moment to do anything to find out.

      My heart is thumping in my chest, slamming against my ribcage. All I can do is stare at her in disbelief. Disbelief that a girl can make me react like this.

      She’s wearing a yellow shirt that makes her face shine like the sun, which is completely fitting because it feels like the sun has been removed from the center of the universe and she took its place. She’s the center of my universe now.

      My hands are shaking. Shaking! My hands never shake. I slip them under the desk so that no one sees.

      I’m completely frozen in my chair, like the clouds opened up and an angel descended from them into my office. I stare at her, transfixed with my palms sweating. Everything I know about life and love and need is gone. I live for her now. I love her intensely with every cell in my body. I need her like I need the air that is so hard to breathe with my chest burning so tightly.

      “Back for more?” Brock says, laughing.

      Rage burns through me. He’s laughing at her. He’s a dead man.

      But I can’t move. It’s like the world has been flipped upside down. I can barely breathe in her presence. She hasn’t said a word but I already know that I must have her.

      Our souls were made for each other and I feel a dark need growing inside of me; a need to possess her completely.

      “Mr. Connolly,” she says, looking right at me with those devastating blue eyes. A warm shiver flows through me when I hear the sweet sound of her voice.

      Anger mixes with desire. I’m angry that this beautiful angel existed in this world and nobody brought her to me. How much time was wasted without her by my side? It makes me cringe to think about it.

      She’s here now. And she’s never going to leave.

      “Mr. Connolly,” she repeats when I just sit here, staring at her in shock. “I would like to talk to you about my father, Arthur Walsh.”

      Every hair on my arm is standing straight up like an army on alert as she speaks. She’s so brave and courageous. I know what she must have heard about me. I have a reputation of being ruthless and violent. It was all done by design. Yet, she is in my office standing straight and looking me in the eye.

      She looks so young and innocent. She can’t be older than eighteen, yet here she is, holding her own as she talks with the most powerful man in the city.

      I take a deep breath as I wait for her to go on. I don’t feel very powerful now. I feel like she could shatter me to pieces simply by walking out the door. She could crush my heart with just a look of pain.

      “He owes you money, I believe,” she continues when I don’t say a word. I couldn’t even if I tried.

      My mind is racing, already imagining how soft and supple she would feel lying under me, wondering what I can do to make her mine forever.

      I clear my throat and sit up, never taking my eyes off of the stunning beauty standing in front of me. “He does. Are you his daughter?”

      She nods.

      A dark thought flashes through my mind. I want to take her and lock her in my room. I want to rip off her clothes and cum in her to make her mine. I want to plant my seed in her young womb and never let her go.

      “My father can’t pay you,” she says, her voice trembling. It breaks my heart to see her so upset. I could easily wipe away her father’s debt to me with a stroke of my pen but I won’t. I can use that to bind her to me, to lock her into my life. I’m a selfish prick but right now, I would kill God himself for a single kiss of those lips.

      She raises her chin and meets my eye with a fierce determination that makes me light-headed. “I would like to take on his debt.”

      Brock bursts out laughing but the violent look I shoot him shuts him up real fast.

      My greedy eyes wander down her young innocent body, taking in every glorious inch. “And how are you going to pay me for his tremendous debt?”

      She gulps but holds my eyes. She’s so beautiful.

      “By working for it.” She pulls out a paper from her pocket and unfolds it as she steps forward. “I can pay you five hundred dollars a month for the next ten years and that should cover it.”

      I can’t help but admire her courage as she places the paper on my desk. It’s written in pencil on a ripped out paper from a notebook. I imagine her using her school books to calculate how she can take over her father’s debt and the thought fills me with a flood of warmth.

      “This is not enough,” I say, looking down at the paper. The financials work, she even took into account the interest, but it’s still not enough. I only want her.

      I want to keep her. I want to protect her.

      I want to slide my cock into her tight pussy every morning and every night and hear her moan my name on those sweet lips of hers.

      And I won’t stop until I make that a reality.

      “I’ll pay you every penny,” she says, her blue eyes sparkling. “I give you my word.”

      I was so captivated by her blue eyes that I didn’t notice the darkness on her skin. I dart around the desk in an instant, stopping right in front of her as she leans back in shock.

      I take her cheek in my hand and tilt her head up as I examine her left eye. She’s covered it with makeup but I know it’s there: a black eye.

      Murderous heat rushes through my body as I lick my thumb and wipe away the cover-up on her soft purple skin.

      “Who did this to you?” I demand a name. I’m already fantasizing about what I’m going to do to him as my body tenses and my pulse races.

      Her pure innocent eyes drop to the floor. “I fell down the stairs,” she mutters.

      My eyes dart over to my right hand men, Brock and Lynch. Maybe they know who the soon to be dead man who touched her is.

      Lynch looks at the wall, the floor, the ceiling, anywhere but at me. His cheeks are burning red as he swallows nervously.

      Brock’s worried eyes are on Lynch.

      He’s a dead man.

      I want to rip his heart out of his chest immediately but I’m not going to do it in front of her. She’ll never have violence in her life again. As long as she never tries to leave.

      It takes everything I have to release her soft cheek. “Did you do this to her?” I demand of Lynch as I step toward him. He’s larger than me but I’m not scared of him. I’m not scared of any man.

      He gulps as he shakes his head, staring at me with guilty eyes.

      “It’s okay,” she says, placing her hand on my forearm. “I fell down the stairs. It’s the truth.”

      I pry my eyes off of Lynch and turn back to her. Her face is like porcelain. It’s perfect.

      I could stare at her face for hours, for days.

      Her lips are hypnotic when they move. Utterly spellbinding when they’re still.

      Her sparkling white teeth are straight except for one crooked one that makes her mouth that much better. A flaw that’s not a flaw. A flaw that makes her that much more perfect.

      I’m wondering what her smile looks like when she takes the paper off of my desk and hands it to me. “Please, Mr. Connolly. My father is tired and he tries really hard. He’s just an Irishman who is down on his luck. Please let me take on his debt.”

      She looks so worried. Someone as young as her shouldn’t be burdened with problems like this.

      I want to hold her and tell her that everything is going to be okay. I want to take care of her and provide her with whatever she needs until the day I die.

      “Chin up, Buttercup,” I say, taking the paper from her. I don’t know her name and I don’t know why I call her that but it’s fitting. Maybe it’s the yellow shirt or it’s the brightness that she brings to my dark and dreary world but that’s what comes out. “Everything is going to be okay. Go home and I’ll take care of everything.”

      She takes a breath of relief. “Does this mean?”

      “It means we’ll figure it out,” I say, staring into her eyes.

      She stares back at me and her face softens. “Thank you.”

      I should handle this now. I should do everything that I can to keep her here and put my baby in her, binding us together forever but I can’t.

      Lynch hurt her and I won’t be able to breathe until I put a bullet in his head.

      Brock opens the door for her and I watch with a tight chest as she leaves. My anger just increases when she’s out of my sight.

      I turn to Lynch with an unstoppable rage burning through me. It makes me furious that she’s out of my presence and it’s all his fault.

      “You okay, boss?” Brock asks nervously as I slowly walk over to his friend.

      Lynch gulps as he watches me approach. He knows that he’s in trouble, but he doesn’t realize how much. If he did, he’d be lunging for the door.

      I’m usually so calm. So composed. I run my organization with my brain, never letting my temper get in the way of decision making but today is different.

      This girl is unraveling me.

      She’s consuming my thoughts.

      Her sweet candy scent is still in my nose, making me crazy.

      “You. Hit. Her?” I ask, glaring up at Lynch.

      His cheeks turn a guilty red and it’s all the proof that I need. I kick his kneecap, dropping him to the ground and land three hard punches on his face.

      I may not be a young pup anymore like I was in my old boxing days, but I’m still tough as nails and can still idiot someone up.

      Lynch grabs his crooked nose that’s bleeding like a leaky faucet as I slowly walk behind the desk and open the top drawer.

      Brock’s eyes are wild and alive as they dart from me to Lynch back and forth, back and forth.

      I grab the handgun that’s sitting on a pile of papers and cock it as I walk back to the dead man who starts begging as he holds his broken face.

      I’m not interested in hearing any pleading. He touched my girl. He gets a bullet in his head.

      Bang.

      Brock jumps at the noise. I turn to him as Lynch’s lifeless body slumps to the floor. There’s a exit wound in the back of his head, bleeding on my expensive carpet.

      “Boss,” Brock says, stepping back as he shows me his palms. “That was a good move. He deserved it.”

      “You let him touch her,” I say, raising the smoking gun. “You let it happen.”

      “No,” he says in a panic. “I wasn’t in the-”

      Bang.

      He drops to the floor to join his friend in hell.

      Nobody touches my Buttercup. Ever.

      She’s mine now and under my protection.

      It’s time to go tell her that.
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      “You’re going to have to learn to eat with your feet,” I joke as I feed my father some spaghetti. Both of his arms are in casts now so I have to do pretty much everything.

      But I don’t mind. He could use a break.

      “I’m so sorry,” he says when he’s finished chewing. He looks devastated and has barely been able to meet my eye since the goons came into the restaurant last night and broke his arm. “You didn’t deserve to see that.”

      “And you didn’t deserve to have it happen,” I say, wiping sauce off of his chin with a napkin. “What doesn’t kill us can only make us stronger, right?”

      He nods but he doesn’t look like he feels any stronger.

      I start to think back to this afternoon as I feed him. It was both terrifying and thrilling to be standing in front of Cormac Connolly, the head of the Irish mafia. I was so nervous.

      My legs were shaking and I was sweating so much when I walked in, but standing in front of him so close as he towered over me with those sexy dark eyes started to do something else for me.

      My nerves turned into desire. My fear turned into want.

      I didn’t expect him to be so gorgeous. I had seen him around town before but never up close. My father always taught me to drop my eyes and hurry away whenever he was in the area so I always did. He would freak out if he knew that a few hours earlier, I was standing in his office, negotiating with him.

      He looked so big and powerful as he stood over me, oozing out a dark, dominant energy that threatened to consume me whole. He’s a pure alpha male and seeing that, feeling the power that he had over people, including the two huge men who hurt my father, woke something carnal and primal within me.

      I’ve never been attracted to older men but this older man is different. How can I not be attracted to him?

      His dark eyes were on me, staring at me fiercely like I was the most important thing in the world. It was the first time that I ever felt like I was being seen. Truly seen by a man.

      My father loves me but he doesn’t count and the boys at school always teased me about my red hair. They were much too immature and spoiled to ever hold my interest.

      Cormac Connolly is different. Looking into his eyes was like looking through a window into his soul. His dark, domineering soul. Ever since I left, I’ve been wanting another peek.

      I can’t stop thinking of the way my skin felt like it was ignited in a blissful fire under his touch. My cheek still tingles whenever I think about it.

      “You should leave,” my father says when we’re finished eating and I’m doing the dishes. “Get on a bus and get as far away from here as possible.”

      I laugh it off as I fill up the sink with water even though he’s serious. “Who’s going to waitress for the restaurant?”

      “For the non-existent customers?” my father asks. He looks so pathetic with both of his arms in casts. “I mean it, Bree. You should leave tonight. It’s not safe for you here. Every time I look at your black eye it makes me sick. I’m afraid that the people who did that will come back and do worse.”

      I shake my head as I drop the dirty plates into the mound of bubbles. I just can’t believe that Mr. Connolly would hurt me. He seemed so agitated when he saw my black eye. It took everything that I had not to smirk at that goon who did it to me.

      I smile as I wash the plate, hoping that Mr. Connolly paid him back with interest.

      “I’m not leaving, Dad.”

      “This is not a time for you to be stubborn,” he says, getting agitated. “Your safety is my prima-”

      A knock on the door shuts him up. His face goes white as he turns to it.

      “Don’t answer it,” he whispers.

      I wave my wet hand at him as I walk over to the door. “There could be a problem in the restaurant,” I say, wiping my hands on the back of my jeans. We live in a tiny one bedroom apartment over the restaurant. Dad gave me the room. He sleeps on the couch. It’s cramped and sometimes I dream about living in a mansion with a closet that’s bigger than this whole apartment, but it’s still my home so I don’t complain. Besides, Dad is trying the best that he can.

      My breath catches in my throat as I look through the peephole and see Mr. Connolly standing there in a suit.

      “Who is it?” my dad whispers.

      If I told him he would forbid me to open the door so I just open it.

      The gorgeous sight of Cormac Connolly in a fitted suit, staring down at me with the most intense eyes that I’ve ever seen makes me breathless. It cements me to the spot, making me forget my manners and I don’t invite him in.

      “Mr. Connolly,” my father says, standing up behind me.

      Mr. Connolly doesn’t take his heated eyes off of me, even when my father nudges me out of the way so that he can invite him in.

      “Come in,” he says, struggling to get the door with his broken arms. “Please, come in.”

      Mr. Connolly finally pries his eyes off of me and looks at my father. He cringes when he sees the casts on his arms before walking in.

      “Go to your room and close the door,” my father whispers in my ear as he closes the front door.

      I just pretend not to hear. Something tells me that Mr. Connolly is here for me anyway.

      “We just ate dinner,” my father says nervously, as he guides him to the table. “But we have some leftovers if you’re hungry.”

      Mr. Connolly looks so confident and sure of himself next to my bumbling dad. He walks through the apartment like he owns the place. Maybe he does own this place.

      I feel my cheeks go red as he sits at the table and watches me as I return to the dishes in the sink.

      “I’m not here for food,” he says in a deep gritty voice. “I’m here for something else.”

      My father swallows hard as he sits in his chair. “I’m going to get you the money,” he says, starting to fidget nervously.

      Mr. Connolly ignores him and turns his attention to me. “Stop doing the dishes,” he commands. His voice is so firm and powerful. I can see how he rose to be the head of one of the biggest criminal organizations in the state. I’m ready to follow every command that he gives me.

      I drop the glass in the sink and slowly turn around.

      “You’ll never do another dish again,” he says staring me in the eyes.

      “Bree,” my father says quickly. “Why don’t you go check on the restaurant downstairs?”

      I see Mr. Connolly mouth my name and then his lips curl up in the faintest of smiles. He’s a hard man with a hard face and a hard body, but there’s softness in him when it comes to me.

      He’s handsome in a dangerous kind of way with brown wavy hair that’s perfectly styled to the side and a masculine jaw with a strong nose that looks like it was broken a few times. His body is big and muscular and looks amazing in his fitted suit that probably costs a fortune.

      “Bree,” my father says again, with more force this time.

      But I can’t take my eyes off of Mr. Connolly.

      “It’s okay,” Mr. Connolly says, placing a hand on the table. “It’s actually Bree who I came to see.”

      My father leans back in his chair, his eyes widening. That was the last thing that he wanted to hear.

      Mr. Connolly looks right at me. “I will let you pay me back.”

      “No!” my father shouts out. He looks at me in a panic as he shakes his head wildly. “Bree, you can’t.”

      Mr. Connolly just ignores him. “But I don’t want your money. I want you.”

      I stroke my throat as I listen to his words, the words that I spent all afternoon dreaming that he would say. I wanted him to come back for me. I want to leave this place where I always have to be a responsible adult and let him take care of me. I don’t want to have to steal underwear from the store or wait until cans expire at the grocery store before I can buy them with money that we don’t have.

      I want him to take me away from all of this and just be there for me.

      “No,” my dad shouts. “You can’t have her.”

      But Mr. Connolly doesn’t need my father’s permission. He only needs my permission.

      And I want to give it to him.

      “Mr. Connolly,” my father says desperately. “I’m going to get you your money!”

      “I don’t want money,” he answers, staring right at me. “Your debt will be forgotten if she comes with me.”

      My dad just shakes his head, listening in disbelief.

      I on the other hand, am listening with interest.

      The thought of it intrigues me. This powerful man has some kind of hold on me already and I want to walk down the dangerous path for once to see where it leads me. I want to see where he can take me.

      I know what he’s asking for. I’m not a child anymore.

      I’m still a virgin and I’ve never even had a kiss before. While other kids my age were out partying and hooking up at night and on the weekends, I was busying working in the restaurant, trying to help my father make ends meet.

      I finally find my voice. “What’s going to happen if I come with you?”

      “You’ll come live with me.” He says it simply like he’s not flipping my world inside out. “I’ll take care of you. You’ll have anything that you desire and want for nothing. You’ll never have to work a day in your life and you’ll have servants to fulfill your every need.”

      His eyes are so soft when he talks to me. I know that he’s telling the truth.

      “But I’m going to be honest with you, Buttercup,” he says, rubbing his chin as he goes on. “We must always be honest with each other.”

      I don’t know why but I nod.

      “If you come with me,” he says, the darkness back in his eyes. “There’s no going back. You won’t be allowed to leave me.”

      “No way,” my dad says, shaking his head. “I’m not going to let my daughter be your prisoner!”

      Mr. Connolly turns to him with a hardness on his face. “She won’t be my prisoner. She’ll be my wife.”

      The word sends warm shivers rushing through me. I like the sound of that word on his lips.

      My father is staring at him in disbelief.

      “I understand your concern,” Mr. Connolly says to my dad. “But I want you to know that no one will ever love her the way that I do. She will be my world. My everything. No one will care for her more or make her as happy as I will. She won’t know the meaning of suffering if she comes with me. She won’t know the meaning of pain or sadness. She’ll be the light in my dark world and I will treasure her forever.”

      My dad doesn’t look so sure, but I do. I want to go.

      “But,” my dad says, stuttering. “She won’t be able to leave? Ever?”

      Mr. Connolly shakes his head. “Never. She’ll be my light and I’ll want to keep the light in my life. I won’t let the best part of my life leave.”

      “What about my father?” I ask nervously. “He needs me to help take care of him.”

      Mr. Connolly raises a finger as he pulls out his phone. He makes a call, asks for a Michael and tells him that he needs a live-in nurse for a month. After a few seconds and a couple of nods, Mr. Connolly shuts off his phone and slides it back into his pocket.

      “Your father will be taken care of by a professionally trained nurse,” he says. “And as for the bills…” He pulls out a thick envelope and drops it on the table. One hundred dollar bills spill out and my father’s eyes widen. “Ten thousand dollars. For you. For her.”

      My dad stares at it for a second before closing his eyes and shaking his head. “No. No. That’s not going to happen.”

      Mr. Connolly doesn’t look happy at that answer so I step forward and give him my own. “I’ll go.”

      My father turns to me in shock. “Bree!”

      “It’s okay,” I say softly as I walk over to him. “It’s okay, Dad. I want to go.”

      And it’s true. I do want to go.

      I take his hand and pet it softly as he looks at me with sadness in his eyes.

      “This is going to be a good thing for me,” I say, nodding my head.

      After several minutes of arguing, I have my bag packed and we’re ready to leave. My father is still reluctant but I give him a hug and try to reassure him that I’ll be okay. I’ll tell him that I’ll call him when I arrive at my new home and I’ll come visit him next week.

      And then I leave with Mr. Connolly.

      My new owner.
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      I can feel it already.

      I’m starting to lose control. This girl is making me crazy.

      My toe is rock hard in my pants as I watch her, looking out the window of the limo on the way to her new home. To our new home. It won’t be the same with her there. It will be infinitely better.

      She looks nervous and has barely said a word since she got into the limousine but it doesn’t matter. She came with me and that’s the most important thing. Everything else will work out in the end.

      I slide the window down behind the driver and lean over the seat. “Hurry up.”

      The faster we get back to the headquarters, the better. I want her locked in a place on my turf where I can keep my eyes on her luscious body at all times. I want to know where she is and what’s she’s doing every second of the day.

      I want her in a place where she’ll be mine and where no one could ever take her from me.

      Her sweet scent is filling the backseat up, making me dizzy, making my toe ache. Tonight I’m going to bed with with my hard cock planted deep in her tight young pussy, and by morning she’ll be mine forever.

      Not only will every want and desire of hers be fulfilled, making her want to stay, but my seed will be growing in her ripe womb and she’ll be bound to me for the rest of our days.

      She turns to me with the most gorgeous blue eyes in the history of blue eyes. “Thank you,” she whispers to me. “I love my father but it’s been so hard always being the responsible adult growing up with him. My mother died when I was ten and he just expected me to take her place. I often dreamed that someone would come and take me away from all of it.”

      “It wasn’t a dream,” I say, watching her sweet lips. “It was destiny. You were just getting a glimpse of your future. There’s going to be no more hurting, no more wanting. I’m going to take care of you now. And I take care of what’s mine.”

      She smiles faintly and then looks back out the window. The light from the setting sun is washing over her gorgeous face and making her red hair look alive with fire. I clench my jaw and slam my fist onto the window behind the driver. I’m not a patient man and I want to be back home with this beauty yesterday.

      The driver hits the gas and before long, we’re at our new home.

      “It’s so big,” she says, looking up at the tall building in shock.

      I swell with pride at the look of awe on her face. I built this organization from the gutters into the biggest criminal organization in the state.

      “And it’s all yours,” I say.

      She smiles. “It’s amazing, Mr. Connolly.”

      “You will call me Cormac,” I say.

      She nods as she looks at me with shy eyes. “Thank you, Cormac.”

      The sound of my name crossing those sweet lips is enough to make me want to lunge at her and rip off every shred of clothing.

      Keep it together.

      I can’t let the people in my organization see how obsessed I am with her. They could take her and use her against me and that can’t happen. As loyal as most of them are to me, there’s always a few aspiring members who would want nothing more than to replace me as the leader.

      I have to keep it together to keep her safe. As much as I want to rip off her clothes and plant my hard cock in that sweet young pussy, I have to wait until we’re in my room.

      Then they’ll be nothing to stop me from taking what’s mine.

      The driver opens the door for us and my Buttercup looks at me.

      “Let’s go.”

      She does as I say and steps out of the limo with me following close behind. The driver smiles at her as she steps out and I have to hold in the rage that’s trying to explode out of me. I don’t like other men’s eyes on her. Only I get to look at her.

      Normally, I go out with the most gorgeous women in town. They hang off my arm wearing low cut tight dresses with their plastic belly sticking out for everyone to see. They’re the kind of women who demand to be looked at with their curvy bodies and done up hair and having other men leer at them never bothered me before.

      But my Buttercup is different.

      I grab her arm and hurry inside where I can keep her covered up and protected. She’s mine and I’m protective of my things. Only I get to look at her like that.

      The doorman meets us and nods to me as he opens the door. He keeps his eyes on the ground and off of my girl. He’s a smart one. I make a mental note to make sure he gets a promotion.

      The lobby is full of people and some of them try to get my attention but I just ignore them, holding onto my Buttercup’s arm as I pull her to the elevator.

      “Mr. Connolly,” someone shouts out, waving their arms like a maniac. Incredible. It’s the mayor. What the heck does he want?

      I take a deep breath and stop. It may be about the stadium deal. As much as I want to get Bree up to my room, the stadium deal is a multi-million dollar deal that I’ve been trying to settle for almost a year now.

      “You better have good news for me,” I bark.

      He smiles tightly as he stops in front of us. “I do,” he says with a smile. “Hello,” he says when he sees the girl that I’m holding onto. “I’m Mayor Smith.”

      “Bree Walsh,” she says, shaking his hand.

      Every muscle in my body is flexed with anger as I watch him touch her hand.

      “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Walsh,” he says.

      I take a breath when they finally release each other’s hands. She has to learn the rules of the house. I’m the only one permitted to touch her. Everyone else will lose their hand if it goes anywhere near her.

      “Call her, Mrs. Connolly.”

      The mayor nods. “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Connolly.”

      My Buttercup is smiling as her cheeks turn an adorable shade of pink. She likes the name, which is good because she’ll have it forever.

      The mayor assures me that the stadium deal is almost finalized and when he starts to talk about something else, I blow him off. “We have more important things to deal with,” I snap at him.

      “Oh,” he says, jerking his head back. “Okay.” He takes my girls’ hand again but this time he kisses the top of it. “It was nice to meet you, Mrs. Conno-”

      He doesn’t finish the thought. I slam him up against the wall, digging my forearm into his throat so hard that he starts to turn purple. “Did you just fly a kite="calibre4">my
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      “Mrs. Connolly,” I say to the reflection in the mirror. I love the sound of that.

      Cormac has been like a dream come true for me. On any other night, I’d be working at the restaurant for no pay, probably getting yelled at by customers who weren’t going to tip me no matter what kind of service I gave them. Instead, I’m in my own personal closet that’s bigger than the one bedroom apartment that I woke up in this morning.

      I take a silver evening gown off the rack and hold it against my body. It shines like the stars overhead. It’s beautiful. I just hope that my body can do it justice.

      But more than anything, I hope that Cormac likes me in it.

      There are so many stunning clothes around me. I pull out a white cocktail dress and look at the price tag. My jaw hits the floor when I see a five followed by three zeros. I’ve never seen five thousand dollars in my entire life and Cormac drops that on a dress that he isn’t even sure is going to fit me.

      I look through more tags and my heart starts to speed up when I see the prices. A six thousand dollar leather coat. A two thousand dollar pair of shoes. A twelve thousand dollar purse.

      It’s like he robbed the Kardashians or something.

      He’s spoiled me rotten and I’m so thankful to him. For everything.

      I’m still sad to leave my father but that life was smothering me. The cramped apartment with no space. No money for clothes, school supplies or even food. Having to work every hour of every day. It was all wearing me down.

      But that life is over. My father’s debt is forgiven. He finally has some money to get some food, maybe even a girlfriend, and although I’ll miss him, I can still go and visit him whenever I want.

      Cormac makes me feel wanted and needed. He’s a bit over the top when it comes to me but I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t like the attention. It turns me on when he gets so worked up whenever someone touches or looks at me. He wants me all to himself but he doesn’t have to worry. I’m all his.

      I’ve never felt so taken care of before. I’ve never felt so secure.

      I grew up in a rough neighborhood and was always watching my back. Now I don’t have to. Cormac is watching it for me.

      I can finally just sit down, breathe and relax. It’s amazing.

      A knock at the closet door startles me.

      The handle slowly turns and Cormac walks in smelling like cigars and whiskey. He looks sexy in his fitted suit and I can’t wait until he takes it off and I can explore his hard body underneath.

      “Try this one,” he says, pulling down a long red dress from the rack. My body stills as he walks up behind me and holds the dress up to my body. “It matches your stunning hair.”

      I look at him through the mirror as he holds the dress up with one hand and moves my hair to the side with the other. He leans down and kiss the bare skin of my neck and it sends shivers cascading down my back.

      “Do you like my hair?” I ask, fishing for a compliment.

      “I love your hair,” he says, taking a handful and smelling it. “It looks beautiful and it smells delicious. It was the first thing that caught my eye.”

      I’ve always hated it. I always wished that I was blonde or brunette like the other girls. Until now.

      It’s what brought Cormac to me and I’ll always be thankful for it from now on.

      After another kiss on my neck, he reaches out and grabs the yellow lingerie that he picked out for me. “It’s time,” he says, placing it in my hands.

      My heart starts to pound as excited butterflies flutter into my stomach. I’m nervous but it’s a good kind of nervous.

      I saved myself for years for this moment and I’m going to enjoy every second of it.

      “I’ll wait in the bedroom,” he says, kissing the top of my head. “But hurry up. I’m not a man who likes to wait long, especially when it comes to you.”

      I swallow hard as his hand slides over my breast, making my nipples painfully hard. With one last hungry look he leaves the closet closing the door behind him.

      I take the lacy lingerie that has more holes than a screen door and start to get nervous. I’ve never done any of this before and Cormac looks so confident and ready.

      But that’s a good thing, I tell myself. He’s going to take care of me.

      He won’t do anything to hurt me. I know that.

      I smile at the yellow color. Just like a buttercup. Just like me.

      I love the nickname that he’s given me. Buttercup. A secret name just between us.

      I take a deep breath, slip out of my clothes and then put on the lingerie.

      “I hope he likes it.” I smile when I meet my eyes in the mirror’s reflection. “Of course, he will. I’m his Buttercup.”
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      My fingers dig into the armrest of my chair as I wait for her. The tension is mounting within me with every long second that drags on without her in my arms.

      My breathing grows heavier as I wish time would speed up and that closet door would open.

      I’m about to get up to hurry things along when the handle turns and the closet door slowly swings open.

      My heart hurts as my Buttercup steps out wearing nothing but the yellow lingerie that I picked out for her.

      She looks perfect.

      Young, smooth, supple, innocent. Just perfect.

      Her hands are clasped in front of her as she looks down at the hardwood floors, taking quick nervous breaths. She doesn’t have to be nervous. She shouldn’t be shy. She’s the most beautiful thing that I’ve ever seen.

      She’s an angel that was created just for me.

      “Look at me.”

      Her eyes meet mine just like I commanded. Her red hair is covering much of her face and I would order her to pull it back but it looks so sexy.

      My cock rages as I drag my eyes down her body, breathing heavy as I admire her small perky breasts that are hidden by the cruel yellow lingerie.

      I have to fight my body to stay in the chair. All it wants to do is rush across the room to erase all distance between us, but I want to take this slow.

      Bree is not a one night stand kind of girl and this isn’t just meaningless casual sex. This is her first time and I have to take it slow with her. We have to cherish every moment.

      She has saved herself for me and I must show restraint and discipline to give her the night of her life. She needs to realize that I was worth the wait.

      She needs to realize that nobody can take care of her the way I will.

      “You look, stunning,” I say, the word getting caught in my throat. I can’t seem to focus with my eyes on her innocent body.

      My eyes continue over her lacy stomach to her sweet young pussy that is already darkened, marking the lacy yellow lingerie with her wet arousal.

      Her groin is already dripping wet, soaking with the anticipation for what’s to come.

      My hard toe jumps in my pants, begging me to release it. I want to listen to it. I want to whip it out and bury it deep within her until her tight warmth surrounds me and I plant my seed in her ripe virgin womb.

      “Turn around. Slowly.”

      She takes a deep breath and slowly spins around, giving me a delicious view of her firm young rear. A low groan escapes my throat and she smiles at the sound. She looks happy to be pleasing me and her body starts to loosen up a bit.

      “Are you already wet for me, Buttercup?”

      Her sweet lips are closed tight but she nods up and down, staring at me with nervous but hungry eyes. They widen as they drop to my lap and she sees the huge erection that I have waiting for her.

      “Do you want to see my cock?”

      She nods up and down as she stares at it.

      “Come see it.”

      I expect her to be hesitant and reserved but she hurries over and drops to her knees in front of me.

      “It’s so big,” she says, gulping as she looks down at it, straining against my pants. She runs her palm down my shaft and the feeling is so intense that I throw my head back and groan, nearly cumming on the spot.

      She smiles and reaches for my belt. It appears that my intense reaction has given her some confidence because she’s yanking off my belt in a frenzy to get what’s lurking underneath.

      The delicious smell of her hair is starting to make me lightheaded and I take in a deep breath through my nose, enjoying her scent.

      I moan softly as I watch her determined face as her little hands work, unzipping my pants and tugging them down my hips.

      I lift my rear up to make it easier for her and she yanks them down my thighs, gasping as my hard cock pops free from boxer briefs.

      “You’re so big,” she says, marveling at my cock. Her hand hovers over it like she’s afraid to touch it.

      I’m afraid for her to touch it. If I’m this obsessed and possessive toward her now, I can’t imagine what I’ll be like after I have her lips on my cock or after I get a taste of the sweet nectar that’s pooling between her legs. She’ll have me completely undone.

      She’ll own me as much as I own her.

      My feelings for her are so strong. So unexpected.

      The sooner I can plant my seed in her body the better. The sooner she is bound to me with a child the better.

      But I’m not about to rush this. I want to feel her sweet pink lips press against my shaft. I want to feel her silky tongue coat every inch of my cock. I want it all.

      I hold my breath and gasp as she drags her delicate fingertips up my shaft, making my nerve endings explode with pleasure.

      “Grab it,” I order her as I take her soft red hair in my hands and tuck it behind her head.

      A smile forms on her sweet lips as she grips my toe and gives it a squeeze. “You’re so hard,” she says, staring at it in marvel.

      “You make me hard,” I say. My voice is coming out in deep growls. “My toe has been aching ever since you walked into my office this afternoon. All I could think about all day was having your tiny hands wrapped around me like this.”

      She begins to stroke me up and down slowly, nearly killing me. I restrain myself from getting too into it. I don’t want to cum so soon, especially with that tight little pussy waiting for me all wet and untouched.

      Pre-cum leaks out of my tip and her eyes widen as she looks at it. A look of pride crosses her face when she realizes that she’s pleasing me. If she knew how much she was really pleasing me right now, she would be thrilled.

      She runs her thumb over it and spreads my stickiness over the head of my cock as she licks her lips. I can tell that she wants to do more but she’s unsure.

      I keep forgetting that she’s young and inexperienced. She’s barely legal and it’s my job to guide her on what to do.

      I gently cup her chin and run my thumb over her lips that are as soft as a cloud. “Open those sweet lips of yours. Good. Now wrap them around my cock.”

      She lowers her head and my chest tightens as she takes me into her mouth. She moans as she licks the cum off my cock and the sound makes my body tingle.

      My Buttercup pushes down further, taking me deep in her mouth and the feelings running through my body is pure heaven. The sight of her red hair bobbing up and down on my toe is enough to almost make me explode.

      It takes everything I have to hold back from exploding into her throat. Her small fingers wrapped around the base of my toe are exactly where they were born to be. My hard shaft gliding in and out of her wet lips is exactly where it was born to be.

      I could die happy right now, with my Buttercup on her knees in front of me with my big cock being spoiled by her greedy little mouth.

      “Do you like having my big cock in your mouth, Buttercup?” I ask as I thread my fingers through her hair, pulling it back so I can see her sweet lips on me.

      She lets out a long low moan, which tells me she loves having my big cock in her mouth.

      “Good,” I say, gasping as she takes me all the way in until her hungry lips are wrapped around the base of my toe. “Because you’re going to have my big hard cock between those sweet lips every day.”

      She moans harder as she picks up the pace, sucking me so hard that her cheeks hollow. I smile as I watch her adorable little freckles bobbing up and down as she coats my mess with her saliva.

      “That’s not the only place where my toe is going to go on a daily basis,” I say reaching down between her legs. Her whole body shudders and shakes as I drag two fingers over the wet lingerie that’s covering her hot pussy.

      “I’m going to forget you every day from now on,” I say, teasing her as I rub her swollen groin. Her legs start shaking and she’s forgotten about the cock in her hands as I make her nerve endings erupt with pleasure.

      “You like that?” I ask, flexing my arm as I peel the lace off of her dripping wet groin.

      She doesn’t answer. She doesn’t nod.

      Her eyes are squeezed shut as she holds her breath, waiting for my fingers to penetrate her.

      Her whole body melts as I slide a finger inside her. She releases her breath with a moan as I push my finger in, stopping at her tight cherry. No way am I going to pop through it with my finger. She’s waited for my cock and she’s going to get my cock.

      “Idiot, you’re tight,” I growl as I imagine what this virgin pussy is going to feel like as it squeezes my shaft.

      Her eyes are starting to cloud over with lust as she looks up at me. “It’s tight because I waited for you,” she says as I drag my fingers through her wet folds. She gasps when my fingertips find her throbbing clit.

      “Good girl,” I say, looking into her hungry blue eyes. “That’s a good Buttercup. This is my pussy.”

      She nods her head up and down.

      “I’m the only one who gets to touch this. Ever.”

      She continues nodding, agreeing to every extreme demand that I give her.

      “I don’t want anyone to touch it but you.”

      “Good,” I answer. My lips are hovering over hers. Her warm breath tickles my mouth with every word that she speaks. “Because I’ll kill any man that does.”

      Her breath increases. “I know,” she moans onto my lips. “It’s so hot.”

      I release her pussy and grab the back of her neck, holding her head in place as my lips come crashing down onto hers.

      I take her mouth, hard and rough, until she’s whimpering and giving me everything that I demand. I swallow every whimper that she gives me, stealing every part of her that I can to keep for myself.

      She’s breathing heavily when I release her, staring up at me with glazed over eyes and wet parted lips. Her red hair is a wild mess and she looks so sexy that I can barely handle it.

      Her hand drops between her legs but instead of covering her pussy back up, she begins to play with it as she stares up at me, waiting to be told what to do next.

      “Get up, Buttercup,” I say, stroking my cock as I watch her get up to her feet. My eyes fall to her slit and I let out a groan as I see her perfect pink lips, dripping with sticky syrup.

      “Get naked for me.”

      She swallows hard but does what I say, reaching back and slowly peeling the lingerie off of her smooth body.

      Her belly are even better than I imagined. Small but perfect. Beautiful mounds of flesh with tight little pink buds that are as hard as can be.

      I want to wrap my lips around them but I want to see her naked even more. My heart is pounding as she pulls the rest of her lingerie off and steps out of it, showing me everything.

      “Do you like what you see?” she asks. Her voice is small and timid but it shouldn’t be. With a body like that she should be filled with confidence.

      “You’re perfect,” I say, stroking my length faster and harder as I take her all in. I want to get a magnifying glass and put her under it. I want to see every inch of her, every cell in her body.

      “You’re the most beautiful thing that has ever existed,” I say as my eyes wander over her flat stomach down to her hard pelvis. “I’m sure of that.’

      “We know that you look good,” I say, leaning forward. The smell of her wetness has me grasping to stay sane. “Now let’s see how you taste.”

      Her body stiffens once again as I grab her soft rear cheeks with a firm grip and pull her to me. She lets out a little ‘oh’ as I bury my face between her legs, licking her slit with a long slow lap of my tongue.

      “Idiot,” she gasps, her supple body losing all of its tension as she melts on my mouth.

      She’s so wet for me. Her juices run down my chin as I devour her, sliding my tongue through her folds and around her wet opening. Her sticky wetness makes me crazy and I can barely hold myself together as I drink her up.

      Her pussy is burning hot on my lips. My toe is throbbing with need.

      She’s never leaving this place. I can’t risk losing her.

      I swirl my tongue around her opening before dragging it back to flick her clit. She digs her nails into my shoulders so I do it again. And again.

      Her moans come out harder and faster as her body bucks and shakes in my arms. I have an arm wrapped around her waist and I’m holding her up as I bury my tongue into her virgin groin.

      “Oh, Cormac,” she moans as she cums on my mouth, coating my tongue and lips with her sweet juices.

      I’m in heaven. I love this girl with every breath that I take. My heart beats for her and only her.

      Her body collapses in my arms and I give her a soft kiss on the forehead as her first orgasm ever consumes her completely. Her face is twisted in pleasured agony as I bring her onto my lap and cradle her trembling body to my chest.

      “That was-” She can’t finish her thought.

      She tries again but the words seize in her throat. “That was-”

      “Fun?” I ask, smiling as I hold her naked body against me.

      “Amazing,” she says with a breathless laugh.

      I wrap my arms around her tight and lift her up. Her hazy eyes look up at me and I give her a long soft kiss on the lips. “We haven’t even done the best part.”

      “That wasn’t the best part?” she asks, staring at me with disbelief in her eyes.

      I just shake my head as I walk over to the bed, holding my Buttercup against my pounding heart like I’ll never let her go.

      “That was just a sample,” I say as I lay her down on the soft comforter on my huge bed. She clings onto me as I let her go and I smile as I pry her fingers off my suit.

      “You saved that sweet pussy for me,” I say, stepping back from her. I groan as I see her naked body writhing on the bed. Her gorgeous red hair is splayed out on the white comforter begging me to sink my nose into it to get a divine whiff of that delicious scent.

      “It’s my pussy now,” I say, staring down at it as I pull off my tie. “Isn’t it?”

      “Yes.” She answers immediately. She knows who that tight groin truly belongs to.

      “I’m going to forget you now,” I say as I slide off my jacket and drop it on the chair, never taking my eyes off of her spread legs.

      Her pussy is beautiful. Delicate pink flowers that glisten in the soft light of the lamp with a tuft of soft red hair that curls like flames leading the way.

      I shiver in anticipation as I unbutton my shirt, smiling as she writhes on the bed getting increasingly impatient as she stares at my exposed cock.

      “I’m going to slide my hard cock into that sweet little groin of yours and pop that cherry that you saved for me,” I say, grinning as she gasps at every dirty word that leaves my mouth. “I’m going to forget you soft at first. Then harder and harder until you’re screaming my name.”

      “Do it,” she begs.

      “Then I’m going to thrust deep into my new tight, wet, virgin pussy and coat you with my cum.”

      She sticks a finger into her mouth and sucks it as she grinds her hips on the bed, waiting eagerly for me to get undressed.

      I’m going slow on purpose, dragging out the anticipation until she’s begging for it.

      First there’s something that I have to know. “Are you on the pill?”

      She shakes her head no.

      “Good little, Buttercup,” I say, grinning. There’s nothing that can stop me from putting a baby in her now. I’m going to breed her with my child and then she’ll be locked to me for the rest of our days. The sooner that happens, the sooner I can breathe again.

      I step out of my pants and underwear, yank off my socks and step forward, completely naked. She opens her legs for me as I approach the bed but I stop, stroking my cock as I look down at her.

      “I’m not going to stop until I put a baby in your womb. This is my pussy now,” I say, cupping her sex and making her gasp. “I’ll do what I want with my pussy and what I want is to fill it with my seed.”

      She jerks her head up and down.

      “Say it.”

      She opens her mouth to speak but only a low moan falls out. She can’t focus with my hand between her legs. Well, she’s going to have to learn how to because my hand is always going to be here when she’s by my side. It’s mine now and I can touch it whenever I desire.

      She looks so young. Some people may think that she’s too young to get pregnant but I don’t give a hoot about anyone else. I’ll make her happy, spending every day of my life making sure that she has a smile on her face. A baby will bring us joy. We’ll be joined together forever through our child and that is the most beautiful thing in the world.

      Still, I need to know that she wants the same.

      “Say it,” I demand. I put more force in my voice and her body responds, her eyes darting up to meet mine.

      “It’s yours,” she says, her eyes pleading to me. “My pussy is yours. Just take it. Cum in me. Put your baby in me.”

      That’s all I need to hear. I grin as I step forward and grip her legs, yanking her toward me.

      She lets out a little gasp as I grab my cock and slap it onto her wet pussy.

      “Yes,” she moans. “Idiot, yes.”

      She’s so wet that I don’t have to take it slow. I guide the head of my cock to her opening, parting her wet folds as I slide into her. She arches her back and screams out loud as I press further, flexing my body as her hot tightness grips my cock like a boa constrictor.

      The walls of her pussy squeeze my toe in a snug fit as I come up to her sweet cherry that she saved for me. I squeeze her thighs to distract her as I thrust through her hymen, popping it and claiming her forever.

      She whimpers at the pain of it but it’s quickly forgotten as I continue sliding my toe in deep. It’s such a snug fit in her warm pussy and soon I’m balls deep in her, pressing the base of my cock against her soft pussy lips.

      Her face is twisted as she lets out little whimpers. I’m well equipped and she’s so tight. It must be hurting her.

      I lean over her, digging my hands into her wild hair as my lips fall onto her breasts. She moans and writhes under me, arching her back as I kiss every available inch of her belly. I slide her perfect pink nipples in and out of my mouth, teasing her lovingly with my tongue and making them even harder.

      Her body starts to relax and her groin releases a bit of the tight grip that it has on my cock so I continue giving her slow, easy thrusts until she’s totally loose and her whimpers turn into moans.

      “Your pussy is so tight,” I growl into her ear. “I’m going to be in here every night from now on, taking care of my pussy. It’s mine now and I can sink my big cock into it whenever I want to. You got that?”

      “Yes,” she moans. She grabs my flexed arms and clings onto them as I harass her. “I want you in me at all times. It feels so frigging good. I never want you to leave.”

      I thrust in and out, picking up the pace as her slick groin coats my cock with its juices.

      “You’re going to fall asleep with my toe in you like this,” I say as I grab her breast and squeeze it. “You’re going to wake up with my cock sliding in and out of your warm tightness. You won’t be able to eat without me behind you, thrusting in and out. I’m going to forget you every second of every day.”

      She bites her bottom lip, liking what she’s hearing. She wraps her legs around my body, hooking her ankles so that I can’t ever escape. Like I’d ever want to.

      “Never leave me,” she begs. “Never stop me.”

      I grin as I watch her grab a fistful of sheets as I thrust deep into her. “One taste of my cock and you’re already addicted. You’re already begging for more.”

      “Don’t stop,” she groans, pulling me closer. “Idiot me harder. I can take it.”

      I hit her with a hard deep thrust and she cries out loud. It’s time to see what she can really take.

      I pick up the pace, repeatedly slamming my cock into her groin with a force that sends the bed inching across the room.

      “Are you ready for my cum?”

      “Yes!” she screams out. Her body starts trembling like she’s close as well. Her cries are coming out louder and more desperate. She’s close to the edge and just a few more pumps will send her flying over with me.

      “Beg me for it.”

      “Please cum in me,” she begs, her face twisted in agony. “I want to feel it so bad!”

      “Cum with me.” My breath is so ragged. I can’t think straight. I’m so close.

      But I’m not cumming without her. “Cum on my toe,” I say and she cries out my name.

      “I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum!” Her voice is frantic. She’s speaking so fast that her words are mixing together.

      I grit my teeth as my whole body flexes. “Idiot,” I growl as I thrust into her one last time as hard as I can. I stay there as her warmth engulfs me and I shoot hot jets of cum deep into her pussy and waiting womb.

      She cums at the same time as me, screaming out as her orgasm tears through her, trembling her limbs and making her thrash around on the bed.

      I don’t know how long I hover over her but when I fall to the bed we’re both gasping for air and clinging to each other.

      I curl my arms around her body as she curls into me and it feels so good that I think my heart is going to shatter. She’s too good for me.

      Guys like me don’t deserve sweet girls like this.

      But somehow the universe has brought her to me and I’m going to repay it by treating her the best possible way that I can.

      She nuzzles her nose into my chest as I hold her close, resting my cheek on the top of her head. This wasn’t just about sex.

      We connected on a whole other level and I’m still trying to wrap my head around it. My seed is in her fertile womb now, creating a child that will bind us together forever.

      I hold her close and smile as she falls asleep.

      Now, she is truly mine.
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        Buttercup

      

      It’s amazing how much a life can change in a week.

      This morning I’m going on a tour of Boston University. Two weeks ago, college was out of the question. I’ve always been good at school, getting good grades but we hardly had money for food, yet alone a university education. So I never thought it was an option. But it is now.

      And it’s all thanks to Cormac.

      He’s been an absolute dream. The past seven days have been pure magic with him. He’s opened up my eyes to all sorts of possibilities and he’s opened up my legs every second that he can.

      The nights are the best. I love having him inside me and feeling his warm coating my insides. I absolutely adore collapsing into his arms after a sweaty session of lovemaking and falling asleep with my cheek on his muscular chest.

      He’s been so good to me, giving me more than I ever thought possible.

      I check my watch as I wonder what to wear. It always takes long with a closet this size and thousands of options in front of me.

      Incredible.

      I have to get going. Madge is waiting downstairs for me. She’s my bodyguard that accompanies me when I’m not by Cormac’s side.

      At first it was a little strange having a chaperon following me wherever I go, but I got used to it fast. Besides, it makes Cormac breathe a little easier to know that no man will touch me with Madge by my side. She’s been given strict orders to stab any man who tries.

      I just want him to be as happy as he makes me so I don’t make a big deal about it. Sometimes I think that he’s overreacting a little bit but I really like the attention so I don’t mind. I love how he gets so protective and possessive of me, like he doesn’t want to share me with anyone.

      It makes me feel so loved to see how obsessed he is with me, always concerned about where I’m going and what I’m doing.

      It feels nice to be possessed by a man.

      I’ve fallen for him hard and as much as he wants to keep me by his side at all times, that’s where I want to be as well. It’s where I belong, in his arms, in his heart.

      Footsteps ring out in the bedroom as my Prince Charming comes to wish me goodbye.

      “You’re leaving me again?” he asks. His voice has a hint of annoyance in it. His face softens when I stand on my toes and give him a kiss on the lips.

      “The college tour is today,” I say, holding back a squeal of delight. I still can’t believe that I might actually go to college. I won’t believe it until I’m sitting in the front row on the first day of classes.

      He holds me tight as he looks down at me with hard dark eyes. “I don’t want you talking to any college boys.”

      “I won’t.”

      “I mean it.”

      “I know.”

      His body is tense, his face rigid but he melts into me when I step in and give him a hug.

      “I’d prefer you go to a women’s college,” he says. “I don’t like guys looking at you.”

      His voice is rich and deep as he holds me close, his lips right next to my ear. His speech is always so dominant and commanding. It’s hypnotic in the way that it makes people obey him.

      It makes me obey him as well, but it’s because I want to. I’m his and I obey his every command.

      His wandering hands move down my back and grips my rear, making a whimper escape from my throat as he squeezes my cheeks with his strong hands.

      “Put on a sweater,” he commands sharply as he looks down at my cleavage. “These beautiful belly are mine and I don’t want anyone else looking at them.”

      I breathe in his scent as his skilled hands start getting me going. He smells like power.

      “They’re only for you,” I say, arching my back so they press into his chest.

      He lets out a growl as my nipples harden against his chest. “Show me them.”

      I smile as I step out of his embrace and pull off my top. His breathing speeds up as he looks down at my chest, hidden by a black lacy bra. He likes what he sees.

      “Off,” he says, reaching back to close the door of the closet. “Take everything off.”

      I grin as I quickly get dressed as he watches with his arms crossed over his massive chest. He nods in approval when I stand before him, completely naked.

      “Good. Now lie down.”

      I do as he commands, lying on the carpet in the closet as he watches over me with a darkness in his eyes that I love so much.

      “Spread your legs.” His voice is deeper now, the want and desire in it is clear for me to hear.

      I moan as I part my legs for him, showing him my wet pussy. I’m always wet for him. Just a look from his fierce eyes or a firm touch of his hand is enough to get me going.

      My heart starts to pound as he starts unbuckling his belt, never taking his eyes off of my spread legs.

      “Are you going to mess me?” I can hear the desperation in my voice and it makes me smile. Who would have known that the eighteen year old virgin was going to turn into a sex-crazed monster after her first taste of toe?

      But it’s not just any toe that I crave. It’s Cormac’s.

      “Turn around,” he says, “and you’ll find out.”

      I explode up to my hands and knees, thrusting my eager rear in the air toward him. I gasp as he kneels behind me and drags the head of his hard mess up my aching pussy.

      “Fuuuuuccccckkkk,” I moan as he slides inside of me. He feels so good.

      Who need college when I can stay here all day and get messed by Cormac’s perfect toe?

      He doesn’t take his time with me. He doesn’t kiss me or gently caress my breasts. He idiots me hard and rough like an animal.

      “Remember,” he says, grabbing my waist so hard that it hurts. Idiot, I love it. “This is my pussy. Mine alone.”

      I nod my head, enjoying every inch of his cock as it slams in and out of me. He can have whatever he wants as long as he keeps doing this.

      “I don’t want any guys near you.”

      I look to the side and see his jacket on the floor. His gun is lying next to it and the sight of it nearly makes me cum. I know that he would kill for me. He would do anything to keep me safe, to keep me his.

      “I only want you,” I say, my voice cracking with the intense pleasure.

      “I know. It’s the other boys I don’t trust.”

      I gasp when he abruptly pulls out of me.

      “What are you doing?” I ask desperately as I whip my head around, looking at him over my shoulder.

      He’s stroking his long cock, using my juices as lubrication.

      “I’m going to mark my pussy,” he says, his dark eyes boring into me. “So that anyone who comes near you will know that you’re mine.”

      His arms looked so jacked as he jerks himself off and the sight of him stroking his big beautiful toe is enough to send me spiraling.

      With a groan he shoots long streams of hot cum onto my rear and throbbing groin, claiming me and marking me as his own. It’s so primal and animalistic that it makes me cum along with him.

      It’s the first time that he hasn’t cum inside of me and I absolutely love the feeling of his warm sticky cum coating my jerk and pussy.

      “You’re going to leave that on you,” he says, as he smacks my rear with his hand. “Every time another guy comes near you I want you to feel my cum on you. Because that’s my pussy and now it has my mark on it.”

      He stands up and gets dressed as I lie on the floor, trying to recover with deep breaths as the warm waves of my orgasm still wash through my body.

      “Enjoy the tour, Buttercup,” he says as he walks to the door, leaving me covered in his seed. “Come see me the second you get home.”

      With a nod, he opens the door and walks out of the room.

      I turn onto my back, not caring anymore that I’m going to be late. I stare up at the ceiling, enjoying the feeling of his warm sticky cum on me.

      I won’t wipe it off. Every time that I feel it on me, I’ll think of him.

      And I’ll be happy.
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        Cormac

      

      

      Eight years later…

      

      My heart thumps in my chest when I step onto our rooftop terrace and I see my Buttercup reading a book on her favorite chair. After eight years together, my heart still kicks into second gear every time I see her.

      She looks adorable in her yellow sundress with her forehead all crinkled up in concentration as she reads. It’s a text book. She’s back in college, finishing her degree.

      Bree had completed a year when we first got married but the kids ended that idea soon after. Two boys and one girl. They’re the breath in my lungs but she is still the light in my life.

      Not a day passes where I don’t thank the universe for sending her my way. I love her to pieces.

      Her eyes dart to me when I close the door and her face breaks into a smile. We’re still in love and completely obsessed with each other even after all that we’ve been through.

      She places the book on the table and fluffs up her red hair as I walk over with my heated eyes on her.

      “I thought you had a meeting,” she says.

      “I did.”

      “What happened?” she asks, grinning at me. She knows what happened. It’s the same thing that always happens.

      “I blew it off.”

      Her smile still takes my breath away. “And why would you do that?”

      I kneel in front of her and slide a hand up her smooth leg, my toe hardening as it travels under her dress to the sweet honey underneath.

      “I couldn’t stop thinking of you. I kept thinking of you here all alone with the kids at school and the thought of existing a second longer without my hard cock in your warm, dripping wet pussy was just too much to bear.”

      She smiles as she parts her legs for me. “Oh, really?”

      “Really,” I say, moaning as I slide my hands over her mound. Her underwear is already damp, her pussy soaking for me. She gets wet whenever she sees me coming. It’s like Pavlov’s dogs, the x-rated version.

      Bree closes her eyes and takes a deep breath as I peel her underwear to the side and drag two fingers over her wet folds. “Mmmmm,” she moans as her lips curl up in a smile. “I’m glad you blew your meeting off.”

      “I would blow a meeting with the president off for you,” I say as I roll my fingertip over her clit, rubbing it just the way she likes.

      Her sexy lips part as I rub a little harder and the beauty of her face crushes me.

      She’s still as gorgeous as the day we met. Still as stunning as the day I saw her walk down the aisle in her spectacular white dress.

      It was the best day of my life. Another chain to bind her to me. This time a legal one.

      Her father was against it but he soon came around when he saw how well I treated her. It helped that he fell in love with the nurse that I sent over for him.

      After his arms healed, he sold the restaurant and the two of them moved to Costa Rica where they opened up a tiny breakfast place together. He flips pancakes for sunburnt tourists in the mornings and surfs the huge waves in the afternoons.

      He’s happy but more importantly, he stays out of our business.

      I was happy for my Buttercup that her father had given us his blessing. It meant a lot to her even though it meant nothing to me. I don’t need any man’s blessing to keep what’s mine.

      And this pussy is definitely still mine.

      It always will be.

      Bree moans as she spreads her legs, letting her dress fall down to her waist. My fingers are coated in her juices and I can’t wait any longer for my toe to be coated as well.

      Her eyes widen as I stand up and unbutton my pants with my toe raging like a beast against the inside of my pants.

      She still makes my cock ache with every touch of her soft skin, every whiff of her sweet scent, every sound of her whimpering, every look of her gorgeous body, and every taste of her salty skin.

      She’s the only one for me and I’m the only one for her.

      “Are you going to claim your pussy now?” she asks with her legs closed.

      “I sure am,” I say, grinning at her as I step forward with my hard toe in my hand. I look down at her legs and smile. “Open up, Buttercup.”
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        Max

      

      

      “What the heck did I get myself into?”

      I shake my head as I sink into the large comfy leather chair and take a sip of the smooth scotch they provided. The lights dim inside my little room as the lights flick on behind the dark glass.

      The auction is starting.

      I’m going to kill my assistant. This was Jeff’s idea. He’s always going on and on about how I need to find a good woman in my life.

      “It will settle you down,” he always says. “You should find a girl who can help dull some of that edge you’ve got going on.”

      I like my edge. I’m as sharp as a Samurai sword and in the world of billionaires, you have to be sharp.

      Maybe Jeff has a point but idiot, a virgin auction? Who would dream up something so twisted?

      A door opens and the first girl walks out onto the stage. It’s set up like an octagon. Each side is a private booth with a virgin-loving billionaire behind it. The walls are made up of one-way glass so nobody can see who is behind it. It’s total privacy for everyone except for the timid girl who’s walking under the bright lights in the middle of it all. She’s wearing baby doll pajamas with her blonde hair done up in curls with a nice big pink bow on top.

      There’s a screen at my feet with the girl’s name and stats:

      Sarah Matthews.

      Nineteen.

      Virgin.

      5’6. 119 lbs.

      This is so twisted. The screen lights up as someone makes a bid. The bids go up in $25,000 increments. I look down at the green button on my armrest and shake my head. These creeps aren’t getting any of my hard earned cash. I don’t have to pay for girls, no matter what Jeff thinks.

      The girl is a bundle of nerves as she holds her elbow and looks around with short, jerky movements. The bidding war starts and my screen keeps lighting up as the hidden billionaires try to outbid each other.

      Sarah looks around at the black glass walls as she bites at her lips nervously. The men can see her but she can’t see the men.

      The auction comes to a halt when there’s no more bidders. Sarah’s virginity is sold for $800,000 to bidder number six.

      The door opens once again and Sarah rushes through it, looking relieved to get the heck out of there.

      I shake my head as the door slides shut. This is barbaric. I’m already playing in my head how I’m going to tell Jeff that he’s fired. I can’t wait to see the look on his face. He’s going to earn it for putting me in this horrible situation.

      I down the rest of my scotch as the door slides open again and the next girl to be auctioned is about to come out. Her stats pop up on my screen:

      Jessica Evans

      Eighteen.

      Virgin.

      5’5. 122 lbs.

      I should just leave. This is not my scene. I should just get the-

      My body jolts like I was just hit by a stun gun. She walks out and it’s like the ground has been yanked out from under my feet. If I wasn’t sitting I would have collapsed to the floor.

      She’s perfect.

      My body tightens and my chest burns as I stare at her with my heart racing. She’s the most beautiful thing that I’ve ever seen and I must have her.

      A heavy feeling grips my stomach as I stare at her with a dazed look. The need is more than wanting her. I must own her.

      She’s absolutely stunning, standing in the middle of the stage wearing a school girl’s outfit. Long brown hair that falls down in waves, framing the prettiest face that I’ve ever laid eyes on. She looks uncomfortable as she fidgets with the bottom of her plaid skirt that finishes way to high on her soft thighs.

      The first thought that cuts through the haze in my head is the need to cover her up. I don’t want anyone to see her. Ever.

      I explode out of my chair, pacing around the small room like a caged tiger as I stare at her with gritted teeth. Growls and snarls rip from my throat as my eyes dart around to the black walls of glass, each one hiding a pair of eyes that shouldn’t be anywhere near my girl. My Jessica.

      My hands are shaking as I clench them into fists, wanting to take the eyes of every man who’s looking at her. They’re stealing her innocence and it’s making me crazy.

      Her innocence is mine. Mine alone to take.

      Jessica’s sweet brown eyes drop to her feet as she shifts her weight from foot to foot. She looks so uncomfortable. So exposed.

      I desperately want to take her from here where I can keep her safe but I don’t know what to do. My thoughts are so fuzzy right now and I can’t think. It’s not like me. I’m usually so on the ball. So sharp. So composed.

      The sight of this girl is breaking my brain.

      She turns to me and raises her shining eyes to mine and it nearly ends me. I’m breathless as she looks straight at me with a stunned look. I can see her but she can’t see me.

      My body feels hypnotized. My skin tingles as my feet move on their own toward the glass. I don’t know who’s controlling them but it’s not me.

      She’s still staring at me as I walk up to the one-way glass, stopping a few inches from it. I see my own reflection first, looking back at me, only it’s not me. I look different. Crazed. Disheveled. Shaky. Desperate.

      This obsessed man who is practically panting for this girl can’t be me, only it is.

      I push past my reflection to look at the Goddess who is causing my body to react like this. Her gorgeous brown eyes are alive and flighty, darting around nervously as her chest rises and falls with quick shallow breaths.

      Her white shirt is too revealing. It falls too low, showing off her perfectly round belly and rises too high in a knot, giving me a flash of her flat stomach and heart-stopping belly button.

      My face starts to twitch as an edgy feeling consumes me. The eyes on her, it’s driving me mad. I’m overcome with a need to cover her body.

      My back is covered in sweat. I feel like I’m losing it as I stare at her, dragging my eyes past her slim hips, down to her smooth legs with the knee high socks that are hot as idiot.

      The screen at my feet lights up as the bidding begins and I feel an uncontrollable rage surge through my body at the dead men who are trying to take this beauty from me.

      Don’t they know that she’s already mine?

      I whip my body around and slam my palm down on the green button, raising the bid. I don’t care what she costs me. I don’t care if I have to eat garbage and live in a cave for the rest of my life. I just need her by my side and nothing is going to stop that from happening.

      She shakes out her hands as she takes a deep nervous breath and my pulse starts racing even more. I can’t take my eyes off her. I know in that moment that my life will never be the same. She’s in it now, whether she knows it or not and my life has a new purpose. My universe revolves around her.

      Another bid lights up the screen and my lips curl up as a snarl rips out of my throat. I’ll kill anyone who tries to take her from me. They’ll die screaming if they think they can touch her.

      I pry my eyes off of her for the split second that it takes to smash my hand onto the button, upping the bid by another twenty-five grand.

      No matter how many times I hit the button, someone else keeps trying to outbid me. Adrenaline rushes through my veins as I pace around the tiny room, cursing as these dead men keep trying to take her from me. I smash the button again and again and again.

      I don’t care what the cost of her is. I’ll pay every cent that I have until all of my billions are gone and I’m left with nothing but her.

      I just want this to be over and have her secure in my arms but these idiots keep hitting their buttons as well.

      I slam back my scotch as the bidding crosses a million dollars. My throat is painfully dry from my rushed breathing. There’s a pounding in my ears as I hit the button again.

      When the price passes three million dollars, it’s only me and bidder number four left fighting for her.

      I glare at his window  with furious eyes, dreaming of smashing through it and slitting his throat. Any competition to her must be eliminated. I don’t care if it’s murder. I don’t care if it’s barbaric. I only care about possessing her completely and anyone who threatens that must be removed from this planet.

      The second he bids, I’m smashing my fist down onto the button like a hammer. Every hit of the button makes my rage increase until it’s nearly boiling.

      When the price crosses four million I hit the green button with so much frustration that it jams.

      Pure panic seizes me as the counter counts down from ten. I claw at the button as it crosses nine, eight, seven. Each second lost is like a stab of adrenaline to my heart and I start to freak out, punching and kicking the chair, desperately trying to get the button to work.

      Six.

      Five.

      I can’t breathe. It’s not working.

      “Wait!” I scream but the sound just echoes in the soundproof room, bouncing back into my pounding ears. “I want her!”

      Four.

      Three.

      I can’t think. My hands start shaking.

      The screen turns red as the clock winds down.

      Two.

      A cold chill rips through me as every worst fear comes crashing down on me. I’m going to lose her.

      One.

      The price locks on $4,250,000. Bidder number four wins.

      My stomach drops as I fall to my knees, feeling like I’m going to puke.

      The door behind her slides open and I explode to my feet before she disappears through it and out of my life forever.

      I’ll die without her. I know because I’ll slit my own wrists if I can’t live with her by my side.

      A guttural roar erupts from my chest as I grab the chair and yank it off the ground. With a savage grunt I smash it into the dark window as hard as I can. It crashes through the glass, smashing the window to pieces.

      Jessica screams as she jumps back, jerking her head toward me. Her eyes are wide with shock as her trembling hand flies up to cover her open mouth.

      I charge through the broken glass onto the lit up stage as she gapes up at me with the most striking brown eyes that I’ve ever seen. She’s even more flawless in real life without the darkness of the glass muting her beauty.

      We just stare at each other like two souls who are finally seeing their other half for the first time. There are no words that can be said to describe what I’m feeling.

      My chest is burning, my head spinning, but I dig down deep for her.

      “I’m taking you.”

      She swallows hard as she looks up at me with a soft expression on her face. My heart nearly explodes when she nods.

      “I’ve been waiting for you.” Her voice is better than any song I’ve ever heard. Sweeter than any candy I’ve tasted. Each sof