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"You're too trusting, baby girl," he says. "You've been lucky, for which I'm grateful," he kisses the top of her head again, scratching between her ears. Her tail is lovely and looks exceedingly fluffy now that she is relaxed enough to wave it from side to side behind her. "The world is full of cruel men who would want nothing more than ruin you," he says. "But you're all mine, aren't you, darling?"

"Yes, Daddy," she says. Her smile is incandescent, like the man is her entire world and she's grateful for him even though he's the one who had tied her up and left her naked and exposed like this. "I love you, Daddy," she says, cheeks coloring a pretty pink, eyes averted.

It's a sweet admission, even sweeter than her submission and Erik has never coveted someone else's mate so much in his life before, never wanted someone enough for it to be a physical ache.

The man kisses her, hands around her hips, holding her tight. They seem to kiss forever and when they finally part for air, she is panting for breath.

"Do you remember the rules, darling?" he asks.

She nods and whimpers. "I don't want to, Daddy," she pleads again.

The man's heart must be made of stone. He reaches into the box and retrieves a small cup from it. "You must be thirsty, darling," he says and dips into the cup for a cube of ice. "Open," he says.

She mouths her mouth and lets him dip the too-big ice cube into her pretty little mouth. The way she sucks at it is obscene and he can't look away. The man lets her suck on the ice and then offers his palm so she can spit it out when it's too cold and hurting her teeth. She spits the rest of the cube gingerly onto the palm of his hand and licks around her lips.

"Good girl," he says and circles back around until he is standing behind her. "Do you think you're ready for me now, darling?"

"Daddy?" she cries out in panic, twisting around to try and see him.

"Shh... I want you to stay still," he says, grabbing her round ass and squeezing until she lets out a noise of protest. "Do you want this out, darling?" he asks.

She nods eagerly and he doesn't see the harm in complying, grasping the base of the plug between his fingers and pulling it out with one smooth tug. She gasps, back arching from the sudden release of pressure.

"Now then..." He dips his fingers back into the cup and pinches an ice cube between his fingers. In the next moment, he has the cube pushed up her hole, nestling into heated flesh.

The noise she makes is the sweetest sound of distress Erik has ever had the pleasure of hearing. It starts out as a keening cry, but tapers off into hitching, tortured half-sobs. "Daddy, please. It feels so strange," she whimpers. "I don't like it," she whimpers.

"Shh..." he hums, ignoring her protest as he dips into his glass and does it again and again, fitting one cube after another into her body as she sobs and sobs. He presses his fingers in at the last cube, forcing them to stay inside of her body for a few seconds with his body plastered against her back, mouth kissing the soft skin on her neck.

"Daddy. I don't like it," she whines.

"Breathe slowly for me, baby," he says, placing his palm on her stomach, moving up and up until he is pinching onto her nipple and working it between his forefinger and thumb, rolling the sensitive bud as his mouth trails across the tender flesh of her neck.

"Please, Daddy," she whimpers.

"Please, what, darling? What does my little mate want?" he asks, rolling her nipple between his finger while his free hand continue to pump in and out of her tight heat, opening her up and pushing the ice cubes deeper. "Do you want Daddy's cock inside you?" he asks.

She nods frantically. "Yes, Daddy. Yes, yes."

He chuckles and pulls his fingers from her hole. Ice water drips down the inside of her thighs. Chunks of pale ice cubes drop on the ground.

She barely has a second of relief before he is plunging directly into the young girl, sheathing himself to the hilt.

Her body jerks and she cries out. "It hurts," she whimpers. "It hurts, Daddy."

He reaches down and rubs her clit while she tosses her head back and cries out. Erik has never experienced the pain and pleasure of being anally penetrated, but he has had lovers who enjoy the juxtaposition, especially when they are being penetrated both in their pussy and their anal hole. "Shh... Daddy'll make you feel good in a second," he promises, holding her tenderly and letting her get used to the stretch.
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It begins like this.

"I'm fucking tired of cleaning up your mess, Jake." Erik sits in the armchair, one hand holding a glass of scotch that is filled to the brim, the other rubbing his forehead.

"My mess?! I'm not the one who put a man in a hospital instead of waiting for the police," Jake growls, never one to back down from a fight. "You broke so many bones in his body that they're not even sure if he can ever walk again."

The only thing he says to that is a disinterested, "Good."

Jake doesn't look like he's keen on disagreeing. The man is responsible for a lot of deaths, a lot of unsolved cases. "You should've waited. The police has enough to indict him."

"Getting things sorted the right way will take too long and draw out the suffering of everyone involved," he says, swirling the scotch in his palm before taking a sip and putting it down. He pours Jake a glass and gestures for him to sit as well. "He can still talk, but now he's in enough pain that he would do anything to get a hit of morphine. A fitting end for a man who makes a living getting people addicted on drugs, I would think."

Jake makes an annoying huffing noise and sinks into the couch. He downs the scotch at an impressive rate, letting the alcohol burn down his throat like he can no longer feel the heat. He grimaces at the end and places the empty glass on the table.

"And we got what we needed." The man had started sobbing and giving away all his nefarious plans and secrets ten minutes into his interrogation. Disgraceful, to sell out his men so easily.

"You did," he relents. "But why are you upset?" Jake demands.

"I'm not upset."

"You're not happy either," Jake says. "You just single-handedly closed the biggest case of the year and you're here, sulking. Something's bothering you."

That's the thing, Jake is right. He should be happy. He should be out celebrating with the rest of his packmates. Instead, he is hiding in his office, working on something that doesn't really need much more fine-tuning and he is dragging his feet because he's not at all eager to join in the celebration.

"You need a break," Jake decides. "You should get laid," he says decisively, like that's all he needs to say, and a willing young woman would materialize in front of them. As though reading his mind, he continues, "There are escort services for these sorts of stuff, you know."

He glares at the man, who merely chuckles.

"Have you talked to our lawyers?" he asks.

Erik shakes his head. He doesn't trust himself to talk to them just yet. Talking to lawyers always make him break things. They let him get away with it because the alternative is breaking them.

"I'll talk to them tomorrow," he says. "In the meantime, you should get some rest
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