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Prologue
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Dark venom, the black poison that is the name to which his servants call his toxin which he administers through the teeth of his ruby-eyed dragon. By the time you hear the squawking dragon take flight, it is too late; the venom has already entered through a main artery and is creeping through your veins with a slow burn until it reaches the ends of your soul. Its goal is to render you powerless, to break down all of the barriers and defenses that keep you from becoming the killer Asmodeus wants you to be. Then, it is just a matter of time before your heart begins to harden, your soul to become his, and you forget all that you had once held dear. There is no fighting it. There is no recovery from his darkness or running from his evil. The best you can do is not fight it at all, allowing yourself to succumb to death. However, the strongest and the ones with the most to live for fight; they fight and try to hold on, and that’s what he wants. He wants you to fight, to show strength that is like no other, to show that you cannot be defeated. It is the unyielding that can be changed into the most deadly of killers. Asmodeus will be unstoppable once he has the absolute warrior to help him control and to kill.

Even if you are aware of what he wants he will find a way. He will distract you; make you believe that he is your friend that he is going to help you survive. You begin to think he is going to help those you love and once you believe in him, you turn your back to him. When your vulnerable back is left defenseless that’s when you hear it and then you feel it. The slow burning poison changes into a raging fire that brings you to your knees, your eyes become black and overcome with darkness, you can hear nothing, but your own screams of torment. It is days before you awake again, and your mind is weak and dazed while he fills you with thoughts of violence and control and devotion, to him. Numb, closed off from all else, you are completely vulnerable to the poison’s will. Your final transformation is complete when the poison kills any last fragment of the life you had, when you are broken, destroyed and your heart is hardened, and you are left as nothing but a merciless disciple of Asmodeus.

No there has never been a cure to his poison, there has been few to live through it. However, one found a way to not only live through it, but to escape it after a remedy. The love of one woman stopped the poison’s hardening of his heart, revived his life and gave him a new mission, a new mission to kill Asmodeus, otherwise known as, Dennis Savage.
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Chapter 1
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Dante

––––––––
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This is only the fifth day of my training, and there is still so much I have yet to learn. My father, however, seems pleased, pleasing me. There have been many days of exhausting tests of my will and my strength, but today, I am expected to practice battling one on one. My first competition is not an easy one; it is against my brother, Saldean. My little shadow, and Saldean’s full sister, cheers us on from the sidelines. My half-brother is older than me, and my half-sister is younger. Being right in the middle of the two puts me at odds with my stepmother on a daily basis. She dotes on my brother and sister every chance she gets, but I am her biggest disgrace. I don’t see eye to eye with Belinda, and if there is one thing I know with certainty, it is that she would love for him to kill me to restore her dignity. My adoring sister is torn between her mother and the brother she follows around. I don’t know how much longer I can hold off my older sibling. He is getting stronger by the day, and my father is becoming more supportive of him. Saldean is only a few years older, but it’s just enough for him to work me over a couple times. My father finds weakness a detriment to the family and has no problem ridding himself of it if necessary. The only way I stand a chance is to deviate from brawn and use my head to gain power. I know my brother well. I spend time watching his moves and learning his first step, his second, and every one thereafter. Before long, I know every step he is going to take before he takes it. I use this knowledge to plan my attack on him, and I beat him to his position, dropping him before he can react. My tactical approach secures win after win. Saldean never learns; he only sees what is in front of him, believing his strength should assure a victory. As strong as he is, he is predictable, and I am able to out maneuver him before he can change his strategy. To my father’s surprise, my wit outdoes my brother’s strength, time and time again; however, he seems pleased. Brains beat strength every time, and every time, my father moves a little closer to the edge of his cushioned seat. He never thought it was possible, but now that it has happened, he has all the more reason to go against my stepmother’s wishes and make me next in line for head of the family. The only thing that keeps my stepmother from suffocating me in my sleep is my father. She knows her death would instantly fall upon her if she laid a hand on me, but that doesn’t encourage kindness on her part. In fact, the circumstances remind me of growing up.

My brother and I have always gotten along, and my sister has followed me around like a lost puppy most of our lives, maybe because I had more patience with her than anyone else. The three of us were brought up sheltered from most of the outside world. We were properly and privately educated by the best instructors money could buy. We were cared for by many servants, and never once do I recall any of them denying a request. However, father would not allow any of us to get out of line, even for a moment. Discipline was important to him, and only he was allowed to dictate our punishment. My stepmother was never more than a figurehead, a caring mother to her children and an evil witch to me. Belinda always had something nasty to say to me, and I allowed it until I finally realized that my blatant displays of obedience and unwarranted kindness were getting me nowhere. The verbal abuse from her lasted until I was fifteen, until the day I had enough. That day, we were all sitting down to dinner, and she decided to prove how smart her son was to Father. She would ask him question after question, all greatly simplified for him. Father was pleased and congratulated Saldean for his advancing education. The witch could have ended it there, but instead, she decided to try to humiliate me by posing questions that even she didn’t know the answers to.

“That is not correct Dante. Why don’t you do something simple like eat your food without spilling it,” Belinda says, shaking her head with a laugh.

“Actually, he is correct. You are the one that is wrong.” Father replies. “Perhaps you should try eating your food without spilling it.”

“How did you know that?” she asks with her usual pointed stare. “I know, for a fact, that your studies have not reached that level yet.”

“Just because my studies stop, that does not mean I am incapable of learning on my own. Unlike Saldean, I don’t spend my free time playing with my penis,” I answer, drawing a rare laugh from my father and even more rare silence from my stepmother.

She never bothered to directly speak to me ever again, and I have been perfectly fine with that.

After that dinner, father took a special interest in me and hired an elite assistant. Oliver Rabbie is one of the most intelligent men available, a highly-skilled professor from one of the top universities in the country. He is well-bred and speaks as if he stepped out of a traditional English novel. With Rabbie, I learn more than I ever could have from any other tutor. He has been a proud attendant at my battles whether it is with one of my father’s assassin’s or with my brother, and he is always an ally against my stepmother whose silence does not stop her from trying to distract me during battles. Throughout this battle session, one of my father’s top assassins gets the best of Saldean. I am only allowed to know that my brother was outdone and defeated; I am not allowed to know how he was defeated so I am given no advantage when I step into the room to begin my own battle with the man. The moment I step out in from of him, the man salivates. My father sits back and watches with no emotion, my sister hides her face in her mother’s arm, and Belinda smiles, assuring me that this is not going to be an easy fight.

Rabbie pulls me to his side. “Think, plan, be patient,” he says before glancing over at my stepmother, “and be prepared for distractions. That witch brought in a whistle.” I nod and move towards the lunatic who’s ready to tear my head off. If I fail, I don’t know if father will stop him or if the disappointment will be enough to justify my death.

The man blazes from one side of the room to the other before suddenly stopping much closer than I expect, but I don’t move. He dashes around once again then darts at me, tumbling over my head when I duck. He looks a little shocked but once again begins his dizzying attack. He lunges, trying to force me to move; however, I jump and allow him to slide under my feet. I don’t understand his motivation to get me to move until I realize he is trying to get me to run, to turn my back on him just once. When he begins again, my stepmother blows her whistle, catching only my opponent’s attention. I use that moment to take hold of his face and jerk it towards mine, capturing his eyes. “Die!” To my feet, he falls. I turn back towards my father and nod at his now standing figure.

“Yay, Dante!” Galena yells, clapping for me. “Great battle brother!”

Father smiles and nods back towards me. “Ma Joie,” he whispers.

The strength I feel, the desire I have, and the fire in my veins all feed a hunger to kill again.
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Chapter 2
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Dante

––––––––
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Now that my father understands my abilities, he has decided to put me in charge of the family business. This is my first chance to associate with people outside of our realm, beyond servants and paid employees. It is odd, at first, dealing with people who want to say no to me, who want to deny me what I want. My growing strength and knowledge helps me improve my family’s territory and our stronghold over the city. I break one barrier after another in a much shorter time than expected. Our once unnoticeable territory now controls the city. Even the elected officials answer to us. My next order of business is to build a tower of respect to represent our family, or rather, my father. The tower, a high-rise of immense radiance, will sit on the highest part of the city and be named “Sovereignty.” We have already begun construction, despite there being one obstacle that is giving me trouble. One small business is unwilling to sell their building, forcing us to share our triumph on the hill, not something my father is willing to do. This land has been dismissed up until now because the owners have been a mix of ex-cops and other public servants. However, we were able to get them all to sell to us by offering a price they couldn’t refuse. That is, all except for the busy mechanic’s shop, Simone’s Auto Body. Simone’s is being supported by the police department, feels no need to bow down to anyone, and is not swayed by any amount of money we offer. The nuisance has forced me to take care of this one in person rather than sending my usual assistants. My father believes I should have an easier time of it since the owner recently suffered a severe heart attack. The owner’s misfortune has left his daughter in charge. I have never had a problem dealing with women. I ask, and they do. Sometimes, I don’t even have to ask. My father always had women around us while we were growing up. Since we were home schooled and were never allowed to leave the compound, we couldn’t meet girls of our own age, so father had women brought to us. We were encouraged to learn how to pleasure them properly. Some would pretend they didn’t want to be there, but one look in their direction and a simple kiss to their cheek, and I easily lured them back to my bed where I would fuck them all night and throughout the next day. Soon, sex and women were easy for me. All I had to do was glance in their direction and they would run to me, dropping to their knees and begging to suck my dick. I never had to do much of anything other than say what I wanted, no matter how awkward or vulnerable it made them feel.

Now, I have to negotiate with the daughter of our enemy. Knowing my usual success, I plan for an early end to my day. I walk into the shop with all the confidence in the world, and why shouldn’t I? No one has ever denied me. I am a Savage, the devil in disguise. The moment I feel her presence though, something inside me begins to crack.

“Hi, can I help you?” she says without much acknowledgment to my existence. I wait until she finds it necessary to meet my eyes. The moment she looks up, a lump forms within my throat that I can’t swallow fast enough to speak. She breaks the awkward silence with a smile, “Cat got your tongue handsome?”

“No. I ... I. I need to talk to the owner of this establishment,” I say resuming a tall stance.

“Well you got her. What do you need?”

Breathing in deeply, I look into her eyes, “I need to buy your business today.” She laughs, forcing me to stand back, unsure how to react. “I don’t think you understand. I am not telling you a joke, I am making you an offer ...”

“I am not telling you a joke ... wow, you are so serious. I heard you sweetie. I am just not interested in selling. My grandfather started this business, and I am not about to give it up. Too much history, you know. This place means something to my family, especially to my brother and me.” She smiles before turning her back to me and rushing around as if we have finished our conversation. She is talking to her employees and discussing changes to the disgusting place while I can do nothing more than follow her around like a puppy. She suddenly turns back to me, “Do you need something else because I have a lot to get done today?” I shake my head, and she... smiles. I don’t remember much after that.

I somehow managed to make it back home. I couldn’t give my father much of an explanation as to why my mission at the garage was unsuccessful. All I could do was say that I thought the situation was in need of some serious investigation before we can go much further. He believes our enemies are behind the trouble, and even though I know better, I am not about to tell him any different.
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The next day, I try several more times to speak to the frustrating woman, but every time, she dismisses me or, even worse, ignores me. I have never in my life experienced such a frustration. Galena suggested I come up with a backup plan. A backup plan? I know what she means, but it is not something I have ever had to consider. I don’t know what other kind of backup plan I could come up with that would help me with the horrible woman, so instead, I create a plan to go around her. I spend the next few weeks making side deals and organizing a solution that will work around the small body shop rather than attempting to face-off with her. The solution works well for me. I can oversee the construction of our great building and watch her at the same time. There has to be a reason why she can deny me. I have heard of people being able to do this, but I have never seen it in person.

This woman, “Sophia,” I say, whispering her name whenever I see her just to enjoy that divine feeling that rushes through me. The syllables of her name graze my tongue with delicate softness and a warming breath. She is distracting, and I find myself having difficulty doing even the simplest of tasks. She looked up at me today and waved, and I waved back just before running into a wall. The only thing that hurt worse than my pounding head was the bruising of my ego, pummeled by the sound of her laughter. I think the only way to cure this insanity of mine is to concentrate on work and forget about her, something I manage to do until she surprises me. Covered in grease, hair tied in a mess, and eyes focused hard on mine, she marches straight toward me. My heart skips a beat, and for the first time, I have trouble breathing. Her dreadful wears are powerless against her beauty.

“Why are you doing this?” she snaps with no fear. I cock my head in confusion. “You are not going to force us to move by building your monstrosity around us. So you can just stop this bullshit right now! And stop watching us! If you think you can intimidate me, you better just forget it, asshole!”

“I don’t want you to move. In fact, I would prefer you to stay. If you would look at the plans, you would see that I am not building completely around you, only in front of you to hide the eyesore.”

“Eyesore? What is an eyesore?” the mess shouts at me. She continues yelling and swearing like a drunken sailor for quite some time before stopping abruptly. “Why are you looking at me that way?”

“You don’t care about what I want at all do you?” I curiously ask.

“Why would I care what you want?” Sophia says, coming with her arms crossed.

“Everyone else does,” I say simply.

“Well, lucky you, Rich Boy. I don’t know why I should care about what you want when no one has ever cared about what I want.”

“I do. I care very much about what you want,” I say, and for the first time, she is silent. I could get used to this, the ringing in my ears finally has a chance to clear. “I think you should have dinner with me, and then, we can discuss what it is you want, Sophia. I will have some people come clean you up and make you more presentable for me.”

“What the hell is that supposed to mean? Clean me up ... for you? What am I ...”

“You’re disgusting, as you can clearly see. Just look at the grease on your face and clothes and even in your hair,” I say with a scrunched up nose. “I would kiss you now, but I don’t want to get any of that on me,” I continue pointing out her issues. She rubs her face, smearing the grease across her skin and onto her hand. “See, you must not be very good at your job, to be such a mess. I assume you make a lot of mistakes. I could have someone teach you how to do it properly?” Suddenly, her face turns red, and her eyes burn, I look closely at her, wondering if she isn’t a child of one of the Lords from my father’s court, but she fails to inflict any pain on me. “You are not much of a demon. I don’t feel any pain at all,” I say before she perks up and punches me in the gut. Okay, I felt that.

She growls, fisting her hands, “You are the most aggravating man I have ever met! Listen, you spoiled brat, I wouldn’t have dinner with you if you paid me.”

“You work as a whore, too? I don’t usually pay for such things, but surely I can afford you. How much?”

I’m lucky I have quick reflexes and am able to stop the flying fists coming at my face. “I am not a whore, you fucking bastard. Let go of me.” I hold tight to her and enjoy it so much that I smile at her until she kicks me in the shin and stomps away.

“So, I will see you tonight?” I yell after her, receiving a wave of her finger which I take to mean yes. Yes, she waved again to assure her answer. I must make sure tonight is perfect.
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I arrange for a nice dinner to be delivered to her place of work, and I show up in my finest attire. “What are you doing here?” she huffs as I come through the door.

“We have dinner plans, and since it looks as if you will be working late, I made arrangements to have dinner brought to us. You don’t even have to look nice if you don’t want to. There is no one here for you to embarrass me in front of.”

“You are so charming! It’s amazing you are still single,” Sophia says, crossing her arms.

“Thank you,” I say with a smile. After my assistant sets up a table for us, I motion for her to sit, but she continues to stand with her arms folded. “The sooner you sit and eat with me, the sooner I will leave,” I bargain.

“Promise?”

“I don’t say things I don’t mean,” I reply, cautiously helping her into her chair so as not to transfer her greasy filth to my imported suit. I look up at her and take my napkin to wipe the smudge of grease from her cheek. “Even though the grease is an interesting accessory choice, I prefer to see all of you, including your beautiful face.” A smile slowly emerges from one corner of her lips to the other, and something inside me fights its way from my chest. I encourage her to eat, and she slowly begins to do just that. She doesn’t say much, allowing me to admire her beauty up close and without the interference of her mouth and opinions. As I promised, I have our dinner cleared and prepare to leave, but before I go, I leave Sophia with a simple kiss on her grease-stained, pink cheek. I even allow myself to linger against her skin for a moment while I inhale her essence.

The moment I walk through the door, my father’s ire is clear. “Dante! How dare you defy me!” he yells, slamming his cane into the floor and vibrating the walls around us.

I shake my head, looking at him in confusion, “I don’t know what you are talking about?”

“Where have you been?” he seethes.

“I was having dinner.”

“With our enemy?! That is not something I approve of.”

“But she is not the enemy, she is simply ...”

“She is not the enemy? Does that not go against what you told me in the first place?” I sink into my body, avoiding his glare. “That woman has made you confused, distracted you from your own family.”

“She has done nothing of the sort. I am doing everything that you have asked of me.”

“Are you? Was there not a man that came down to the site today to protest the use of non-union workers? He threatened you, threatened our family, I hear. Tell me. How did you handle the situation?”

“I found him a job through one of our government contacts. He’s a good man, a good worker. He showed determination and strength, something I thought worthy of a job. So, I helped him find one, and guess what? No more protesting.”

“He was worthy? He who threatened our family was worthy?”

“Yes! Why is it that you want to put down anyone who shows strength against us? Maybe we should start using these people rather than destroying them,” I say, watching my father steam as he crushes the glass within his hand.

“Everything I have taught you has been to protect your family, our family, at all costs. Never ... ever consider any possibility other than death for anyone who threatens your family. Where was this woman when you offered the man a job?”

I look away from him, and answer, “Behind him. She had come to retrieve some of her mail that had gotten mixed up with ours.” He instantly slams his fists into the wall near me.

“Dante, you tell me right now what your plans are for this woman!” I look up at him, and as soon as I open my mouth, he growls. “Damn you!” he yells, angering me.

I step to him, my eyes swirling with rage, “No! You don’t tell me how to live my life anymore. She is my choice, and there is nothing you can do about it.” Before he can say another word, I stand tall and look over him. “I am your son, and I will forever be your son, but you must allow me to make my own decisions or kill me right now and risk the family’s business and future on Saldean.”

My father’s steaming figure calms, and he slowly sits in his chair, looking me over. “Very well. I will give you six months’ time to enjoy this woman, but at the end of that time, you must decide, will it be her or will it be the woman of my choosing? I have found the perfect one for you, the perfect mother for the children you will have for me. If you will see them both, I will give you a choice Dante, but once you choose, there is no going back. That woman will be your destruction if you are not careful. Enjoy her Dante, but then I advise that you be done with her or else, I will be done with you.” He leaves me speechless, with my stepmother smiling jubilantly.

“I am sorry. Mother has been following you for weeks, and she told him what you have been doing,” Galena says, sliding up to my side. “But you should have known better. That woman isn’t worth angering father over and losing your position, I assure you.”

“And you sister? Have you been following me, too? Or have you been too busy with Marius?” I say, glancing down at her shocked expression. “Don’t pretend that you are concerned for my well-being when all you want is to ride my coattails in hopes of gaining your boyfriend a higher position within the realm. I am your best chance Galena, knowing Saldean would soon rather have you killed than deal with you and your extracurricular activities outside of the family business.”

“Dante! Now you listen to me, despite my mother, I have done everything I can to help you. I idolize you. I would do anything for you. Yes, I am loyal to my mother, but I am more loyal to you. Don’t be angry with me because of what she did.” I turn to look her in the eyes and realize my sister is all I have. I apologize to her with open arms, but still, how can I trust her when I know she is weak to father’s will. Everyone is weak to my father, including me at times, but I do test his patience more than any of them, something that should have done me in a long time ago. I am not sure why my father continues to believe in me, but I have a feeling it has something to do with my mother.

Dennis Savage, my father, has been powerful and wealthy since I was born. My stepmother, Belinda, was arranged for my father by his own father. She was expected to make a strong match for him. Belinda is, and always will be, loyal to my father — her one endearing quality. She would never betray him, and she has strong connections with the High Council which gives my father the edge over all the other Lords. His need for my stepmother, however, didn’t stop him from satisfying his sexual desires.

My mother, Sancia Jayzon, was so beautiful that every man that saw her wanted her, and my father was no different. Despite my stepmother’s protests, he pursued my mother anyway. My mother is said to have fell hard for my father. She adored him, and he loved being with her, craved her even, but he refused to love her. He refused to show any sign of weakness to a woman, to a simple, non-powerful woman. Only, he had no idea how much power she did have over him. He was ready to have me killed after I was born, but she, yes she, the simple powerless woman, stood up to him and said, “If you take my child, I will take your heart with me, to my grave.” The only sign of his heart ever beating is me.

Unfortunately, my mother died of an illness no one could seem to heal. No doctor, or hospital that my father took my mother to could help her. The day she died, the harshest storm ever formed hitting our city and destroying much of it. The leftover rubble was cleaned up, and out of the ashes, my father began to rebuild, and he rebuilt an empire that could not be fractured.

My father has never approved of any relationship my siblings or I desired to have. He only approves the ones that are arranged for us. I have to wonder if his heart was taken to the grave with my mother, like she threatened to do. All that is left of him is a heartless, vindictive soul. No one can be happy if my father is not.

While my father built his empire, I was brought in to share his home with my half-brother, half-sister, and detestable step-mother. My younger sister, Galena, has been more motherly to me than my stepmother has ever been. I guess I can understand why, not that it made things any easier for me. I grew up sheltered from the world until my father decided I was ready to be Pasha: a sultan, a prince to his kingdom as he saw it. It is an honor to be believed in by him, for him to call me, “Ma Joie,” French for, “My Joy.” I am his joy, and for anyone to take that joy away from him is considered a direct attack. I smile with happiness every time he honors me this way. I know what I mean to him, but I can’t imagine I can push much further. I need to tread carefully and give his choice for me a chance while I pursue my own.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
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Dante

––––––––
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I don’t know what it is I am feeling, but I do know Sophia makes my every day better than the day before. I try to keep calm around her and not look too eager, though she catches me smiling at her more than once during our work day. At the end of my day, I approach her once again and ask her to join me for dinner. She smiles but tells me she has a lot to do before she can leave, rambling on and on about the long list of duties she must complete. There is no way she can finish all of her work in time for dinner. I understand her issue after looking around the garage, so I change into one of the many uniforms she has available and begin cleaning up, doing the odd things she mentioned. I don’t plan on having dinner alone tonight.

“What are you doing, Dante?” Sophia asks as she emerges from her office.

“You said you couldn’t leave until you were done, so I am helping you leave earlier in hopes you will have dinner with me,” I say, trying to look my best whilst holding trash and a broom.

Her expression leaves me confused, and I prepare for another one of her harsh gut punches as she quickly approaches. Only, Sophia smiles and wraps her arms around my neck. “Oh my gosh! You are so adorable.” I feel a smile coming over my face, but I don’t want to look ridiculous. I try to force it back, but it keeps fighting its way through. She lets go of me and laughs for some reason. It’s the damn smile... I know it. “You are a big spoiled brat, and you talk strange, but at least you care about something other than yourself.”

“Of course. I care about you, Sophia,” I say, feeling good about my answer when she leans up on her toes and kisses me on the lips. I don’t let her simply taste my lips and run; I bring her back in and press my lips against hers. The wondrous sensations running through my body give me reason to hold her tight, massaging her lips open so I can slip my tongue between them, urging her to give me more. I pick her up, sit her on the hood of one of the cars, and pull her legs around my waist. She leans back and allows me to feel her breasts, but the moment I start to rip through her shirt, she hesitates to go any further. I press my erection against her and watch as her eyes flutter and her mouth quivers, a subtle invitation. Her body heats up with mine, and her clothes begin to stick to her skin. I unzip the top of my grease-stained coveralls, allowing the pants to hang halfway off my hips while I push her shirt over her head. Her nipples tease me as they press boldly against her tank top. I take hold of the fabric between her breasts and tear it from her body, releasing her breasts into the open air. She gasps but settles in as I massage one breast after the other against my lips. My cock frees itself, wanting its own desires to be satisfied. Our skin is wet and heated, and I have to peel her pants from her legs, but I make up for it by holding them up and kissing every part of them from the tips of her toes to her barely-there panties. I lick the outline of her pussy against the fabric before slowly edging them down and out of my way. I force my tongue inside and send her reeling backwards, but my tight hold on her thighs keeps her from getting away from me. Sophia reaches out and fists my hair, but she doesn’t beg me to stop. I feel the rush of her pleasure against my mouth and proudly lick my lips as I rise up. Still gripping her legs, I give my cock what it has been wanting. Feeling inside of her, my dick has never felt so good. I look down at her and smile, but when she opens her eyes to me and reaches out for me, I instantly collapse into her arms and kiss her deeply, whispering my secret desires before coming inside of her with a whimper.

“Ummm ... well that was an interesting first kiss,” she says.

“I liked it,” I reply with a smile. “I can’t wait for the second.”

She smiles but straightens up with an attitude. “No second kiss until I get my dinner.” I help her off the hood of the car and kindly give her another kiss.

“That one was only for inspiration.”

“Inspiration for what?”

“To decide where I want to take you for dinner.”

Smiling beautifully, she looks over me and laughs. “You are a mess, you are going to have to clean yourself up before we go to dinner because I simply cannot have you embarrass me.” I lean over and look into some shiny rims she has displayed to see the grease on my face and my hair a mess. “Don’t worry. You can clean up at my house while I make us dinner.”

“But I was going to ...”

“Shush! The last thing I feel like doing is getting dressed up and going to one of your hoity-toity restaurants.” I would argue but something tells me it would be best to just shut up and follow her.

Sophia’s home is small, but refreshing and warm. While she prepares dinner, I take a shower and scrub the dirt and grime from beneath my fingernails. I walk out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist, searching for my clothes that seem to have disappeared. “Sophia, where are my clothes?”

She runs in and looks down at my towel and smiles, “Wow, ummm. What was your question again?”

I shake my head at her wandering eyes. “Where are my clothes?”

“Oh yes, your clothes. I hid them. I laid out some more common people clothes there for you. Try them, or wear your towel if you prefer, and then meet me in the kitchen for dinner.” I look down at the odd wears and pick them up in horror. “Don’t look at them that way. They are my brother’s, but they should fit you fine. They are sweats, something you should try once in a while to relax a little.” I refuse to wear such things, so I sit down to dinner in my towel to her instant humor. “Stubborn ass.”

“I would be fine naked if you prefer, but I was trying to be respectful, and those clothes are nowhere near respectful.”

“I’m not complaining, Dante, the towel is fine with me. Perfectly fine,” she says with a suspicious smile. “Now that you are here, can you help me by getting that dish on the top shelf?” I do as asked and notice her staring at me. “Nice ass,” she laughs, putting the dish aside and sitting down.

“You didn’t need that dish?” She shakes her head and waits for me to sit. I narrow my eyes in her direction, wondering how this woman is causing me to be so under her power.

This time during dinner, we enjoy some polite, and somewhat flirtatious, conversation. At one point, I find her hand in mine and enjoy rubbing circles with my thumb more than I do eating. When we finish dinner, Sophia leads me to another room where she sits down close to me. I invite her to share my towel, but instead, she has me toss it aside.

Sophia tempts me by running her fingers over my arms, my chest, and down my neck until I can’t take it anymore. I grab her hips and sit her square on my lap. She asks me to slow down before she moans my name and whimpers, “Mmm, don’t stop.”

She pushes me back but then pulls me forward again, straddling me with growing pleasure of her own. Sophia slips out of her shirt and breaks free of her bra while I enjoy watching her control me. “I want you, Sophia. I want to be inside you,” I say between soft kisses and disrespectful touches. “Do you want me?” I ask, sliding my hands into her pants and watching her carefully.

“Dante, I have only been with one other man in my life, and it ended terribly. We are moving much faster than that relationship. You shouldn’t be here now, and I certainly ...” She begins moaning again as I lift my hips up into her. I pick her up and find her bedroom. Placing her on the bed, I slide off her remaining clothes.

“I promise you, Sophia, I am not like any other man. You won’t ever need another. I will take care of you forever and beyond,” I say as I reach down and into her hot, wet desiring place that she happily opens up wide for me. “Let me inside of you Sophia, let me come inside you and feel you come on me,” I whisper against her ear, and she continues to search for control of her emotions. I won’t let her maintain control. I go down and pleasure her until she gives in, until she is completely mine. Her exhaustion is my success, and now I can have more of what I want. She rubs her hands down my erection and licks her lips. “No, no I think my cock is better served somewhere else.” She releases her grip on me and lies back, closing her eyes and breathing heavily as she awaits me. I find my place in her arms, and my cock finds it way so deep inside the tight, warm center that I have to let go of my emotions and groan my appreciation for her.

“Dante, please don’t let go of me,” she cries out, holding onto me with everything she has.

“Never, my darling, I will never, ever, let you go.” She smiles, and I follow. I feel so good. The emotions running through my body are like nothing I have ever felt before. The moment I feel her come on me, I release into her, holding her close and respecting her breathless requests by wrapping her in my arms. I can’t imagine anything feeling more wonderful in my life.
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As opposed to my perfect night last night, tonight I am forced to stay home and have dinner with a woman that my father finds more suitable for me. Wendy is the well-bred daughter of one of my father’s friends. Wendy’s father is an advisor to the High Council and, therefore, important to my father. She is an attractive woman which gives me a slight hope for the evening, but the woman takes my hand without looking my way and sits as though she has a pole extending through her body. She seems as if she is waiting for someone to let out the seams of her dress so she can breathe. When we are left alone to talk, I do my best to try to find some endearing quality about this woman for my father. “So what do you enjoy doing?”

“I enjoy nothing. My existence is simply to be and breed with my match. To respect my husband and follow him wherever he goes,” Wendy says with little emotion.

“You don’t do anything all day then?”

“I study and prepare myself to be the perfect mother and wife,” she says. “I assure you, no man could want for much more than me.”

“Really?” I ask, looking over her stiff posture. I can only imagine taking her to bed. The thought sends chills down my spine.

“Yes, whatever you need, I can do. Whatever you care to discuss, I can discuss, or I can simply listen to your wonderful ideas and feel great pleasure in hearing your intelligence be spoken.”

“What if my ideas are terrible though?” I ask.

“I am sure they are not. I am sure whatever you say should be heard and executed without question.”

“What if I told you stand on your head?” I ask, receiving a slightly puzzled expression. However, I have to hand it to her. Whatever I tell her to do, she does, and by the time my brother comes in to check on me, Wendy is balancing on one foot with a book on her head and an apple in her hand while reciting her favorite poetry. Saldean looks her over and nods with approval.

“Very nice. All I could get my date to do was polish my shoes. I never thought of entertainment,” Saldean says. “She is going to have to leave soon though, so you might want to say your goodbyes now.” Shaking his head at the awkward woman, he exits the room.

“I guess you better go.”

“So, I will be seeing you again soon?” she asks.

“No, I don’t think so. You’re really boring and not even interesting enough to want to fuck, but thank you for coming over and wasting my time.” I escort her and her astonished expression out of my house. One thing Father taught me is to always tell people exactly what
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