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    Dear Reader
Thank you for choosing to read this book! there is Russian in this book--so there are translations in the back, after the last chapter.
I hope you enjoy this spicy mafia romance and stay to read the following books!
Please keep your mental health in mind while reading.
Enjoy!

      

    


Be a good girl, and blush for me...
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Chapter One
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Seven years ago

Elliana

––––––––
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TODAY IS MY EIGHTEENTH birthday and I’m having mixed feelings about what it brings. I will finally be able to be in charge of my life and not have to listen to my abusive father complain about how nothing I do is good enough. But, because of my father and his stupid empire he’s almost done building I have to be in an arranged marriage. Which is utterly ridiculous and such an old way of thinking, but I don’t have a choice. If I want to go to college and someday inherit my father’s businesses, I will marry a complete stranger.

I don’t know what kind of arrangement my father is making that would need to include this marriage and I can honestly say I’m not sure I care. I just want to get away from him as soon as possible. Since my mother is no longer alive I take all of the aggression, luckily never to the face. 

My father did mention earlier this morning that my future husband and his father will be coming by my party for a “meeting”. I’m assuming that this all has to do with combining families so the businesses will combine through the marriage, but I’m only ninety five percent sure.

I’ve never seen my future husband and don’t think I’ve even been told his name, but I have met his father multiple times in passing. His father’s name is Dimitri Mortelli and he seems like a complete emotionless asshole. He never speaks to me when he comes to the house on business, he only gives a sharp nod in my direction and continues on with my father. 

If his son is anything like him I just hope I will be able to keep a good distance and not have to be around him. The more I think about him I get more curious and more nervous. Is he hot? Is he fat? How old is he? Is he respectful of women (unlike my father)? I guess all of my questions will be answered in just two hours. 

Guests have been arriving for the past hour and I’ve known none of them. They’ve all been associates or something of my fathers. There’s only two people I really want here and that’s my best friends Natalie and Thomas, but we call him Tommy. I’ve known them both since I was six and they are the only people who know about my life at home. Sure, at school I was getting all A’s and graduated in the top of my class but that meant nothing when I came home to a furious and drunk father who beat me for any reason he could think of. 

I’m standing at the door for what feels like hours until I finally see Natalie and Tommy walking up the long driveway. My smile goes from formal to ecstatic and my body starts to hum with joy. I excuse myself from the business group standing around me, but not involving me, and speed walk my way to my friends. I open my arms wide and embrace them both with force. They both hug me back with one arm and laugh lightly. 

When I pull back, my eyes float to Tommy. Natalie is talking about something on her drive here but it’s background noise when I notice the way Tommy is looking at me. His dark caramel eyes are traveling up my body slowly. My dress is body hugging to show off my curves, stops at my mid-thighs, and has a v slit at the top to show cleavage but not too much. The more he takes in the darker his eyes get, lust clouding them by the time he gets to my dark pink colored lips. My breath hitches in my throat when his eyes finally lock with mine and he gets a sensual smirk. 

My cheeks heat and I snap my gaze back to Natalie. She isn’t talking anymore and her head is turned towards who I realize is Dimitri standing at the back of his car checking his phone. But I realize her gaze is directed towards to person getting out of the passenger side.

He’s wearing slacks and a dress shirt that has the first couple buttons undone. His shirt is stretched across his abundance of muscles like it could rip with the wrong movement of his arms. The slacks show off a perfect round ass that makes me want to walk over and squeeze it. But then I take in his face. His jawline could cut butter, he’s clean shaven with plump lips. The urge to drag his bottom lip through my teeth is almost too much to hold back. A slight breeze picks up and my eyes flick to the dark brown hair that rests thickly on his head. It only moves slightly with the wind but looks soft enough to run your fingers through nicely. But the best of it all? His eyes. They are bright and a beautiful shade of green. I want to be closer to really take in their full color. 

There’s a throat clearing in the background of my thoughts that grow dirtier with each second I look at the man with Dimitri. A throat clears for a second time, I blink rapidly and look at Natalie then Tommy. Natalie is still looking at the gorgeous man while Tommy is looking at me. 

I smile at him and grab his hand, “How was your guys’ drive here?” 

My house is about thirty minutes away from them both specifically because my father wanted decent land surrounding the house.

Tommy looks back and forth between my eyes as he responds, “It was good, felt longer than normal because we were so excited to get here.”

I smile bigger at him and look to Natalie for my next question. 

I don’t have a chance to voice it when she looks at me with her bulging blue eyes and a toothy smile, “Ell, the god like man by your father’s friend is staring at you.”

“What?”

I swing my head to look back at the dream-like man across the drive way. He is looking at me. His stance seems to be relaxed standing next to Dimitri but his jaw is locked and his eyes look angry but heated. Does he know me? Why is he looking at me like I did something wrong and he could strangle me at any moment?

I break the heart racing eye contact, look back at Natalie, and squeeze Tommy’s hand tighter, “Let’s go out back! There’s actually some decent food I like for once.”

Natalie walks by my side as I drag Tommy by his hand behind me. As we walk I feel eyes on me, but I can’t tell if its Tommy’s lingering gaze or the mysterious jacked man. 
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Dominic

––––––––
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I’M PISSED. I’VE KNOWN for at least a year that, thanks to my father, I’m set to marry a girl I’ve never met. It’s her eighteenth birthday party today and I’ve been dragged along. This will be our first official meeting but luckily we won’t have to actually marry for several more years. Which is good for me, I like my women able to drink. The ‘why’ of having to marry a girl that’s seven years younger than me has been explained to me multiple times but it doesn’t mean I’m happy about it. I’m set to inherit everything my father has, including being the head of the mafia. With this marriage and merger of not just families but businesses we will be the top dogs and pretty much unstoppable. My father still deals in shady things no matter how much I tell him we would have more positives if we cleaned up our act a bit but he doesn’t listen. 

But that doesn’t matter when I’ll soon be in charge of it all when he dies. No one knows besides my mother and I but his health is rapidly declining. Soon I’ll be the head and then, unfortunately, I’ll be married. 

My father just steps out of the car as my phone vibrates. I take a quick peak as I open the door. Of course, Alana sends me a nude right as I have to go to a teenagers party. She has the worst timing. Sometimes I think about ending our little sex arrangement because she seems to be getting attached but, she really knows what she’s doing. Plus she’s my assistant. 

There could be another woman out there that could feel better and actually make me feel something other than just wanting a physical release. But I doubt it. 

Ignoring the text I put my phone back in my pocket and step out of the car. As I’m closing my door I feel eyes on me. This is supposed to be safe ground for us today... The more I take in the feeling it doesn’t feel threatening. I start scanning around the front of the house. My sight lands on three people standing in the middle of the drive way. 

One girl is average looking, at least to my tastes, and staring at me with round blue eyes. There’s a boy that definitely looks like someone who could handle himself in a fight based off his muscle mass, but he’s eyeing someone else. And that someone else has a throb going straight to my dick. She has her eyes and smile set on the boy before her, her face is full of fondness towards him. He’s a friend for sure. Her auburn hair has loose curls flowing all way down to just above her round-plump ass. The dress she wears hugs her curves perfectly, putting her figure on display in a sexy but modest way.

My eyes drop to her thick thighs and hips before gliding back up to her thin waist, perky big tits, then finally her face again. I take my time looking over her face from this distance. Her eyes are a hazel I’m assuming, her nose is small and round fitting between her big bright eyes nicely. She has minimal makeup on, and she is beautiful. When I find her lips my dick throbs again. They are turned into a slight smile now and a shade of pink I immediately imagine looking amazing around my dick. I’m trying not to adjust myself out in the open like this, but it’s hard when a girl like that is standing in my vicinity. 

As I join my father at the back of the car her eyes meet mine. My jaw locks when I see her breath hitch in her chest. Oh yeah, she likes what she sees. I get a weird ache in my chest when she smiles bigger than before and clutches the guys hand next to her and starts walking inside. My jaw clenches on its own even tighter, I can hear my teeth grinding. 

Before I can go inside to see what kind of relationship they really have my father grips my shoulder. He smirks at me and I see his eyebrows lift slightly from behind his sun glasses.

“Dominic, this is a big day. You need to make a good impression on the girl and remember your manners when it comes to her father. He can be... Not fun to deal with at times. This meeting with her needs to go off without a hitch. She might not technically have a say in this arrangement but she should still be at least comfortable and satisfied with her future husband.”

I fist my hands tightly hoping he doesn’t see my annoyance in his distrust in me about today, “Yes, I know.”

He gives a clipped nod and starts towards the front doors. This girl better not cause issues in this arrangement. She’ll learn that I don’t like being disrespected or sassed. I will be polite and abiding as long as she stays in line with me. I don’t need a woman that is going to make my life more stressful than it already is. 

My father stops us in the main entryway and scans the area, I’m assuming looking for the girl’s father, Sebastian Runik. I’ve only met him once, about a year ago when the arrangement was originally put in place. He seemed very eager to get his daughter out, even though she’ll be taking over his businesses and contracts. He doesn’t appear to have much care or respect for his daughter which doesn’t sit right with me. 

When we finally spot Sebastian walking in from the back of the house my father walks over. I’ve learned how to walk to other “businessmen” from my father. He keeps his body at ease but still radiates power and control. 

When we reach Sebastian I see he’s gained weight, he now looks like an older fat man who thinks he’s better than he is. As him and my father talk lightly I scan the area of the house I can see. There’s paintings hanging on the walls and nice décor and tables spread about, looks more like a show set than his actual house. There’s no personal touches in the areas I’ve seen that are out in the open. 

I keep looking around at the paintings, something in me wishing the girl I saw outside would step into my line of sight again. Sure, I’m at my future wife’s birthday party but it doesn’t mean I can’t show one of her guests a good time. I can be a loyal man, but I don’t need to be until marriage contracts for this arrangement are officially signed and she has a ring in her possession. 

My attention snaps back to the conversation between my father and Sebastian when I hear the name of my future wife being called. Elliana. No other words are passed as some back doors open. I watch Sebastian’s face as his daughter walks into the room. He’s wearing a smile but not a real one, there’s something else hiding beneath.

I start moving my sight to Elliana when Sebastian starts the introduction, “This is my beautiful daughter, Elliana.”

Sebastian has his eyes on me but I can’t take mine off of the girl before me. It’s the girl from the driveway that had my dick throbbing in a way it hadn’t before. This can’t be her, this can’t be my future wife. She’s turning eighteen but looks mature and filled out enough to be in her early twenties... But still looks innocent in her face. I inhale deeply before reaching my hand out, trying not to reach too far and run my fingers over her reddening cheeks.
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Chapter Three



[image: ]


Elliana

––––––––
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MY SMILE ALMOST SLIPS from my face when my eyes land on the son of Dimitri, the man from out front. Now that I’m closer I really see just how gorgeous he is. Closer up I can see his green eyes are flecked with gold and his lashes are thick and a decent length for a guy. He looks like he could have been carved out of stone by the gods. His muscles are even bigger and more mouthwatering at this distance. This god of a man towers over my five-five body, he has to be at least six-two.

I can feel my cheeks heating deeply as he smirks down at me and reaches his big hand out towards me. I’m frozen in place looking up at his shining eyes. My father clears his throat impatiently, I blink rapidly and reach my hand towards him.

“I’m Dominic. Nice to finally meet you.”

I try to stay polite even though my heart is racing against my chest, “Like-wise.”

My smile almost falters again when Dominic holds my hand for a second or two longer than necessary. His grip is soft but strong, my mind goes to places it hasn’t before when it comes to what those hands could do to me. Tingles slide up my hand as he pulls his away slowly, my palm feeling the calluses on his. We stand taking each other in as our fathers talk more details about the arranged marriage. They sound muffled in my ears because all I can concentrate on is Dominic. He tries to come off as relaxed in this situation but I can see the tension in his face and hands. He doesn’t seem too thrilled to be here. I’m on the same page buddy, don’t really wanna do this either. Just because he’s hot doesn’t mean I want to marry him.

My attention gets pulled back to my father and Dimitri when they start to move towards my father’s office. My father’s eyes look to me to follow them so I do, I don’t need to deal with his anger at my birthday party once no one is around. Once I’m in step behind my father I see Dominic join beside me. He’s keeping his face forward, his hand is clenched tightly at his side. I think he notices I see his discomfort and he relaxes his fingers. I stare for a couple seconds at his thick-strong fingers and start to wonder what they would feel like roaming my body. When I hear a throat clear I bring my head up quickly to find Dominic looking down at me like he read my mind and is not pleased. Quickly, I look forward. I’m definitely blushing deeply. I unconsciously rub my palms on the front of my dress nervously. They get more sweaty when I feel Dominic move his hand to the small of my back.

He doesn’t remove his hand until all four of us are in my father’s office and the door closes behind us. I move to a leather chair by the big window diagonal from the big wood desk that sits in front of the floor to ceiling bookshelf. My father sits at his seat behind his desk, Dimitri sits in one of the two chairs in front of the desk, and Dominic stands near his father’s chair. He crosses his arms over his chest and his shirt looks ready to tear around his bulging arms and chest. 

I can’t stop my eyes from drinking in Dominic’s tall muscular body. The longer I look him over the more my vagina reminds me how much of a virgin I am. The thoughts of him pressing his perfect body against mine has my legs crossing and my thighs clenching together for some sort of pressure. My eyes are trained on his toned ass but then I notice him move, twisting a little towards me. When our eyes meet he looks even more pissed than in the hallway. His hands are tightly fisted at his sides, the muscle in his jaw is twitching showing off the perfect jawline further, and his eyes... They seem to be burning, I’m assuming with rage. I’d like to say that all my lust for him flushes away at seeing him look so pissed at me for no reason but I can’t. I push my legs tighter together and face my father who just brought out a stack of papers. 

My father looks over at me and nods slightly. Guess that’s my cue to go over and sign whatever I have to, probably the business contract. I reach the seat next to Dimitri and he motions for me to sit with a small polite smile. He seems to be nicer and more respectful of women than my father, thankfully. My father and Dimitri start discussing certain details in the contract they hadn’t gone over yet, including my part in my father’s businesses once he dies. Dimitri seems satisfied with what he’s reading, and he makes sure to read every word of the contract. Then they reach the last page, and this is the page about the arranged marriage. My eyes go wide as I realize that this will completely bind me to Dominic until we’re officially married. I will one hundred percent be tied and promised to Dominic Mortelli. Holy shit. 

I sit up straighter in my chair when my father starts going over each line regarding the marriage. We will marry after I turn twenty-five to join our families then eventually businesses, there will be wedding planning starting six months before the wedding date, a prenup will be drafted before the wedding, blah blah blah. Then something catches my complete attention.

“I promise on my fortune that my daughter, Elliana, will remain a virgin until the wedding night to ensure nothing will happen to ruin this deal between families.”

I can’t stop my mouth from spewing words, “Excuse me? Since fucking when was that included in the marriage deal!”

My father automatically looks pissed and embarrassed by my outburst but before he can say anything Dominic steps forward, putting his hand on the back of my chair, “Excuse me Sebastian, may I take that question?” My father gives a clipped nod and a satisfied smile like I’m about to get yelled at by this strange man. “Elliana, if I may be so blunt with you. That is a clause in the contract to make sure you don’t accidently get pregnant during the next few years because that would make this contract void and the wedding would no longer happen. Our families and businesses would not be joined and therefore would harm both of our sides.” 

The way my name flows from his lips has me shifting in my seat and recrossing my legs. 

Right when I’m about to reply with a simple okay he leans down, pushes some hair behind my ear and whispers so our fathers don’t hear, “And after this is signed, that pussy of yours belongs to me. I am the only man that is allowed near it.”

I swallow harshly and try not to show how much his words affect me. My legs push closer together and my face feels like it could light a candle it’s so hot. I only nod to my father who continues speaking directly with Dimitri. Dominic doesn’t move from next to my chair, leaving his hand relaxing on the back of it. My whole body remains tense at the closeness of his body. My skin tingles as his scent floats into my nose. He smells of crisp woodsy air, mint, and what I could only describe as purely sweet masculine sweat. 

The more I smell of him, the more damp my underwear get. I wiggle back to rest further in the chair only to have my breath catch when friction from the leather slides across my bundle of nerves lightly. Trying not to make my arousal so obvious I lean back in the chair and fist my hands in my lap. Dominic's thumb is pressed on my spine between my shoulder blades which sends further need to gather between my legs. I attempt to stay completely still but then he starts to rub his thumb side to side. 

I breathe in and out deeply but it’s shaky. He apparently feels how shaky my breathing is and removes his thumb only to then slyly rest his hand at the bottom of the back of my neck. His tense-warm touch sends goosebumps rising over my arms and chest, my nipples harden against my bra, and I have to use a decent amount of effort to not lean into his touch.

Dominic starts with a feathery touch in his fingers, going up and down my neck as our fathers continue to talk. I don’t hear anything they’re saying, it all sounds too far away to focus on with Dominic’s hand on me. After a few moments his touch has somehow soothed my nerves, even though I’m burning for something further, my muscles are immensely relaxed. Just as I’m about to adjust to him rubbing light lines on my skin he stops and squeezes the sides of my neck jolting me up in my seat. His grip is just on the verge of painful and arousing. He squeezes just a hair tighter and I can’t stop my head from dropping slightly back. Our fathers start to look toward us and I sit straight once more while his hand moves slyly back to the back of my chair. 
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Dominic

––––––––
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I COULDN’T STOP MYSELF from touching her. After her sass to her father and the way she was squirming her sweet ass against the chair I just had to. I knew I would get a decent reaction from what I whispered in her ear but I wanted to get a bigger response. Almost like I needed it. There’s just something about her that makes me want to make her squirm.

When I squeezed her neck just a bit tighter I could physically feel her trying not to whimper and fully lean into my hold. But just like a good girl she tilted her head back towards me. If we weren’t in the middle of our fathers meeting I would have taken a taste of her pink plump lips right there. 

Do I hate that my body is reacting this way to her? Yes, it’s obnoxious. But does it intrigue me to no extent? Very much so. Part of me wanted to squeeze her neck so tight she’d lose some air flow but the other part of me wanted to keep the pressure pleasurable enough to have her wanting more. What I did definitely did the trick. By the way she responded she wants my hands on her just as badly as I want them on her. Just looks like I have more self-control than she does. 

Our fathers finally get done discussing the contract and decide it’s good how it stands. They’ll meet a year before her twenty-fifth birthday to decide on a specific wedding date and then on the day decided she will be my wife and we will join our dealings and so forth. Then I’ll just have to wait for both old men to die so I can finally clean up how we do certain things so things are more legal... But not all. 

Sebastian signs first in all areas then slides it to my father who takes his time doing the same. Then it’s my turn. I look down at Elliana as I walk closer to the desk. Her bottom lip is between her teeth and her eyes are on her hands, her fingers clawing her thighs. There’s no way she wants this marriage, but neither the fuck do I. Too bad we don’t have a choice. 

I take the pen from my father and quickly sign all the same areas. Turning to face Elliana again I see her eyes still down, she’s really in her head. I almost feel bad for her. With this agreement she has to stay a virgin for seven more years and then marry a man she won’t know anything about. At least I can still fuck during the seven years to take my mind off of this shit. 

Without thinking I lean down in front of her chair and grab her hand, “Elliana.” 

My voice comes out deeper than I would’ve liked it to but it got her full attention. Her eyes steal the next words from my throat with the swirls of green and golden brown within them.

I don’t say another word, her name was obviously enough. I place the pen in her hand that’s clammy against mine and stand, pulling her up with me. Stepping back to beside my father I watch as she shakily signs the contract, hesitating on the last signature of the last page. 

Elliana and I leave our fathers in the office to finish off whatever they need to discuss. I walk beside her down the long hallway back to the doors that lead outside, neither of us saying a thing. From my height and angle when I look down at her I have a perfect view of the swell of her breasts and the jiggle of her nicely rounded ass. With the contract signed I’m one step closer to having to be loyal to a woman that is not only fairly younger than I am but that I also don’t want to marry at all. If it were my choice and we didn’t need to merge shit, I’d give her the night of her life and end things there. But it is what it is. 

As we reach the back doors I look down one last time at Elliana. She really is beautiful. Seeing her look out to her friends and smile does something new to my chest that I’m not quite sure how to respond to. Then she turns to me with a far more polite and shy smile, not fully meeting my gaze.

“I guess I’ll be seeing you. I’m not sure what is planned for this party since it’s mostly for my father but I hope you enjoy yourself.”

I don’t have time to respond before she’s walking off to the people I saw her with earlier. Her quiet comment about her birthday party being more for her dad than her puts me on edge. I don’t care how much of an asshole I come off as or how little I know this girl, she shouldn’t have to deal with shit like that. I’m already on edge just from seeing the way her father reacted to her outburst. Sure, she snapped and was sassy but so are most girls her age. But, he looked ready to hit her. Which wouldn’t have gone over well for me or my father. We don’t believe in hitting our women.

My frustration only rises when I see the guy Elliana is with put his arm around her waist as she leans into his embrace. I don’t fucking think so. We might not have a choice in this marriage but as of a couple minutes ago, with the signing of that contract, Elliana is mine. And no one touches what’s mine. 
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Elliana

––––––––
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I GET OVER TO WHERE Tommy and Natalie are and start sagging my shoulders. They eye me warily and know automatically something went down after I left them. Tommy says nothing but brings me into a warm embrace, rubbing my side lightly with his fingers. Natalie knows about my situation more than Tommy does but says nothing, only giving me a sad understanding smile. As I begin to open my mouth to try to say something including I’m fine my eyes catch on the massive god-like man walking over to us. Dominic looks pissed for a reason beyond me. 

“Guys, don’t freak out but a very angry Dominic Mortelli is stomping his way over here.”

Within a few long strides Dominic lands himself next to Natalie and in front of me. His eyes are blazing towards Tommy and I as he attempts to relax his form. Natalie is gobbling up the sight of him next to her tiny frame and a part of my stomach lurches at the thought of her wanting him. Tommy’s hand tightens slightly against my side as he stands taller. Is he seriously trying to size up Dominic right now? Fucking men. 

Dominic’s eyes flit to Tommy’s hand and back to my face as he speaks tightly, “Elliana, would you please join me in the house for a quick conversation.”

I look towards Tommy, his assessing gaze moving from Dominic to my tentative smile. I pull from his side and step towards Dominic’s.

“I’ll be right back. Why don’t you guys get some food. Maybe grab me something Nat?”

Natalie smiles knowingly, “Of course girl, I’ve got you. We’ll be here.” 

Before I get the chance to take another step Dominic places his hand firmly on my lower back, guiding me to a private hallway inside. My body is tense under his touch, his hand feels as if it’s burning a hole through my dress to caress my skin. The further we get from my friends and closer to the hallway the tension in my body under his touch and eyes raises. I can feel his eyes roaming over my body like a sixth sense. We finally get to a hallway that has no passerby’s. I go to turn towards Dominic to ask what he wants to discuss but he’s quicker. 

Dominic grips my hip, twisting me towards him, and pinning my back against the bare beige wall. His hand tightens on my hip as he rests his other forearm next to my head. My breathing automatically gets faster and shallow. With each heavy lift of my chest it nearly brushes against his. His breathing seems to stay calm as he pulls in long deep breaths. 

My thighs clench as he speaks, his voice low and gravelly, “Who’s the boy you’re allowing to touch what’s mine?”

“Wh—what?”

He smirks down at me like he knows exactly how my body is reacting, “I won’t repeat myself, malen’kiy​[*].”

What did he call me? Just because my family is included inside the Russian mob doesn’t mean I know any Russian. But whatever it was has heat seeping into my cheeks. My brain has a lag and it’s takes me a couple seconds to remember what he asked.

“Are you talking about Thomas?”

His smirk stays in place, his eyes growing darker the more my chest grazes his with my heavy breaths. He leans his face in closer, “If that’s the boy touching you then yes. Him. He is not allowed to touch you like that anymore.”

Some of my arousal, from seeing his piercing green eyes gaze hungrily and frustrated into mine, drains and gets replaced with irritation. Did he just try to tell me one of my best friends can’t hug me? Who the fuck does he think he is? I let the irritation show in my features and push against his hold, which only puts me closer to his warm body as he grips my hip tighter. My irritation is too high to notice how pleasurable his tight grip is. 

“Excuse me? I’m not going to stop my friend from hugging me.”

His eyes narrow at my response and his smile grows with amusement, “I don’t think you want to talk back to me malen’kiy. I’m not sure your innocent sexy body is ready for the punishment.”

I try my best to keep my irritation in front of the beating arousal building between my legs, “One, Thomas is not a boy. Two, we aren’t married yet. I don’t need to listen to you.”

Dominic’s eyes burn a bright green with anger and his smile falls into a scowl, his jaw clenching tight before speaking, “Elliana. I will say this one time. He is a boy, because any man who had the chance to have you close like that would’ve done more than merely touch your waist. And secondly, you might not have a ring on your finger but you signed a contract... And you know one of the clauses in that contract. So, you are mine to touch and mine to have. No one touches what’s mine.”

I’ve never had a guy talk to me like this before.

My voice shrinks, my eyes blown wide with his bluntness, “It said I had to stay a virgin, said nothing about finding other things... Or people, to satisfy me.”

Dominic’s whole body tenses above me. He takes in a deep breath, briefly closing his eyes. His minty woods smell drifts into my noise causing a pulse to start in my clit. When his eyes open he seems to be scary calm. My breath hitches in my throat when he releases his hold on my hip and lightly starts dragging his thick fingers up my curves. He slows when he crests over my breast but doesn’t stop. My skin is on fire, even through my dress. When he reaches the top of my dress he stops his ascent and in a blink has his strong hold on the front of my throat. The squeeze is tight but pleasurable, my thighs rub together on instinct for some sort of friction. 

“Listen here malen’kiy,” The arm that was resting near my head moves to the bottom of my dress, pulling it up agonizingly slow, “I’m going to bring you to brink of coming for me so fast and so hard that it’ll ruin any other man for you. That is your punishment for your pretty little mouth not staying quiet.”

My dress stops moving once it hits my waist. Dominic’s bright grassy eyes stay on mine, his hand going back to my thigh and gliding up slowly. Words refuse to escape my throat but juices start to pool in my satin thong. His fingers trace the edge of my underwear, his eyes searching my face for a sign to stop. I say nothing but stick out my tongue to lick my drying lips. 

His fingers pause, his eyes darting to my mouth and mimicking the motion with his own. When I start to smirk at him he brings his gaze back to mine and squeezes my throat a little more, forcing my head to tilt back slightly. 

Anyone could walk down this hall any moment and find us in this situation. And it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.

Dominic doesn’t continue his motions for so long I begin to think he won’t carry out his promise. Within seconds he slips my underwear to the side and slides two fingers through my slick folds.

A groan escapes his throat, “Already wet for me huh?”

There’s a whimper like noise that comes from my mouth. I’ve never heard me make that sound before so that’s new. I can’t force myself to stop him, my body wants to be taken for this ride but my brain is telling me it’s a bad idea. His fingers keep gliding over my folds for a few seconds longer then stop at my clit, circling lightly. My hips tilt forward for more pressure but he pulls away so I can’t take what I need. His smile only grows the more my body tries to seize the pleasure it’s begging for but can’t have. 

Dominic stops circling my clit and moves his fingers to my opening, “Do you touch yourself Elliana?” I can only manage a nod. “Use your words.”

My reply is breathless, “Y—yes.”

His smile gets wider while his eyes grow hungrier, “Good girl. Now, tell me how many fingers you use to reach inside this beautiful pussy.”

I try to breathe deeply before responding, “Two.”

His fingers circle my entrance, coating themselves in my juices, “Let’s see if you can fit two of mine.”

He barely finishes his sentence and his fingers slide in smoothly. My mouth drops open and my eyes roll back when he reaches his last knuckle, his palm barely grazing my clit. His satisfied moan has my walls clenching tighter around his fingers. He brings his thumb to my clit and starts heavy circling while he rolls his finger inside my pussy against the perfect spot. In moments my lungs can’t seem to get enough air and my nails claw into the forearm leading to the hand still against my throat. 

He groans, “So tight—"

I feel Dominic lean in so his forehead rests on mine, my eyes open to see his half closed and needy. Does he want this just as much as I do? My orgasm is rising so quickly that my legs start to shake from holding my weight. Dominic notices my weak legs and removes his hand from my throat to wrap around my waist and hold the back of my head. His strong arm and chest hold me up as another whimper leaves me, I fight to not let it carry his name. I feel the rumble of Dominic’s chuckle as he increases his speed on my clit and the rolling of his fingers. 

Right before my orgasm has a chance to fully reach its peak Dominic licks up my neck, brushes his nose to my ear, growls his whispered words and pulls his hand away, “Now that’s a good pretty girl.” I lean against him for support as my legs want to cave and the ache between my legs screams at me to continue. He laughs huskily once more, leaning me back against the wall, “I warned you not to talk back to me Elliana. Enjoy your punishment.”

And with a last quick lick to my neck, leaving goosebumps in its wake, he adjusts his trousers and leaves me aching and needy in the empty hallway.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





