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Content Warnings




Content Warning: This is a dark kinky romance series that includes conversations about alcoholism, loss of a parent, reflecting on sexual assault and abuse, murder, torture, sexually explicit scenes which include elements of kink such as edging, cock warming, impact play, restraints, fire play, Shibari, wax play, praise, an age gap, CGL relationships and more. Please read with caution. 





As a reminder, this is not to be used as an instruction manual. The things read in these books are fictional and anyone taking part in the practice of BDSM, should do so under the guidance of a trained professional with enthusiastic consent. 
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Prisoner 47689

Noah


“Prisoner 47689, step forward.” 
Just another day in paradise. For me it was anyway. Murder always made for a good day. I’d been stuck in this fucking prison for weeks now, waiting for the go ahead and I finally got it. Angelo Costa crossed the wrong family and now it was his time to pay. My line of work had taken me all over the world, but I have to say prison is a first.
“You’re wanted in medical,” the guard grunted as he pushed me forward down the corridor. I always liked when they stayed in character even after they had been paid a shit ton of money to keep quiet and help facilitate what I needed while I was here.
I shuffled through the halls in my plastic sandals and blue jumpsuit as other assholes yelled and shouted for no damn reason other than to piss everyone around them off. Costa had money, and that money landed him in a pretty fancy set up, but it was still a prison like any other. Filled with dicks who were the scum of the earth and others that were just too stupid to not get caught.
The smell of her perfume wafted towards my nose before I even made it through the door. Dr. Ayden Montgomery was hell on earth for the men here. She was young, blonde, and gorgeous.Not to mention she had curves that could kill a lesser man, and she knew it. 
When she needed to, she would turn her charm on to get them to comply and she knew damn well they could never lay a hand on her. 
Ayden was the doc who was in charge of prisoner well-being. In my opinion, it was the worst fucking job in the world, but she was there every day with a smile on her face. I’d seen her get spit at, dodge punches, and nearly miss getting puked on, but there she was with that fucking smile and deadly perfume that made my cock hard every day. I adored her, just like the rest of them. But she was mine, which was something she would learn today.
“Turn around.”
I did as the guy asked and stood there with my hands on the back of my head as he patted me down before letting me in. It was a formality really; he knew what I had on me and he knew he wasn’t going to take it. They had paid him not to. I could see Costa sitting in a bed like a stuffed pig as he got his chemo treatment. He was a shell of a man compared to the last time I had seen him. If you asked me I was doing the guy a favor; he was a dead man walking, he just wasn’t willing to admit it so he kept fighting a pointless fight, poisoning himself in the hope he’d outlive his sentence.
“He’s clear.”
I stumbled forward as the guard pushed me through the door and did my best not to turn around and tell him to go fuck himself. Instead, I straightened my back and looked Ayden right in the eye.
“Good morning, Little Doc.”
Ayden smiled a crooked smile and shook her head like she did every time I called her the pet name I had given her. I loved it; she loved it, and that was the reason I spent so much time playing sick and coming down to spend time with her. She was fucking gorgeous. Dressed in scrubs with a white coat and yet still her curves were to die for. Dr. Ayden Montgomery was like my own personal fantasy come to life.
“Hop up. This shouldn’t take long.”
I got up on the table and unzipped my jumpsuit, letting it fall to my waist. As far as she knew, I was here for a vaccine and I’d let her keep believing that until she was close enough to grab. Costa eyed me from his seat. He knew why I was there. It would take an idiot to cross the Corsetti crime family and not know my brother and me. Leo was the face most people saw. I was more like the reaper that crept in the shadows. The only thing that worked to both of our advantages was that we were nearly identical, so no one knew who exactly they were talking to, until it was too late.
Costa knew, though. He knew what he and his son had done to The Dark Kings. Today he would pay with his life. With his son already dead, he was the last bit of business that needed to be tied up. I was here under an alias, but he knew my face, our face, and he wasn’t dumb enough to think they’d send Leo after him. I was the one who thirsted for blood, and right now I was thirsty for his.
The door to the infirmary slammed closed, and I heard the lock click just as Ayden was about to pierce my skin with the needle. She jumped and as she turned, I moved. I reached one hand around her soft waist and the other up over her mouth. Then I leaned forward and whispered into her ear.
“It’s time for us to leave, Little Doc, but I have one thing I need to take care of first.”
Her breathing was erratic and the terror in her eyes when I turned her to me only sky-rocketed my fucking pulse. Fear was almost as good as sex, and hers was so obvious I could taste it.
“Oh, I’m going to love you, little one. I promise.”
I pulled my attention from her as Costa was struggling to stand and rip the IV from the port in his chest. He could barely get to his feet and if I were a man with any empathy at all, I might actually feel bad for his pitiful situation, but I wasn’t and he was still a piece of shit, even if he was dying.
“I wouldn’t do that, Deadman. It’s just going to make things worse for you,” The sense of impending death that was about to occur mixed with finally having Ayden in my arms made my cock throb with excitement. The swell of it pressed into her back as I slowly walked her toward the wall.
“Now, are you going to stand here like a good girl while I take care of this, or am I going to tie you up?”
She gave the smallest of nods as I let my hand slip from her mouth. I turned her around and put her back to the wall. Her not screaming was already impressive but her mouth opened and shut like a fish gasping for water and nothing came out.
“Shock. Shock is good. But shock means I can’t trust you.” I turned back to the old man who just wouldn’t do as I said. “Sit the fuck down Costa. You aren’t getting out of here alive.”
My Little Doc let out a whimper at the sound of my angry voice and that made me even more pissed at him. “Okay, here’s what you are going to do. I’m going to have you sit on the floor right where I can see you. You’re not going to pass out are you? No, of course you won’t. You’ll be strong for me. I know you will.”
She nodded her head a little too quickly. “Now, if you do everything I say, then this will all be over soon and I’ll make sure I reward you for good behavior. Okay?”
Ayden’s head bobbed up and down again like some kind of kid’s toy that got fucked up by the family dog.
“That’s it, just like that. Now sit on your hands for me, so I know you won’t try to reach for anything. You should know your alarms and cameras in here have been disabled, so there is no one coming to your rescue. Do you understand?”
“Yes.” A whisper of her voice choked out the word and I placed a kiss on her cheek because I was just so fucking proud of her.
I stood and turned, finally able to focus on my prey. He scooted along the side of her desk, trying to keep on his feet as he made his way towards the locked door.
“Now, where do you think you’re going?”
“You can’t do this to me. You can’t kill me here.” He said with a look of panic on his face.
“Why not?”
“Because… because it’s a fucking prison.”
“Did you really think we wouldn’t get to you here?” I smirked,  “You can’t be that stupid, can you?”
“I’m not stupid. There are people watching. They will know it’s you.”
“But who am I, Costa? Do you even know? Likely not. I mean… you could guess… and maybe get close to the truth, but you’ve pissed off a lot of people over the last year. Pick a family, any family, who sent me for you?”
His face scrunched up as if he were a baby about to cry, and then he just shook his head. “Don’t do this. I can pay you. I have more money than I’ll ever need. I’m just a dying old man.”
“A dying old man who sold women against their will. A dying old man who sold them to men who abused, raped and killed them. A dying old man who tried to take down The Dark Kings because he is a greedy bastard who thought he could. No Angelo, you aren’t ‘just’ a dying old man. You are evil walking this earth, and my job is to extinguish evil.” I got right up in his face as I said my next words, breathing in his fear. It didn’t taste as sweet as Ayden’s, but right now, it would do the trick. “You see, Deadman, I have a deal with the devil. I take out his truly unruly bastards and send them down to him for eternal torture and I secure myself a place as his right-hand man.”
I grabbed him by the throat and pulled him to me because I wanted him to hear the next part clearly. “I enjoy being the right-hand man, not the one in charge. In fact, my favorite position is the hand that does the killing. I like it because it excites me in ways you wouldn’t want to know. I like it because when it’s over I know I’ve done good, that the asshole I killed can’t hurt anyone ever again. You fucked with the Kings, Deadman, and worse yet, you fucked with their Queen. Now you die.”
He was easy to hold still. The poor bastard was weak from illness, which made the job a little too simple for my liking, but whatever. I slipped my hand into the pocket of my jumpsuit that was still unzipped from earlier and pulled out the wooden cross that was provided to me as a gift from the prison’s priest and slipped the cover off. The long part of the wood fell to the floor, revealing a beautifully shiny shiv. The pointy metal would work perfectly for what I had planned.
Costa begged and pleaded, but I couldn’t hear any of it. My attention was on Doc. Her gasp when the wood hit the floor had me only slightly concerned she’d try to escape, but if she was as smart as I thought she was, she wouldn’t move. I ran the shiv up Costa’s body and placed it right where I wanted it.
“Say goodnight, Gracie.”
It wasn’t the Deadman that responded though, it was Ayden. her soft voice tickled something deep inside me as she whispered out, “Goodnight.”
I smiled at her as I plunged the shiv into Deadman’s side, digging in deep and making a mess to ensure he’d bleed out like the pig that he was. Ayden didn’t say a word. She just stared at me with her lips slightly parted and tears rolling down her cheeks.
“How about one more for good measure?” I pulled the shiv from his body and watched as the blood spilled to the floor and relished in the pain I saw on his face. The only thing that kept him upright was my hand on his throat and I pulled back, repeating the same motion stabbing him in his gut. I shoved it up this time instead of through and watched as his eyes widened and then shut for the last time. I dropped his body and threw the weapon on top of him before I made my way over to the sink in the corner. There was something I loved about ending a Deadman’s life and nothing else seemed to compare.
“He was an evil man, Little Doc, a very bad man.”
She nodded her head, but the tears didn’t stop as I scrubbed the blood from my hands. She sat there patiently and watched as I stripped out of the bloody jumpsuit and undershirt I had on but didn’t say a word until I opened a cabinet in the corner and pulled out a fresh set of guards’ clothes.
“But how…?”
“My name is Noah Rand. They sent me here to complete this job and this job alone. It’s time for me to leave now and you are coming with me.”
“How… I mean... no. You just killed a man.”
“Not a man, a bad man. You get that, don’t you?”
“There are bad men everywhere. You can’t just kill them all.”
“I don’t kill them all. I kill the ones people pay me to kill. Now come on, stand up. You need to clean up your face and drink some water.”
I handed her the bottle of water that was on her desk and she took it from me with shaky hands. I continued to button up the black corrections officer shirt that had been left for me and she just stood there, watching.
“Drink, Ayden. You need to pull yourself together.”
“Where are you taking me? Are you going to kill me, too?”
“Are you a bad man?”
“No.”
“Then I will not kill you.”
“But how will we leave? And what about him?” She pointed toward what was left of Angelo Costa lying in a pool of his own blood.
“Clean-up is someone else’s job. My job is done.”
“But…”
“You have a lot of questions, you know that?”
“I should. You just killed him and now you are telling me I’m leaving with you.”
“You are going to leave with me and right now, the fewer questions you ask, the better it will be for both of us. You don’t really want to stay here and answer to the prison goons about why there is a dead man in your infirmary, do you?”
She shook her head no.
Lifting my finger, I pointed to her water again. "Drink."
The show of slight hesitation in her eyes rise, but instead of resisting she lifted the bottle to her lips and drank slowly. The sight caused the corner of my lips to lift into a small smirk of satisfaction that she could take direction if she wanted to. 
“Come on, we need to get going. Time is running out.”
Her eyes widened, and she reached for her purse.
“No, leave that.”
“I can’t. My phone, my keys… everything is in there.”
“It stays. Now go to the mirror and wipe the mascara from your face.”
I watched as once again she did what I said.
"That's a good girl." I smirked in satisfaction. "You see, it's not that hard to comply."
Her eyes turned to me with what looked like a glimmer of hatred as she shook it in frustration, a frown marring her lips. "Go fuck yourself."
I couldn't help but chuckle at her comment. Thinking of how that dirty mouth of hers would soon be wrapped around my cock like a good girl.
"You handled today well, Little Doc. I'm proud of you." I strode towards her with determination, my hand wrapping around the thick waves of her hair as I yanked it back just enough to hear the gasp of surprise leave her lips. "I knew you were strong when I met you." I whispered against her, " but I had no idea how much you could handle until today. You're going to be my queen, and I'll make sure you're treated as one from now until the day you die."
"And what if I say no..." She mumbled softly, her eyes lifted to mine with what looked like a moment of defiance as I leaned forward brushing my lips against her cheek. 
"Oh, I hope you do. Fight me if you want... I'll have you bending for me at will, very soon."
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Taken

Ayden


What the fuck was happening right now? I watched a man I thought was the least crazy of the bunch here murder someone as if it were his day job. Then he made me clean myself up, leave everything I owned behind and follow him out of the building. Three knocks on the door and it magically opened with a wink at the guard, and he stepped right through it. After a handshake with another, we were standing outside next to a blacked out SUV. My mind said run, but as soon as I went to move, he reached for my wrist and ushered me into the back seat of the car. 
Now we were driving down the highway and he had his arm around me like he was staking some claim. Two men sat in the front slightly amused at the entire situation and if I wasn’t mistaken, they were Ares Sabino and Nico Marchesi, two of the three Dark Kings and men you wouldn’t want to cross on a sunny day in Central Park. Now I was in a car with a murderer… well, three murderers if the rumors about them were true and they were talking like I wasn’t even there.
“Is it done?”
“Of course it is. Did you doubt me?”
"No." The driver who I was sure was Ares replied with the sound of irritation in his tone.
“What’s with the bitch?”
“Don’t call her that,” Noah growled in Nico’s direction, which only caused Nico to laugh.
“She wasn’t part of the plan.”
“She wasn’t part of your plan, but I had my own. Besides, she’s mine. I wasn’t going to leave her there.”
Nico turned in his seat and held up a decorative knife in my direction. “Does she know she’s yours? Because she looks rather terrified.”
Noah tilted his head to the left, and then the right, as if he were thinking it over. Then he turned to me, “Little Doc, you are mine now, okay?”
The casual way he said it made me wonder if I stood a chance of staying no. I went to open my mouth, but Nico’s laugh pulled my attention back to him. “Valentina will love her, and likely kick your ass for taking her without asking first.”
Noah grunted and his grip around me tightened as he looked out the window. We drove for some time and eventually I couldn’t even figure out where we were. We had traveled far beyond the city when Ares pulled off onto a dirt road. It wasn’t in good condition, likely because of the winter snow recently clearing, and the bumps kept throwing me into Noah’s side. At one point, I reached for his thigh to steady myself and his large hand came down over mine. My eyes shot up to his and all he did was smile.
By the time we made it up the side of a small mountain, I was car sick and convinced they were taking me there to throw me over the side. The oversized house was in the middle of a clearing with a large circular driveway. Pine trees and other foliage covered everything around us creating a dense wall that cut us off from the outside world. 
“We’re here,” Ares said as he pulled in front of the house and Noah opened the door, reaching for me as he got out. I looked up at him as the panic started to really set in. It’s not like I wasn’t panicking before sitting in a car with three known killers but now I was Ares and Nico was leaving me with Noah in the middle of nowhere surrounded by… nothing. 
“You guys coming in for a bit?”
“No, we need to head back. Dante is a mess, and he’s driving Valentina insane.”
“How’s she feeling?”
“Fine, as far as we can tell, but he’s convinced she’s going to die at any moment.”
“Die?” I asked as my doctor’s brain took over my good sense. “Who’s going to die?”
“Our wife is pregnant, not dying. We just can’t convince her other husband of that.”
My confusion must have been clear, because even Ares was laughing at me this time.
“I’ll explain once we are inside. It’s too cold out here for you without a jacket.” Noah said as he tucked me closer into his side and turned toward the house, throwing an arm up at the guys, “See you bastards next time.”
I looked around me as we made our way towards the front. There wasn’t another house in sight, or a car, for that matter. What must have been a four wheeler was parked on the side of the house under a snow cover and there were still remnants of the recent storm nearby. If I ran now, I’d surely die. I was already freezing. The murder in my infirmary had caused me to miss lunch, and I had no idea where I was. I needed to bide my time and come up with a plan that made sense instead of deciding things in a panic. I followed him in and he led me to the couch in what seemed to be the living room in the main part of the house. 
“Sit here while I get the fire going.”
I looked around and noticed a distinct lack of personal items. There were no family pictures above the mantel. The coffee table was covered with random magazines that varied from motorcycles to cooking and yet the whole home felt lived in without looking lived in. 
Miguel, or Noah as his name appeared to be, wasn’t the person I thought he was at all, and now sitting in this monstrosity of a house, I wondered if my latest impressions of him were wrong too. I had gotten to know him since they brought him into custody. According to his file, he had no priors and was there for some kind of financial crime. I hadn’t questioned it. Since working at the prison, I had met all sorts of criminals. Most had money or influence to be where they were, which meant I spent most of my time keeping dirty old men alive. 
Angelo Costa was one of them. He was diagnosed with stage four renal cancer as soon as he showed up and I had been administering his chemo under the direction of an oncologist the entire time he was there. Noah would show up almost weekly with some ridiculous complaint. I liked him though, so I entertained the conversations. When he came for an ice pack for his big toe, I finally admitted I could see right through his bullshit. My dumb ass loved the attention from him, and I let my guard down week after week. He was so damn gorgeous compared to any other man I’d ever met and especially hot compared to the gross fools in prison. The guy was huge. He towered over me and I loved how small I felt next to him. Until today, his size didn’t scare me but brought me comfort, knowing he could protect me. Now that I knew the truth about him, my love of that comfort had turned into fear and the nice guy who I thought just had a bad go of things was some kind of killer for hire. Worst yet, the Dark Kings seemed to be his latest employer.
I looked up and realized the fire was burning bright, and Noah was nowhere to be seen. Lost in my own thoughts wasn’t a good place to be when stuck in a house with a killer. Standing slowly I walked toward the front door while trying to stay as quiet as possible. I needed to get my bearings. The lock on the door was nothing more than a normal lock you’d see in any home, and the latch on one of the windows wasn’t even flipped in the closed position.
“You probably shouldn’t leave. At least not yet.”
I jumped at the sound of his voice and spun around to face him. “I… I wasn’t going to leave.”
“Smart.”
He had changed out of the clothes he had taken from my office and was dressed in a long sleeve henley with the top buttons undone and a pair of loose fitting jeans. His feet were bare and for some reason, rather than running from him, I wanted to run to him.
“Here, I brought you something to change into.”
I looked up and realized he had what looked like a sweatsuit in his hands and he was holding it out to me. The tattoo of a black crow on the back of his hand was clear as day, and I wanted to reach out
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