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Forewarning
Hello, Lovelies,
So, it turns out I wasn't quite ready to let the Molloy’s go. I’m not sure if this is fortunate or unfortunate for you, but you can decide. If you haven't read the TWO Psychopaths yet, it's probably best to start from there to understand this Psycho’s lineage. The pace is fast, but as you all know by now, I like to get to the crux of the matter without putting myself or you guys to sleep. Sorry if you love a slow burn. I love a quick in and out myself.
TWs
Stalking, serial killing, abduction, violence, torture, noncon, dubcon, degradation, breeding, first-time, knife play, golden shower (singular), forced ‘branding’ and piercings.
Introducing Alejandro and his sick journey of self-discovery and recovery. This dirty freak’s story did not go where I thought it would, but I hope you enjoy it nonetheless.



OceanofPDF.com


Chapter 1
Alejandro
15 Years Old
It was a perfectly sunny day. The sun shone brightly, the flowers bloomed, and the grass was luscious, but nothing mattered because my grandpa’s dead corpse was being lowered into the ground. My little sister, Alea, sniffled before wiping her nose. Alanna put her arm around her before she gave me a small smile. I gave her a small nod.
I should have felt sorrow, but I only felt rage. Sometimes, it felt like he was the only person in my family who understood me. My dad put his hand on my shoulder, but I shrugged it off.
There were so many fucking assholes in this world, yet my grandpa had to die.
Fuck everyone.
17 Years Old
My heart was pounding as I sat on his chest and pummelled his face with my fists. I could feel the pain as his teeth cut through my skin, and I fucking loved it. All the kids were either screaming in horror or cheering us on. His face was a swollen, bloody mess, and I still didn't pause in my hits.
I felt hands on my arms as two teachers dragged me off him.
The cunt won't be able to speak anytime soon. So, neither of my sister's names will be mentioned again.
18 Years Old
“Martial arts, cardio and weight training, five times a week will help you with some of that excess energy you have,” Dad said.
I just nodded because the best way to shift any excess energy was to fuck it out.
20 Years Old
I smirked when my mother let out a scream. Dad came running into the kitchen like pussy whipped bitch.
“Alejandro, no. You look like a fucking pin cushion,” my mum moaned.
“You don't want to see where else I got the piercings then.”
My dad narrowed his eyes at me.
“Watch how you talk to my wife.”
Whatever.
I walked up to my room. I needed a plan to get out of here.
21 Years Old
I nailed the palm of his hand into the tree with the nail gun. He could scream as loud as he wanted my spot was deserted. The only thing here was a derelict warehouse and a woodland area. I lifted his other hand and nailed it beside the first one. I'd learnt to use long nails as they were easier to remove and they held my victim in place for as long as I needed.
I took the gun back towards the fire and sat on the fallen log to pick up my can of lager. I felt at peace watching him struggle, and his hands bleed. Only at times, I wish I had someone to share my adventures with. My brother was too ‘normal’, and I wouldn't ever expose this side of me to my sisters. I didn't talk enough to accumulate any friends.
Ah, well.
22 Years Old
Ella knelt on the floor, waiting for me. This was the only sex club that allowed you to push the limits. It was still too tame for me. Ella was one of the better ones. I had a thing for long blonde hair. I put it down to the fact that all the women in my family were brunettes like my dad or black hair like my mum’s.
I rubbed my cock feeling all the piercings until I came to the tip, where I had a thicker ball bar going through the head.
“Let’s see how fast you can crawl over, Ella. If I drip on the floor before you get here, I get to belt you as hard as I want.”
Her blue eyes widened, and her eyes dropped to my dick before she swiftly crawled over to me, catching my precum before it landed on the floor.
“Open up,”
I grabbed her silky hair and pulled her head up. With a total of eight piercings in my dick, I loved knowing it was uncomfortable for them when I skull fucked them. She choked and gagged as I thrust my cock down her throat. I closed my eyes as her hot wet throat constricted around my cock.
This is what I needed tonight.
23 Years Old
“As you know, Alistair took over the firm for me, but I wanted to give you your share of the business so you can either invest it or draft up a business plan for the chain of gyms you want to set up,” Dad said.
He had called me to come see him, but I hadn't expected this.
“I want you to make something of your own, Alejandro. No more fucking about. Whatever you decide to do, I know people who can help you,” he said, pushing a piece of paper in front of me.
My eyes widened at the figure. I knew my parents were wealthy, but this would be more than enough to set me up.
26 Years Old
“You are my housewarming gift to myself,” I said, taking a drag of my cigarette. “I’d always wanted to see if a neck could snap like this.”
I pushed him off the roof of my newly converted warehouse and peered over the wall as he swung before hitting the brick wall. I definitely heard a snap. I walked over to the rope and cut it, hearing his body hit the ground. I should have found two assholes this had been anticlimactic.
27 Years Old
I walked around the club and felt nothing. It was the usual shit. A few of the girls hit on me, but I wasn't in the mood. That was a first for me. In all the years I had fucked women, this had never happened. I sat down with my drink to watch the show. I rubbed my beard, trying to figure out what was wrong with me. I was young and healthy with no financial concerns.
I’d always had a voracious appetite for sex. I was fucking sixteen year old’s since I was twelve. Older women came with experience and could take it harder. That trend had stuck with me.
I took a shot of tequila, enjoying the burn in my throat before looking down at my useless dick in disgust. Perhaps I needed to switch things up. I needed unfettered access to someone willing to take whatever I chose to give them.
Present Day
I grabbed my protein shake and gym bag before taking the lift down to the garage. My usual routine was to work out at home, but I needed to catch up on some work today from the office. I couldn't seem to find the motivation to work at home. I was proud to have 137 gyms nationwide at twenty-seven years old. It took hard work, perseverance and my dad’s business acumen.
My engine roared as I took off. My Playlist came on, and just like that, I was raring to go for a hard session before I started work.
With it only being 5 am, the gym was empty and perfect for me. I had resented my parents when they set me up with a routine like a child, but I soon grew to love pushing my body past its limit. The marital arts gave me discipline and a sense of calmness that nothing else did. As an adult, I could give them credit for my success, but since I don't talk much, I've never thanked them.
I was pulled away from my thoughts when someone came onto the gym floor. It had to be a woman her frame was petite. She couldn't be much over 5 feet. She wore a grey baggy hoody and skin-tight black leggings. She put her water on one of the treadmill cup holders and began a slow walk. The hoody was so long it reached her thighs.
She didn't look my way when the weights clanged together as I put them down, but she jumped at the noise.
My dislike of coming to the gym was men wanted to talk, and women wanted to hit on you mindlessly, batting their false eyelashes. Some people came for the fitness aspect, but I liked to do my routine without anyone disturbing me.
I switched weight machines to work on my legs, ignoring the newcomer. Once I had completed all my sets, I went towards the mirrors for the free-weight section. The woman had taken her hoody off and sprinted as if someone was after her. Her wavy blonde hair was swinging from side to side from her ponytail. She wore a loose black T-shirt, so she definitely wasn't here to pick up a guy.
She had stamina for the amount of time she was jogging for. I kept my eyes on her instead of my posture. Not that I needed it. I’d been doing weights for 9 years now. She slowed down and returned to walking before reaching for her water bottle. She used a wad of paper towels to wipe her face, neck and hairline.
My eyes never left her as she wiped down the machine before walking out of the gym. My eyes narrowed on the doorway. She never looked at me once.


∆∆∆
 
My curiosity got the better of me, and I checked the log and found her details. Her gym picture was clear. The woman could have been a model with big green eyes. She had high cheekbones with pretty bow-shaped lips.
Serafina Taylor, 20 years old. Her membership was subsidised through the healthcare system. She either had an eating disorder or mental health issues. The gym didn't get any medical information, but my mum had asked me to set something up for communities around my gym. I couldn't give a fuck.
I glanced at her picture, homing in on her eyes again. Her eyes looked older than 20 and had sadness in them. There was no pose and no smile. Women her age tended to pose and post every picture they could. I preferred older women for a reason.
She wasn't overweight or obese, so she must have mental health issues. I took a picture of her details with my phone as it had her home address, mobile number and email address.
I’d never killed a woman before, nor did I ever feel the urge to, but I enjoyed dominating them. I got off on other people's pain. Over the years, I grew comfortable with what I love. Fuck conventional society and their bullshit rules.
I wanted to know why Serafina was fucked in the head. She could be perfect to prey on, to mould her into what I needed.
My phone was in my hand, and I messaged my Dad to see if he still had his contacts in the PI world. I couldn't access medical records, but perhaps the PI could point me in the right direction.
I focused back on my work I would have plenty of time to dwell on the woman later.



OceanofPDF.com


Chapter 2
Alejandro
The PI gave me the information hesitantly asking me not to tell my dad that he gave it to me. I was surprised by that because my dad was 64 years old and retired. So, the PI either respected him or feared him.
I sat back in my gaming chair, contemplating my interest in her. I didn't date women. I only fucked them. My older sister Alanna was married with two children, and my brother got engaged a few months ago. Alea was studying at Uni. I never wanted what they did. I got thrown out of school, and I refused to go back. A conventional relationship would never work because of my love for killing assholes.
I pulled up her picture to see her fucked up green eyes again.
Yeah, she could be the one. Malleable and hopefully gullible enough for me to train and mould into a willing pet, a personal fuckdoll who takes whatever I give her whenever I want. My dick twitched in my sweatpants, and within seconds, I was rock hard. I looked into her eyes, the eyes that would be full of tears when I used that pretty mouth of hers.
I closed my eyes and thought of everything I had wanted to do to a woman over the years, and the more I pictured it, the more I wanted it to be Serafina. Even her name was unusual. I rubbed my aching dick for a few moments before deciding to see if she had any pictures on social media.
∆∆∆
 
Since Serafina had no online presence so I had to do shit the old-fashioned way. I followed her everywhere for a week. I took so many pictures of her that I knew she was quickly becoming my obsession.
She consistently wore baggy clothes, which made her look like a teenage boy. I was sitting outside of her work, a bookshop. It looked like she was either a nerd or a bookworm. With the opening hours of the bookshop, it was likely she did shift work. In a few weeks, I would better understand what her comings and goings looked like. I’d ordered a whole host of things to entrap her and protect myself in case she ever got loose. I had a builder coming next week to make a few adaptations. She lived in a run-down shitty council estate in a tiny one-bedroom apartment. I was still waiting for my dark web hacker to send me all of her private information.
I’d checked the gym logs, and she came in every morning at 5:30 am. The more I tailed her, the more impatient I got to take her. I’d been learning how to pick locks that shit was harder than it looked like in movies.
I wanted to see all of her. I could bet my life on it that she would be a blank canvas for me to mark her in any way I chose. I had a hoop piercing in my lip and eyebrow and a barbell on my tongue and nipples. Any pet I created would be adorned by my piercings.
My arms and back were covered in tattoos. I had one massive grim reaper covering my back and a skull with some Celtic designs dedicated to my grandpa’s Irish heritage. I’d added some roses in for my Grandma since their love had been timeless.
I sighed, thinking of my Grandpa. I was grateful for all the memories I had with him. He had taken me everywhere with him. We often went camping, and he showed me how to hunt, how to skin the animals down and how to gut and butcher them. I owed my knife skills to him.
My eyes flicked towards the doorway, and I saw Serafina in her oversized black hoody with her backpack over one shoulder. She looked around before pulling her hood up and walking towards her bus stop.
I followed her home in the shittiest rental car I've ever had, but I had to remain inconspicuous. She lived on the first floor as soon as it began to get dark she always closed her curtains. It annoyed me initially, but then I was glad no one else could see her.
These were going to be a difficult few weeks. 
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Chapter 3
Serafina
When I entered the gym's main area, I saw Mr Muscle’s was in again. I ignored him and went straight for my usual treadmill. I wanted to do my daily exercise and get out of there again before the morning rush started. I hated the noise and chatter from the fitness fanatics. The thumping of the heavy footsteps on the treadmills, the metal weights being slammed down by the macho pricks and the heavy breathing like panting dogs. The thought of it made my anxiety levels jump up a notch.
With my earphones already in I was good to go. I only came because this was the only thing that set me up for the day with some form of confidence. I noticed my days were more fraught when I didn't come. I couldn't have afforded this fancy gym without the doctor's recommendation. I couldn't run outside because I felt unsafe with the jogging routes near me.
I was almost done when Muscle Man walked past me. I got a fright because I had forgotten he was here. The man was built like Hulk. He must be over six feet tall, and I could tell he worked out a lot from the tight T-shirt he wore. My eyes lingered on his tattoos. One arm was covered from his hand to his sleeve.
Yeah, I would not like to meet him up a dark alleyway.
I wiped myself down with the wad of paper towels I had before gulping some water. Once I'd wiped down the treadmill, I went to the ladies’ changing room and shower. Again, grateful other women’s fannies weren't shoved in my face when it was peak times. I stripped off before wrapping my towel around me and walking into the shower stall.
Another day in, and the week was almost done.
One day at a time.
That's all I could manage.
∆∆∆
 
Since it was a bank holiday, I had a long weekend. I had time to paint my black glossy nails with the extra coatings. I looked at my mother's ring. The only thing of hers that I had left. I wondered a million times if depression and anxiety were hereditary it scared me to think that my fate might end up like hers.
It's why I tried my best to stick to a daily routine that kept me in balance. It was a constant battle and exhausting when my anxiety levels peaked. I couldn't eat, sleep or focus. I tried to keep the stress minimal. My job was menial at best, but it wasn't a hardship. I was amongst the one thing that I loved the most in the world.
Books.
The world of books took you to places you've never been. They made you feel things you've never experienced and they almost always made you forget how bad real-life situations are. They may be my crutch, but I don't give a damn.
In a perfect world, I could have had an education and worked as a writer or in publishing. It was something I might need to revisit one day. Right now, surviving to pay the bills was enough.
∆∆∆
 
I came out of work and felt the rain splatter on my face I moved back into the doorway to pull my hoods up before looking around. I don't know why my meds weren't working, but the feeling of paranoia had been gradually increasing inside of me. My eyes scanned the dark streets, but other than a few late-night shoppers walking in the high street, no groups of people were standing around or anyone looking suspicious.
After my mother died, I learned to hide or make myself unnoticeable. It never went down well when you got caught up with other children or brought attention to the adults. The adults in the social services system didn’t care. We were just a job for them. It hadn't helped that I had been a scrawny short kid.
I survived relatively unscathed physically, but mentally, it had left me in a constant state of anxiety, and I was always alert. I was the one who stayed quiet but watched how everyone else spoke. I hid away and saw how bad it could be. Most days, I felt double my age, and it made me wonder how neurotic I would become by the time I reached 40.
The bus pulled up, startling me, and I shuffled on behind another woman. I sat close to the doors after scanning my card.
It was always best to be close to an exit. 
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Chapter 4
Alejandro
My phone pinged again before I put it on silent. I knew I would need to respond soon, or my parents would end up at my door. My mother was pissed that I hadn't turned up for our family dinner for the last 6 weeks.
I had printed every single document that I had received about Serafina it had been spread across my desk for over a week now. Whoever the hacker was, they excelled at their job. They got me everything from her primary school reports to her psychologist's notes. It had been worth the wait. I gave them a bonus for a job well done.
I had her life on my desk, which I had organised chronologically. It made my life look like a fairytale. She lived a solitary life like mine, and she was a survivor. I hoped she was strong enough for what I had planned for her.
I picked up her school photo. She had been a cute kid. Her smile was genuine, and her eyes were carefree and happy, not tainted, haunted and dull in some of her later photos. I couldn't imagine my mum dying when I was 11 years old. She discovered her mother's lifeless body. I still remember every detail of my Grandpa’s face, that shit never leaves you.
I picked up my phone to call my mother.
∆∆∆
 
I stood over her bed, looking at her sleep. I'd gone to the gym daily to see her up close for the last eight weeks. Not once had she acknowledged my existence or looked me in the eye. It wasn't something I was used to. I was usually eye candy for women. If I didn't know about her past or her fucked up little brain, I would have been offended.
I flashed the torch to the stool she used as a bedside table and saw a bottle of water, three boxes of pills and her phone. I’d already emailed her resignation to the bookshop. They wouldn't miss her. She worked in Waterstones, the UK’s biggest chain store. I put her phone into my pocket. She was a serious bookworm her small place had books stacked everywhere. I brushed her hair away from her neck before I stuck the needle in her neck. Her eyes fluttered, and she tried to speak. Between my concoction and her pills, she wouldn't be able to put up any fight. I had done my homework with her medication. Her head fell to the side, making me smile.
Perfect.
I pulled the covers off her. She wore a loose white T-shirt that had crawled up her stomach and plain white panties. I touched her stomach before feeling her underwear. It was cotton. It was time for her to stop playing plain Jane. I wrapped her up in the black sheet I had brought with me and threw her over my shoulder.
The builder had sectioned off a large part of my garage to build her cell. I had attached the long chain for her on the back wall to ensure she had access to the necessities. My warehouse had 4 floors in total, with the garage in the basement. It held 3 cars and a 4x4 SUV. The land around me was a woodland area and remote.
My old killing haunt.
I’d bought the derelict building for peanuts. It had been perfect. The woodland had reminded me of my Grandpa and the warehouse ended up becoming a very sizeable home.
My mind raced as I stuffed her into the trunk of my car. I'd never had a woman in my home before. This was new for me, and the excitement was bubbling up inside me.
My solitary existence was about to come to an end.
∆∆∆
 
I snapped the smooth silver metal around her neck. It looked more like a necklace than a means to keep her imprisoned. I stared at the small gold ring with a pale green stone in the middle. I pulled it off and slipped the ring into my pocket.
She had small, delicate fingers. I put her hand on top of mine, and it was half the size of mine. I traced my fingers down to her black nails. They suited her, but for now, she needed to be restrained until she relied on me for her every need. The chain attached to the wall was short. I would add the extension depending on how she behaved.
I buckled the soft leather straps on her wrists. She would need to sleep off all the drugs. I had a health plan set up for her detox and a high-nutritional diet to ensure her body and brain were well nourished. Her frame was petite, but she was too thin. Her body needed to be stronger for the torture I had in mind for her. I looked at the four needles I’d set on the bed.
The first thing to do was ensure the security measures.
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Chapter 5
Serafina
I felt groggier than usual this morning. I paused to think because my alarm didn't go off. I tried to turn to reach for my phone. Something was tied to my eyes, and my hands were strapped down.
I froze and listened for any movement. My befuddled brain tried to think of all the worst-case scenarios.
Murder, rape, trafficking, murder, made into a crack whore by a pimp, murder.
I winced at my thoughts.
I felt something touch my cheek and jerked my face away.
“Get the fuck away from me,” I said, but instead of it sounding like a warning, I sounded like a drunk.
I heard a chuckle close to my ear.
“That's not going to happen. I am going to be in you and on you so often you won't know where you begin and I end,” he said in a deep, low voice.
My brain tried to grasp what he was saying, but all I could picture was Mum’s dead body on our sofa. It had been so cold. I was going to be dead soon.
I began to hiccup, trying to draw air into my lungs as if I had forgotten how to breathe.
I felt his body beside mine, but all he did was wrap his arm around my waist, but then his hand gripped my throat.
“Breathe slowly. In and out,” he said while massaging my neck.
Like that was going to fucking help.
It took me a few moments to remember my breathing exercises in from the nose out from the mouth. I kept repeating this until I could breathe again.
“I need my medicine,” I said in a panic.
“You will get some of it in your drink.”
I lay there next to his warm body, wondering how I avoided any harm, from being in the system for seven years to end up trapped with some crazy stranger.
“D-do I know you?”
“Kind of. Not that you paid me any attention.”
My mind raced again, trying to think of customers, neighbours, and work colleagues.
“I don't pay attention to anybody,” I said because I knew my quiet nature sometimes rubbed people up the wrong way.
He spread his hand over my belly, making me whimper. I closed my mouth because I didn't want to give him any satisfaction of knowing the fear burning through me.
His hand travelled up towards my bra, and I held my breath. The hand on my neck tightened.
“I've been waiting for you for a long time, Serafina. Much longer than I knew,” he murmured into my ear.
Oh, God. He really did know me.
I felt the panic rising again.
He cupped my breast his hand felt massive. He squeezed my neck harder.
“Breathe.”
I let out a cry, and my breath and his hand loosened on my throat.
He had a beard. He was rubbing it on my cheek. His thumb rubbed my nipple back and forth.
“I’ve been waiting to see this beautiful body.”
I moved my face away from the prickly beard.
“I have so much planned for you,” he said.
My body was as stiff as a plank of wood as I ignored him, touching me up. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to imagine I was somewhere safe.
“I suggest you follow my instructions,” he said, pausing. “I will not be lenient with you if you’re not cooperative.”
What the fuck did that mean?
“Are you going to kill me?” I asked in a small voice.
He didn't say anything for a long time, and I felt the tremors run through my body.
“No, but I will hurt you,” he said softly.
I felt the tears flow out of me, soaking the blindfold. He silently lay beside me while I tried to quash my uncontrollable emotions. I wanted to beg him to let me go. I wanted to beg him not to hurt me, but all I could do was cry and think of my mum. I bit my lower lip so I wouldn't make a sound.
In all my life, I had to be strong. Strong when my mum became mentally ill. Strong when she died. Strong when I had no one to protect me in the care homes and foster house. Strong when I left and tried to make a new life for myself.
I rarely cried for myself, but he broke into my life and took what little life I had made.
The bastard never said a word as he lay beside me.
I don't know how long I cried. It could have been five minutes or twenty-five minutes, but I felt a little better for it. With the heat from his body and my mental fatigue, I felt my body relax. I did not want to think anymore. If worst came to worst, I would kill myself or die trying to escape.
I let myself drift off into the darkness of my thoughts.
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Chapter 6
Alejandro
Her breathing evened out, and her body completely relaxed. I raised my head to look at her, only to remember I couldn't see her eyes because of the blindfold. I couldn't believe she’d fallen asleep.
This was going far better than I had anticipated. Any concerns I had that she wouldn't survive me evaporated. I’d never been optimistic, but with Serafina, I’d had a gut feeling about her. She was nothing like any of the women I had been with. She was real.
I eased myself carefully off the bed, covering her up before leaving the basement. I knew the first part would be hard for her, so I hardened myself for what would come next.
She may continue to surprise me.
∆∆∆
 
I left her for five hours before taking down some food and her juice. I needed her to have an appetite. I kicked the door open while holding the tray and watched her jolt on the bed with the noise.
I set the tray on the table beside the bed. I paused, thinking of all the goodies I had stashed in there. I unbuckled her hands. My hands itched to touch her hair and fix the tumbled mess.
“No,” I said sharply.
When she reached for the blindfold, her hands froze midway, and she didn't move.
“You can take it off when I leave.”
I needed to see how long she remained obedient until I pushed past her limits.
She didn't say anything and lay frozen on the bed.
After double-checking that the bedside cabinet drawer was locked, I walked out, locking the door behind me.
Let the games begin.
∆∆∆
 
Time passed slower now that she was downstairs, but I couldn't rush things as my erratic nature wanted me to. It was frustrating beyond belief, so I tried to bury myself in the new gym opening. It lasted a little over an hour before I switched my monitor to the basement footage.
The room was basic. A small metal sink and toilet to one side. Over a drainage grate, a wet room type of shower. The side tables were attached to the double bed. She had eaten her food and drank half of her juice.
I rubbed my beard, wondering how she would react when she saw it was me. Agitated, I got up from my desk and went to work out. Once I changed, I went for the punching bag. My parents had sent me to boxing, kickboxing and Taekwondo. When I collected my assholes, it had helped me disable them quickly. The older I got, the more muscle mass I accumulated, and now it was piss easy to disable anyone who thought to fight back.
Serafina is the first challenge I have had in a very long time. My brain and body are raring to go. To take whatever I wanted. The longer I’d waited, the more unbearable it had become.
By the time I was finished, I was out of breath with my arms and legs aching. I was letting a slip of a woman fuck with my head. It had to stop.
With my mood darker than ever, I went for a shower.
∆∆∆
 
When she looked as if she had fallen asleep, I swapped out her meal trays.
She would need her rest for tonight.
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Chapter 7
Serafina
By the time I woke up again, my captor had left me my food. This time, it was pizza with a side salad and another juice. I ate better here than at home. I couldn't afford freshly squeezed cold pressed juice. It was a rare treat when I did buy a bottle. I had hesitated in drinking the first one in case there was anything in it, but after testing it for a while, I’d felt no ill effects from it.
I ate the pizza hungrily. It didn't bother me that it was cold. What bothered me was that I had a metal manacle around my neck, and my mum’s ring was missing. I looked at the small tray it wasn't much, but perhaps I could be lucky if I hit the right spot on his head. He would need to have the keys to the chain on him, though.
I tried not to let my nerves get the better of me, but there were so many what-ifs that my brain couldn't stop after stressing so much that I’d felt a panic attack coming on. It had taken a long time to breathe, visualise and meditate. It’s almost as if my therapist had given me the key to remain calm in a kidnapping situation.
The pizza slices were too large, and I couldn't finish the second one. I got up and paced around, stretching my neck and arms out. The floor was cold, so I didn't pace around for too long. The bathroom section of the room reminded me of a prison cell. I guess that's what this was.
How desperate does a man get to do this to a woman?
I'd come across some sick fucks in my time and had learnt to keep away from men. The ones who pretended to be nice were the ones to watch, and watch them I did. I saw every dirty trick they played to get girls from school or the care home to do as they wanted. Sadly, it didn't take much. This was the nature of wanting to feel close to someone, even if it was for a short time.
I waited and waited for him to come, but he didn’t, and I knew it must have been late because I was tired again. I lay for hours tossing and turning before I eventually fell asleep the dread of tomorrow wouldn't leave me.
∆∆∆
 
I woke up to not being able to breathe and I pushed the heavy weight on me. My eyes snapped open and I saw the man from my gym. The dismay hit me like a ton of bricks. He was almost double my size there wasn't a chance in hell that I could ever overpower him.
He was staring at me intensely. His hair was shaved at the sides with longer strands at the top. A few of them had fallen over his forehead. His dark beard was thick and made him look more menacing. It was the piercings on his eyebrow and lip that worried me. He looked like a criminal gang member. I remembered the tattoos on his arms and hand.
“Please, get off me,” I whispered.
He lifted up a knife and brought it towards my face. I closed my eyes because I didn't want to see my death in his eyes.
He traced the knife along my forehead before running it down my cheek.
“Open your eyes, Serafina.”
I shook my head.
I felt a sharp pain in my neck, and I immediately opened my eyes.
“No—”
“Shh. I told you to obey,” he said, running the knife along the silver ring around my neck. “If you move, I might nick an artery,” he said with an evil smile. His eyes looked so dark they looked jet black.
I felt the knife pause, and he moved off my chest. His legs were on either side of me, so I tried to knee his balls. He slapped me so hard that my world spun for a few moments.
“You're not very good at being obedient, Serafina,” he said angrily.
I almost apologised, but I caught myself. It wouldn't matter what I said or did what I saw in his eyes was nothing. I wasn't sure he could feel any normal human emotions. A tear ran out of my eye. His eyes were dead. I saw him in the gym for nearly two months, and I avoided looking at him. I realised that was my mistake. I should have been looking at him and might have seen him for what he was. A predator.
I took a sharp intake of breath when I felt the knife run downwards. He took his time and cut my T-shirt down the middle.
“Red is my favourite colour,” he said, and I felt another slice of pain as he cut me above my belly.
I let out a whimper before I sucked air in. When I felt blood running down my side, I knew this cut was deeper. I tried to look down, but I saw him bring the knife up again, and he put it under my bra and cut through it.
“Mmm. My second favourite colour is pink.”
He used the flat part of the blade to run over my nipples.
“Oh, God,” I said in a whispered prayer. He was doing to butcher me. Cut me up.
“I do have high aspirations. You can call me God if you want, but my name is Alejandro. That's the name you say when I'm inside your cunt. Understand?”
“P—please, Alejandro, don't do this,” I begged shakily. I winced after the words came out. I didn't want to feed the monster in him.
He rubbed himself on me until I realised he was rubbing his hard-on over me.
“You’re going to learn to love taking my cock. I want you to take me anyway I please,” he said, sitting upright to remove his T-shirt.
He was solid muscle, with his tattoos running from his shoulders to his arms. I closed my eyes again. This felt surreal, like an out-of-body experience. If it wasn't for the pain of the cuts, I wouldn't believe this was happening to me.
He moved down my body, and I quickly opened my eyes again. The knife ran down my belly button until it reached my knickers. He sliced them off from each of my hip bones. I exhaled loudly in relief because I didn't feel him cut me.
He ran the knife downwards again into my pubic hair. I squeezed my legs shut as tight as I could and closed my eyes again.
“I knew you would be a natural blonde,” he said with smug satisfaction in his tone.
I heard a thud and looked up to see he wasn't holding the knife anymore. He kneeled up and began to unbutton his jeans.
I opened my mouth again to beg him and slammed it shut again. Whether it was my first time or not, it wouldn't make a difference to this black-hearted monster. I put my hands over my face, not wanting to see any part of him.
I felt him lean to the side, and it sounded like he was opening something. I looked between my fingers, and he had a small white tube in his hands. When I glanced down, I saw his dick was massive, and he had studs in it.
I moved my fingers away in horror. He was rubbing lubricant over his dick, and I saw a series of double studs under the length of his dick.
He wouldn't need the knife to kill me his dick would do it for him. 
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Chapter 8
Alejandro
My patience slipped, and I couldn't wait to be inside of her. It had been five months since I had fucked anyone. The only time I had been without pussy that long was during the period of growth in my gym empire.
I saw the horror on her face as she peered through her fingers. She moved her hands, and I could see the fear in her eyes. She would get used to the feel of me. I used extra lube on my fingers. I had a feeling this was going to be one tight little cunt. I tossed the lube on the floor and moved my body to push my knee between her legs.
“No. You're going to fucking kill me with that thing. Get it the fuck away from me,” she screamed.
I looked down at my dick before shoving my knee downwards.
“No one has ever died from cock—unless it might have been someone with a faulty heart. You have no heart issues.”
Once my knee was there, I spread her legs open with my spare hand before rubbing my fingers along her pink lips. They matched her beautiful nipples.
God Damn. She was worth the fucking wait. I pushed my finger inside her, ignoring her, trying to buck her hips. I frowned when I had to push harder. I slowly began to slide my finger in and out of her pussy hole. Just watching her take my finger made me want to explode all over her belly. I pushed a second finger in, ignoring her muffled cry.
It was going to be an extremely tight fit. I kept fingering her until I felt her muscles relax slightly.
“That's it, relax that pussy for me. The more tense you are, the more it will hurt.”
I felt her tighten around my fingers for a few moments before she relaxed. I pushed them deeper inside her, widening my fingers and trying to open her up. I thought of her asshole and knew or would be virgin territory. She was my blank canvas in every way. I would train her holes to take me the way I needed.
I pulled my fingers out, rubbing her pussy lips and clit. Using the excess lube, I rubbed my thumb back and forth on her clit while looking up at her face.
“Move your hands away.”
I needed to see those green eyes on me.
I took her clit between my thumb and finger and pinched her until I saw her remove her hands, moaning and trying to close her legs.
“You're a fucking monster.”
I slapped her cunt.
“Now you're getting it.”
I brought my cock over, yanking her thighs upward, and used my body and hers to rub my cock and piercings along her pussy and clit. My cock was leaking all over her. I brought the tip towards her opening and wiped it off on her pussy. My fingers tightened on the soft flesh of her thighs. I glanced up, and she had her forearm covering her eyes.
“Since you can't seem to obey me, you don't deserve any lenience from me,” I murmured before I slipped the head of my cock inside her.
Watching her hot tight pussy wrapped around my dick made my balls ache to offload inside of her.
I moved over her and held her hands down by her wrists before pushing deeper inside her. I was about to pull back when I felt it. I nudged forward again, and I felt the barrier inside her pussy.
Shocked, my head snapped up to her face. She was trying not to cry, and she was biting on her lower lip.
“You’re a virgin?” I asked incredulously.
She gave a small nod.
I let go of her wrists and licked along the cut on her neck. It was only a scratch, so the blood had dried up, but I wanted to taste her blood, all of it. I moved my hips back and forth, hitting her barrier harder each time. I couldn’t believe my little pet was untouched, untainted. She was the opposite of me.
I brought my face up to hers.
“You don't know what you've given me,” I rasped out. She had given me the keys to her kingdom, now mine. She had just upped the ante.
I thrust into her, swallowing her cry with my mouth. I gripped her hair in my fist, holding her still. I let out a throaty growl as I felt her clench around me. I held myself inside her, knowing I wasn't fully inside her yet. She merited some consideration this time. I pushed my tongue past her open lips and rubbed the metal ball along her tongue. I ignored her groan and twisted my head to deepen the kiss. I gripped her leg and pushed it high enough to wrap it around my waist
When I rocked my hips against her, I could feel her muscles immediately tighten around me.
She made a garbled noise into my mouth. I pulled back, resting my forehead on hers. I looked into her eyes, and her pupils were dilated, darkening her eyes. The darkness within me pushed me forward. I wanted to smash her old life to pieces and recreate her into my perfect little pet.
“Don’t ever think you will be free of me, Serafina. Till death do us part. I’ve stuck enough trackers inside your body that I will hunt you down in every corner of the earth,” I said, releasing her hair and trailing my hand down to rub her little clit.
Her eyes widened, and the dismay was written all over her face. I curled my lip and snarled before pulling back and thrusting inside of her.
She cried out and flung her head back.
“Too much. S—stop.”
I rubbed my thumb over her and sucked her pink fat nipple in my mouth until it pebbled up under my tongue. I screwed myself in and out of her until I felt her blood and her juices ease my way. I wanted to fucking howl in triumph when my balls slapped against her.
Not giving her a chance to think, I began to give her long, deep thrusts. I angled the tip of my cock so it would scrape along her G-spot.
“Ale—I—It’s—I can’t.”
I ignored her broken words because I couldn't speak either. The feel of her rippling pussy, her green mossy eyes, and knowing this was all fucking mine. That no man could take her from me was intoxicating.
I lost control and began to hammer in and out of her rubbing her pussy desperate to see her blood and cum on my cock. Her cunt loosened, and I was able to fuck her long and hard the way I needed to. I gripped her ass in my hand, holding her in place. My balls tightened up as she shrieked my name. I dug my nails in her ass and spew my cum inside her, only then realising she wouldn't be on any contraceptive. I closed my eyes while I grunted from the feel of her pussy and my balls unloading inside her.
I pushed against her, wanting it all inside her. My head dropped down beside hers on the pillow, trying to catch my breath.
It was imperative that I altered her mindset for this to work on a long-term basis. 
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Chapter 9
Serafina
I was taking little gasps of breath as I came down from one of the most mind-blowing orgasms I'd ever had. Whenever I felt the urge, I used to masturbate, but only with my fingers, and it had never felt like this.
I realised my hands were on his arms and immediately let go. When he lifted his head, the dark, furious look was gone, and his face was relaxed with a small smirk playing on his lips. I scowled at him, but his eyes narrowed on mine, making me uncomfortable, until I looked away.
He slowly pulled out of me, unwrapping my leg from his hip. He spread my legs open wider.
“Looks like that cherry has been well and truly burst open.”
I cringed at his vile words and mocking tone. I felt his cum leak out of me then his fingers wiped it upwards until he pushed them back inside me. I gasped as my insides felt tender. He moved his fingers around before pulling out of me. I relaxed hoping he was done with me for tonight.
He moved above my belly, and I opened my eyes to see him.
“Stick your tongue out,” he said.
I looked at his fingers and realised what was on them. I pursed my lips.
No way.
“I’m happy to fuck your virgin asshole tonight as well. Take your pick.”
I instantly opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. He moved over and dropped the viscous liquid on my tongue, and I felt it slide downwards. I was trying not to gag when his lips came over mine, and he stuck his tongue into my mouth. He swirled his tongue around mine, and I felt the metal stud protruding from his tongue. He pulled back and nibbled on my lips. I struggled not to swallow it.
“Now try swallowing it all without gagging,” he said before he placed a hand over my mouth and nose, and I automatically swallowed while trying to breathe.
I pushed at his hand, but he only let go when he was ready to. I smacked my lips, trying to get rid of the horrid taste in my mouth. He chuckled darkly before climbing off me to wash his hands. My eyes hone in on the massive grim reaper on his back. Its wings cover one side of his shoulder. The blade that the reaper carried was dripping with blood, and as the capes went lower, there were piles of human skulls by his feet.
Alejandro isn't just monstrous to me. I think he is a killer. My eyes drop further down to his ass and legs. Every single one of his muscles is well-defined. I look away, not wanting to be caught staring at his ass. I pull the covers over me, wincing when I feel the wet patch beneath me.
He walks back over, bending down to pick up the tube of lubricant. Closing the cap, he puts it into the bedside cabinet. He opens the top drawer and pulls some other things out. I pulled the covers tightly against my chin when he reached for me.
He ripped them off and held the silver manacle in his hand to hold onto me while he wiped my neck. I realised he was cleaning the cuts he had made earlier. He does the same with my stomach and puts some cream on his finger.
“Open your legs.”
I hesitantly opened them, and he rubbed the cream inside of me. Once he was done with me, he put everything away, reaching for his jeans to take a small key out. He locks the drawer and cabinet before putting his clothes back on. I hurriedly pulled the covers up before he finished dressing.
He scrutinised me for a moment.
“You're going to learn how to please me. You will adhere to my every command without thinking. I am going to break you,” he said in a low voice.
His words send a sinister forbearing that drives a chill through my very soul. I looked away from his evil face towards the floor. I notice the knife that he threw, and I hope he forgets to take it. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see or hear him anymore.
After a few moments, I heard the door close and lock.  I looked up to see if the knife was there, but the room was pitch black. I know from earlier that my chain doesn't reach as far as the door. I touch the cut on my neck before touching the one on my stomach. They didn't feel deep, more like scratches.
I move away from the middle of the bed to a dry part and mull over what he said and did tonight. I felt around my body, wondering how big the tracker was and whether he was lying. His eyes had been deadly serious when he had said it.
Perhaps he only patched me up to keep me in good condition for tomorrow. I gulped at the thought. He was unpredictable, and I didn't think I could protect myself against him. I was trapped. I didn't want to know how he intended to hurt me. His eyes had a wild look in them when he wielded the knife. It wasn’t a look that I had encountered before.
I replayed everything in my head, blushing as I remembered how hard he had made me cum. I rubbed my face and groaned.
I was well and truly fucked.
∆∆∆
 
The following morning, he brought my breakfast and juice. When he switched the light on, I discreetly glanced at the floor, but the knife wasn't there. He didn't say anything or look at me before he left again. My nerves got the better of me, and I could only nibble on the toast. I was thirsty so I drank all the juice.
It was torture not knowing what he planned. The silent room didn't help. All I could think of was how easily he could chop me up in here, washing away the blood in the thick grate of the shower.
There was no towel or clothing, and I itched for a shower. When he brought my lunch down, he still didn't speak to me.
“Can I have a towel and some clothes? I need to shower.”
He looked at me as he set the tray down.
“You can, once you've earned them,” he said in a steely tone of voice.
I said nothing because I didn't want to know what I would need to do to earn them. When he left, I considered using the shower without a towel but decided against it as he might take it as insubordination.
∆∆∆
 
By the third day, I was ready to crack. My hair felt greasy. I felt grimy and disgusting. He hadn't said a word to me, and I understood he was waiting for me to ‘earn’ shit.
He could go fuck himself.
∆∆∆
 
I think I was on day eight or nine when I stood beside the shower and tried to turn the knob, but after a few dribbles of water, nothing came out. I had used the sink to wash what I could, but it was nothing compared to a proper shower.
The only thing that kept me going was mentally running through my favourite stories in my collection of books.
If I gave in, I knew he would make me into what he wanted.
A mindless whore.
∆∆∆
 
I got my period, and I've never been so grateful that I'm not carrying his child. It’s been at least thirty days, and I feel like clawing at the walls. The chains around my neck have never felt heavier. The constant feeling of dread never leaves me.
∆∆∆
 
I scratch my scalp my hair has matted together. I stared at him with resentment and disgust when he came to drop my food off. He looked immaculate, the muscle-bound bastard. He never spoke. He never looked at me. I want to kill him. I glance at the scratches I made in the cabinet.
Thirty-nine days.
∆∆∆
 
I smashed all the dishes against the door.
∆∆∆
 
I stopped eating. I’d rather die than be here.
∆∆∆
 
He strapped me to the bed and stuck a tube down my throat.
∆∆∆
 
I've lost count of the days, but I want it all to end. Why won’t he let me end myself?
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Chapter 10
Alejandro
I watched her talk to herself on the camera. I turned the volume up, but it was more like muttering. She was finally beginning to crack. Her demeanour had changed as the fight left her. I glanced at my calendar, and it had been twenty-eight days.
She was constantly scratching at her scalp. Her beautiful blonde locks were dark and matted with grease. She went from avoiding looking at me to pleading with her eyes.  I’d held off fucking for months, and now that I knew what was at stake, I could wait as long as necessary.
It wouldn't be long.
∆∆∆
 
I was tempted to speak to her, but I bit my tongue. She had her period so I didn't need to worry about pregnancy. I could wait her out.
∆∆∆
 
Her stubbornness was driving me insane. I was furious at having to strap her down and force-feed her. She was supposed to break for me.
∆∆∆
 
It was day 73 when she cracked. I was about to leave when she cleared her throat, and I opened the door, about to walk out.
“No—No more. What do you want from me?” she croaked out.
I slowly turned to face her.
She had dark circles under her eyes, looked pale, and stank.
“I want your complete obedience. I’m a sadist. I love watching people's pain and their suffering. I want to degrade you in the worst way possible. I want your cunt soaked when I humiliate you. I want you to take the pain I give you and love it.”
Her eyes looked haunted, and the sad look in her eyes that I first saw in her picture was magnified.
“Think it over,” I said before leaving her room.
As soon as I locked the door, I felt the initial relief before the excitement ran through me.
I had the perfect test for her to see if her compliance was genuine or not.
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Chapter 11
Serafina
Think it over? It felt like months since I had been caged up. But I knew it couldn't have been over three months as I’d had two periods. I guess I was lucky he kept me stocked up with toilet paper. I didn't know what reality was anymore. My stubbornness had got me nowhere. Besides my hair, I had managed to wash myself from the sink. Now, he had me tied to the bed. I smelt vile.
I loved my solitude, but this was different. I had no control over my existence.
There was no escaping him.
∆∆∆
 
He brought my dinner and untied my wrists. He was about to walk out when I called his name.
“I will try my best, but I've never done many things. I don't know—” I said, breaking off, not knowing how to continue.
He smiled warmly at me, and I felt the relief inside me. It was the first positive expression I had seen from him in all this time.
“I will guide you, don't worry. I will bring you some towels and toiletries.”
I may have sold my soul to the devil, but perhaps it was worth it to be clean again and try to gain some freedom. I felt he would have left me to rot here if I hadn't caved in. I tried to put my emotions aside and only focus on getting out of this room.
I waited and waited and waited for him to come. I began to pace, wondering if something had happened to him and if I was going to starve to death in this room.
I heard the lock, and I jumped up. He came in holding a toiletry bag and a pile of towels. I could have cried in relief. I froze when I noticed the malicious look on his face.
“Now, since you made me wait so long. You deserve a special shower.”
The first thing I thought of was acid. He was going to burn my skin off.
“Go and squat above the drainage grate.”
I swallowed and followed his instructions.
He walked over towards me. My heart pounded, but he wasn't holding anything in his hands.
He pulled my chin up.
“Almost three months, you made me wait. That's five in total. Bad, bad girl,” he said, tsking at me.
I shifted uncomfortably on my feet.
He unbuttoned his jeans before unzipping them before he pulled his cock out.
“You're going to drink my piss Serafina. Then I'm going to shower you with it before I stuff my dick down your throat. Understand?”
My hand went to the tiled wall to steady myself. This was sadism? This was insanity.
“Open up.”
I slowly opened my mouth.
“Good Girl. Now stick that tongue out.”
I blinked at him as my stomach lurched, and I stuck my tongue out.
“Now, keep those eyes on me.”
I felt his cock rub my tongue before he pushed his cock deeper into my mouth. I widened my jaw to accommodate his thick length.
I felt the hot stream fill my mouth and overflow.
“Drink it. Wrap your lips around my cock.”
I retched and gagged but did what he asked and began to swallow his disgusting piss. I couldn't see his expression because tears filled my eyes.
“Fucking hell. Aaah,” he moaned as I struggled to keep it in my mouth.
He pulled out and held his cock, and continued to piss all over my head. I quickly closed my eyes, and I felt him spray my entire body with his hot piss. When he stopped, I wiped my eyes.
He was wanking his cock with a smirk on his face.
“Have you ever sucked a cock?”
I shook my head, feeling his piss drip down from my hair.
His smile widened.
“I’m going push my cock into your neck. You breathe through your nose or suffocate. Keep swallowing.”
I gave a small nod.
“Open your mouth and stick your tongue out again.”
I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out.
“Kneel down on the floor and finger your pussy.”
I knelt down on the hard tiled floor and touched myself as he pushed his cock inside my mouth.
He gripped my hair and held my head, still moving his cock back and forth. He began to push harder, but I kept gagging.
“Swallow when I push and loosen your throat.”
I tried to follow his instructions, but I still gagged a bit. This time, he forced the tip past my tonsils and began to slowly slide himself down. I felt every bump of his piercings. I began to breathe through my nose and swallowed.
Inch by inch, he kept pushing himself further inside of me.
“Keep fingering that pussy. Stuff your cunt as deep as I'm stuffing your throat.”
I pushed my fingers in deeper and gasped around his cock. I couldn't believe I was wet. It made me feel weak and so fucking ashamed of myself.
He put both hands at the back of my head and began to thrust in and out of my throat. I kept making awful choking noises. And my throat hurt from his brutal movements.
“Are you playing with that pussy, Serafina?”
I gave a slight nod.
“Good Girl. I want you to cum all over your fingers.”
I widened my legs and rubbed my clit as he began to move again. He was hitting my face with his pelvis, and I felt his balls slap my chin. I gripped his leg, digging my nails in as I felt myself about to cum.
“Cum on your fingers. Get that pussy juice all over them,” he said, pulling out so his cock was resting on my tongue.
I cried out as I came. I pushed all three fingers inside and pressed my thumb down on my clit.
Alejandro had begun to wank his cock, and he did this a few times before his cum sprayed up my tongue and into the back of my throat. He pulled out and coated my face worn it. I closed my eyes as I felt the warm cum hit my skin.
He rubbed his cock all over my face smearing the cum into my skin.
“Suck me clean. All of it.”
I licked his cock as thoroughly as I could. It was difficult with all the metal balls. I opened my mouth wide to suck the tip inside, and I licked around the head.
He held my head up and looked at my face.
“Good Girl. Are you going to keep me waiting again?”
I shook my head.
He patted my head like a pet before he zipped himself up and left the room. I was left in the shower covered in piss, spit and cum. I sat in a state of shock at what had happened. I used the shower wall to stand up to turn the water on. Part of me thought he was playing a sick joke with me, but the cold water sprayed down on me, and it soon turned warm.
My throat was raw and I couldn’t stop sobbing. I had to focus on getting clean. I washed myself and gargled my mouth, trying to block the fact that he had pissed in my mouth and made me drink it. Once I had rinsed myself off I got the toiletry back and towels before I scrubbed every inch of my body. I had to wash my hair three times before I felt it was free of grease and dirt.
I was mentally and physically exhausted when my head hit the pillow, but that night, I had the most restful sleep I’d had in a long time.



OceanofPDF.com


Chapter 12
Alejandro
I watched as she went to sleep. I ran my hand through my hair and felt the elation of her passing her test with flying colours. I never entertain golden showers but I’d wanted to punish her and she fucking took it like a trooper.
“Fuck, yes,” I murmured to myself.
Tomorrow she was getting branded and pierced it was best to get it all done as soon as possible.
I watched her sleep for a few moments before I switched it off.
My perfect little pet.
∆∆∆
 
She was doing so well. She took her nipple, hood and belly button piercings well. She was kneeling on a pillow with her front on a stool, avoiding her piercings while I scrawled my name on her back. I used black and green ink on her, which perfectly portrays us both.
Alejandro’s Pet
“You need to be careful and lie on your side.”
She nodded her head.
I'd bought her a Kindle with 2,000 books downloaded on it. I had left it by the door because I had wanted to see how she behaved and how well she took to her piercings.
“Don't move yet,” I said before I left her kneeling.
I picked her Kindle up and put it in front of her. When she saw what it was, she was about to sit up.
“No moving.”
“Oh My God! It has so many books on it.”
“That is for good behaviour,” I said wryly.
I smiled as she tried to contain her excitement. What I noticed all day about her was that her anxiety had reduced. I continued to give her lower doses of the medication. I had consulted a professional before making this move. He was an alternative method therapist, but I had learned a lot through work and my training.
I traced my fingertip over my name.
This would never come off. I stroked her ass cheeks before spreading her open. Her final virgin hole. I would need to wait a few days before fucking her ass. I pushed my finger into her pussy, and she froze.
“I can't fuck your pussy for a little while, but this hole,” I said, running my finger to her little puckered-up hole. “We need to train this hole for my cock.”
I pushed my fingertip inside, slowly moving it in and out. Her breath hitched, and I used my other hand and pushed two fingers inside her cunt, avoiding the pierced area. I leaned down and spat on her ass, and my finger used the saliva to finger fuck her ass. Her ass loosened up, and I pushed my finger up to the second knuckle. I fingered her tight holes, increasing the pace.
Her breath came out in little pants.
“Do you love my fingers fucking your holes, Serafina?”
When she didn't answer, I shoved my finger fully into her asshole.
“Yes,” she yelped.
“Yes, you do. I can feel your cunt soaking me. Each time I fuck my finger into your asshole, your pussy grabs me,” I said, increasing the tempo.
“My perfect little pet loves getting her holes fingered,” I said before spitting on her ass again.
I wanted her to cum like this. If her slippery pussy was anything to go by, it wouldn't be long. I moved my fingers in and out of her in tandem.
“Cum for me. Show me how badly you want it in your asshole,” I growled out, watching my fingers push in and out of her.
She whimpered before I heard the Kindle fall, and her pussy and ass clamped down on my fingers. I shoved all three fingers inside her pussy, wanting to capture the gush of cum on my fingers. I continued to slide my fingers in and out until I could no longer feel the contractions in pussy. I pulled my fingers out and tasted her pussy.
“Your pussy tastes so fucking good, Serafina,” I said before licking the final one clean.
She looked over her shoulder with her cheek blooming a bright pink colour.
It wouldn't be long before that blush would simply be arousal, and she had no inhibitions left in her.
∆∆∆
 
She gave me a blank look when I handed her one of my dress shirts.
“You can come upstairs for a little while. Bring your Kindle because I have some work to do,” I said, gauging her reaction.
Her jaw dropped open, and her eyes widened in surprise, but she took the shirt and put it on. I pushed her hands away and buttoned it up. It was her first piece of clothing since I had cut away her T-shirt. After five days her piercing and tattoos were healing nicely.
“It feels weird wearing clothing,” she murmured.
I raised her chin and kissed her lips before deepening the kiss and feeling her tongue rub mine. I growled and devoured her sweet mouth. When I pulled back, I saw the desire in her eyes and felt my heart beat faster.
Those two months had been torture. I hadn't looked at her for too long because seeing her naked had made me want to fuck her but I had to keep my long-term plan in place. She was warming up nicely, and so far, it had all seemed genuine.
“You’ll wear what I tell you, baby,” I said, wrapping my arms around her. “I will order pizza for lunch.”
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Chapter 13
Serafina
This was it. I was finally getting to leave this room. My brain raced at the possibility of having a little more freedom. I was hoping I could get my mum's ring from him soon.
My piercings had peridot-coloured stones in them. It was the same stone in my mum’s ring. I had two barbells in my nipples, one just above my pussy, and a matching set with the belly button, but that had a teardrop shape in it. The branding he left on my lower back I didn't like. It was a reminder of this slavery that I had been unable to fight.
His pet.
I shook off the thoughts to explore his home. It was very spacious and like nothing I had seen before. His living room was split into two sections; one side was a normal living room, but on the other side, he had gaming equipment set up.
“What age are you, Alejandro?”
“Twenty-seven.”
I looked up at him, shocked. He looked older, but it might be his build and beard.
He pulled his phone out.
“Peperoni?”
I nodded.
“Done,” he said, slipping his phone into his pocket. “I will show you upstairs once we have eaten.”
I nodded. I was grateful to see the sun again. It had never looked more beautiful. I wouldn't take the simple things in life for granted.
“Go on, you can look out the windows.”
I started to skip over, but my piercing stopped me, and I walked towards the windows. There was a large wooded area. It looked secluded, which didn’t bode well for an escape.
It wasn't long until the doorbell rang. That meant we were near some shops or perhaps a town. Alejandro opened the door, and I noticed the driver look over at me. I gave him a small smile.
“Can you put it on the table? I need to get you your tip,” Alejandro said.
I sat down on the sofa as the man put the pizza box on the table. I pulled the shirt lower, feeling self-conscious about what I was wearing. The man stood there staring at my legs. He must have been in his early 30s, but he made me feel uncomfortable.
He suddenly bent over the table, but I saw Alejandro behind him. He had pushed him over. He leaned over him and held his hand out on the table. He stabbed a fucking knife through his hand. The man screamed in pain.
I couldn't look away from the blood.
“You want a fucking tip? Don't look at my GOD DAMN WOMAN!” he roared at him before he brought a larger knife down on his wrist.
The man was screaming and crying now.
Alejandro slammed his fist on the knife, severing the hand completely.
So much blood. So much blood. I felt the blood drain from my face as I fell off the couch.
∆∆∆
 
I woke up confused. My body jerked upright when I remembered the blood. I looked around the empty room. My heart sank as I was back in the basement. I moved the covers and noticed the pale blue shirt he had given me had blood splatter on it. The manacle was back around my neck.
My gut instinct was right when I saw the reaper on his back. I thought about the pile of skulls by the Reaper's cloak. I wondered if the Grim Reaper had any feet. I shook my head.
I remembered everything. My hand went to my forehead, and I felt a bump just below my hairline. I must have hit the table on the way down.
Alejandro’s face. I’d never seen him look so angry before. Two things came to mind. One, he had been going easy on me. Two, he has worse mental problems than me. I kept seeing the hand. It came right off. I rubbed my chest, trying to soothe my heart.
I sat in the middle of the bed, stupefied by what I had witnessed. Every bad memory before this part of my life seemed to pale in comparison.
Alejandro was a monster disguised as a human.
∆∆∆
 
When I heard the door unlock, I sat up. It had been a while because my stomach was rumbling. His face was hard, and his dark eyes were razor-focused on me. I swallowed hard as my body tensed up. My eyes went to the plate of food he held. I silently thanked God that it wasn't pizza.
Part of me wanted to ask him about the man. The other part of me didn't want to know. My stomach churned.
“This changes nothing,” he said in a stony voice as he walked towards me.
He put the plate beside me.
“In fact, I'm glad you saw who I am,” he said, sitting on the bed.
I breathed in and out of my nose quickly.
“Eat your food.”
I mindlessly reached for the sandwich and stuffed it in my mouth. He pulled the covers down and touched my legs. I could feel his hand rubbing the hair on my legs. He hadn't given me any razors for grooming. I doubted that one tiny razor would make a dent in his big ass.
“Do you know what I like to do once I've killed someone?”
I froze mid-chew. Every muscle in my body locked up as I gaped at him.
“I like to fuck,” he said as his eyes dropped down to the shirt I wore.
He leaned over and began to unbutton the shirt. I swallowed the food in my mouth.
“Where do you want my dick, Serafina?” he asked as he traced his finger around my nipple.
He gripped the flesh of my other breast but didn't touch the barbell.
I put the sandwich down because it tasted like cardboard in my mouth. I bit my lip nervously, trying to determine what would hurt less. I pointed between my legs.
His face relaxed for a nanosecond.
“And who’s pussy is it?” he asked ominously, but his eyes were ablaze.
My eyes closed as a moment of clarity hit me. I needed to do whatever I could to stay alive. A sick part of me enjoyed his dominance.
What did that make me?
I opened my eyes and took a deep breath before answering him.
“Yours.”
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Chapter 14
Alejandro
The tension drained from my body when she spoke, but my mind raced with the thought of being inside her cunt again. Her eyes held her resignation. My cock jerked in its confined space. I moved the plate onto the bedside table before I unlocked the drawer, pulled the lube out, and threw it on the bed.
I needed to fuck her hard without any friction on her piercings. I stripped out of my clothes, keeping my eyes on her. Her pink nipples looked beautiful with her gemstone barbells. The green matched her eyes. I couldn't wait until they healed.
“Take the shirt off and get on your hands and knees, but keep your legs wide open.”
I watched her remove the bloody shirt before she knelt on the bed with her legs spread open. Seeing my name and our colours merged on her back eased any lingering doubt. My eyes dropped to her shapely ass before homing in towards her pussy.
I run my thumb around the tip of my cock, spreading the clear liquid around the tip before rubbing it up and down her pussy. I gripped the base of my dick and used the thick metal ball on the end of my dick to tease her cunt.
I reached for the lube and flicked the cap open, and squirted a large dollop on her asshole. She gasped as I rubbed my thumb over her puckered hole. My fingers touch the tattoo, and I begin to push my cock into her wet pussy and forced my thumb into her ass. I hold my cock inside her as I moved my thumb in and out.
I smirked listening to her small whimpering noises. She was going to love me fucking all her holes. I pushed my thumb in as far as it would go before I used my grip to move her back and forth on my cock. Her pink pussy lips stretch around my cock.
“Are you ready for a hard fuck, Serafina? For me to use your holes?” I growled at her.
Her pussy pulsated around me, and I didn't wait for an answer because I needed her hole. I held her ass in place with my hand and thumb and pulled back to thrust inside her. She jolted forward, and I grabbed her hair with my free hand, pulling her head up.
“You hold your position while I pound this wet cunt.”
I didn't hesitate and hammered in and out of her pussy, rocking my thumb inside of her. My fingertips dug into her tattoo, and I stared at my name on her back. I yanked her hair back to arch her back and slam into her until the room was full of her cries and our flesh slapping against one another. My cock is coated with her juices, but this only made me fuck her harder.
I groaned as I felt her cunt tighten around me. I let go of her hair and slapped her ass.
“Give it to me,” I ground out and slapped her ass with each word.
I felt her push back, and she wailed out her release, making me want to howl like a fucking beast. Instead, I gripped her asshole and pummelled her pussy as she came for me. I grunted with each thrust and exploded inside her. My cock jerked inside her, and I nut deep in her hole. I saw her reddened ass cheeks, and I spurt another stream of cum inside her.
No one was going to look at her, smell her, touch her or fuck with her because I was willing to eradicate any fucker who ever dared to take what was mine. Serafina was mine and only mine. I owned her.
I looked down when I pulled my cock out, and it was a sticky mess with her creaming all over me. When my cum dripped out, I grabbed my dick and let it fall on it before I pushed my cock back inside of her.
She groaned as I slid my cock home, and her asshole gripped my thumb.
My perfect pet.
When I saw that cunt looking at Serafina with lust in his eyes, he was a dead man walking. He couldn't take his eyes off her as he came inside, and I saw how uncomfortable it had made Serafina. The girl had lived in oversized clothes to avoid unwanted attention. It took some time to destroy all of his evidence. I had to drive out to dump it in another town. His last GPS delivery would show my address. I burnt his bloody stump before dragging him outside into the woods, nailing him to my tree trunk before taking an axe to him.
I shook my head to clear it before I pulled my thumb out of her ass. Her hole immediately closed up again. I spat on it and pushed my thumb back inside before fucking her ass with it again. The more I teased her ass, the more she pushed back on me.
“My dirty girl. You need this hole fucked badly, don't you? My dirty little virgin,” I said with a smirk. “Soon, you're going to fuck your own asshole using my dick.”
I slapped her ass which had gone from bright red to pink. I'm sure her face would be pink too. I rubbed her ass before tracing my finger over the word pet.
Fucking perfect.
∆∆∆
 
“Comfortable?” I asked her with a smirk as she shifted on the couch.
Her cheeks flushed, and she shook her head.
“We need to get you stretched out. I want to watch your hungry little ass swallow my cock up,” I said, taunting her.
She sat beside me on the same couch she fainted on two days ago. I couldn't believe that she saw what kind of a Monster I was and still wanted me minutes after I had ended someone's life.
My dick lengthened in my sweatpants. Every time, I wanted more of her. I needed to be inside her. Because of her piercings, she had diligently learned to take a good skull fucking.
I took her hand and was about to put it on my dick. I frowned, looking at her nails. Most of the black polish had come off.
I sighed.
I knew I had to get her some girly shit that I knew nothing about. I was sure women didn’t use toilet paper when they had their period.
“If I take you shopping for what you need, are you going to behave yourself?”
She looked stunned, but she slowly nodded.
The more I thought of everything I wanted to see on her and in her, the more comfortable I became with the idea until I thought of my dad. No way was I ever going to become pussy whipped like him.
“The plug stays in, and you always stay beside me,” I warned her.
She didn't know that it was a vibrating plug and I had the remote. It was just a happy coincidence that I was taking her out for the first time.
∆∆∆
 
She looked like a hobo wearing my clothes and flip-flops while we walked through the shopping centre with her tucked under my arm. She didn't buy anything that wasn't essential, so I took her to Ann Summers for her lingerie and some toys. I was holding a small rampant rabbit up for her when I switched her butt plug on, and she cried out before putting her hands on her ass.
“What’s wrong?” I asked her innocently.
She looked around before she groaned while scrunching her face up.
“You know what's wrong, Alejandro. Turn it off.”
I tossed the vibrator into the basket.
“I believe you know the rules,” I said before grabbing another few fun items.
I’d switched it off when we got to the counter to pay. The cashier was gawking at us both before she smiled at me, ignoring Serafina. I felt Serafina move closer towards me. I don't know if it was subconscious, but I would take it as another win.
I pulled her into my side, pushing my hand under her clothing to rub her waist. The cashier's smile faltered as I stared coldly at her.
“Hurry up and ring it up,” I said.
We got to the car laden with bags, which I stuffed into the boot. She was the total opposite of all the women in my family. When I asked her if she wanted to put her new Converses on, she’d simply shook her head. My mum or sisters wouldn't have been caught dead wearing men's oversized clothes and flip-flops outside.
I stuck the butt plug on full vibrate once I saw she was sitting in the car. I watched her jump on the seat as if it were hot coals she had sat on. I snickered as she turned around to glare at me.
“You know the rules,” I said, slamming the boot shut.
I turned it off by the time I got into the car only because I needed to focus on the road and not being inside her ass. I put my hand on the lever to take the car out of park when I felt her hand on mine. I glanced up in surprise.
“Ah. Thank you for taking me shopping,” she said awkwardly before quickly removing her hand. I picked her hand off her lap and kissed her palm before putting it on my thigh. Her good manners were endearing. Those she could keep.
I didn't say anything. As long as she didn’t think I would become a soft touch, a little affection might be required.
I mulled it over as I drove home. 
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Chapter 15
Serafina
In all the literature I had read, I’d never have thought of Stockholm syndrome as a real possibility for someone like me. Yet here I was, sitting in my kidnapper's car, thanking him for taking me shopping.
He stared at me in shock for a moment before his eyes softened slightly, and he took my hand and brought it to his lips. His eyes heated up as he put my hand on his leg, pressing down on it for a moment before starting the car up.
I watched out of the window as we left the built-up area. I hadn't realised how wealthy he was until we reached the car side of his garage. He had a selection of sports cars and a fancy 4x4 type vehicle. My mind returned to his gym, and I wondered why he took me. I was shocked when he told me he owned the gym I went to.
I thought of the tart in the shop. I know his clothes looked awful on me, but she had just dismissed me as if I were nothing, a nobody. I squeezed his thigh because I remembered he switched into his cold killer mode, and I wouldn't have minded if he had sliced her up until another thought occurred to me.
He put his hand over mine.
I pulled my hand out from under his.
“What?”
“How many other women have you done this to?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.
His eyes flicked back to the road before he grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand back on his leg.
He glared at me before he spoke.
“Do you think I have the fucking patience to do this shit with random women?” he snapped at me.
“No woman has ever been in my home,” he said, glaring at me. “You're lucky you got a spot in my garage,” he added snidely before looking back at the road.
I looked out of my window with a small smile on my face. It was official I was fucked in the head.
When we got home, he parked in the garage and walked around as I was just opening the door. He yanked me out, and I barely ducked in time, or I would have bashed my face on the door frame.
He took me straight to my room and began pulling his clothes off me. Once I was naked, he told me to kneel on the edge of the bed. It wasn't long before I felt him pull the butt plug out. I felt a tube go inside me, and he began to fill my ass up with something cold.
“Don’t move,” he said as he pulled the tube out.
I heard rustling behind me. Then he climbed onto the bed and rested his back on the headboard, and grabbed the base of his dick.
“Get your ass on here now and ride my dick till I cum,” he said in a sharp voice.
I pushed off my hands and crawled over him.
“Ah. I don’t know—”
“Figure it out,” he snapped at me.
I narrowed my eyes on him. He needed some of my meds to calm himself down. When he put both his hands behind his head and smirked at me, I became more determined to get him inside of me.
His eyes dropped to my breasts and then further down as he followed the piercings. They would have been so much worse if he hadn't used the anaesthetic.
“You're lucky your piercings are still healing, or I would have whipped your tits until they were two bloody stumps,” he said, but he didn't sound as angry.
He put his hand above my belly, ran it up between my breasts, and held my throat.
“Fuck your asshole on my cock. I'm not going to repeat myself,” he said slowly, but his grip tightened around my neck with each word.
His hand was so big I didn't doubt he could snap my neck like a twig. I quickly manoeuvred his cock under my ass. The metal ball on the tip of his cock was helpful. I tried to focus, but his grip was too tight, and I couldn't breathe.
When I opened my mouth and tried to draw in some air, I choked. His hand relaxed, and I took a few gulps of air. I closed my eyes to try and relax like I did when he put the plugs inside me. When I lowered myself onto his cock I felt the slippery lube, and I gripped his cock tighter than necessary, making him moan. When I opened my eyes, he looked as if he was enjoying the pain. He brought a hand down and rested it on my hip.
I pushed down harder and felt the thick tip widen my ass. He held my hip and pushed his upward, and I felt the head of his cock inside me. His hand moved back. I used my weight to slowly sink down on him. I could feel every ball on his pierced cock as my ass sank down on him. The stretch felt nothing like the bulb-shaped plug. It felt too deep, and it scared me.
I put my hands on his abdomen as I rocked myself on him.
“Move.”
I raised myself up and down a little faster. Trying to focus on my breathing and relaxing my butt. He was too damn long.
I felt his hands run up my thighs. My eyes traced his tattoos from the Rose thorns, skull and patterns running up his bicep.
His hand suddenly moved back to my throat.
“Fuck. Your. Asshole. With. My. Cock,” he spat out each word, and I didn't think I moved myself up and down his length.
He groaned loudly and used my neck to keep me moving on him. After a few minutes, the painful stretch was gone, and I could keep myself open for him.
He slapped my thigh.
“Slam that ass down. Fuck yourself harder and faster. Let me see that hole spread open. Take it real deep.”
As soon as I slapped down on him, he began to thrust his hips upwards. It wasn't long until he bounced me on him like a ragdoll. I felt myself about to cum, and my pussy clenched down on emptiness.
“Your dirty little asshole is loving it. Cum on my dick,” he panted as he continued to fuck into me viciously while holding my neck.
My body began to shake as I came on his pounding cock. I let out a sob before groaning his name, but he was too busy hammering into me.
Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, he grabbed my hips and slammed me down on him while thrusting up. I thought he might have torn something he was in so deep. He wouldn't let me move until he had emptied himself inside me.
I put my hands on his chest and gasped for breath. When I felt his cum drip down my thigh, I wondered how it was possible when his massive dick was still jammed inside of me.
I should have watched more porn when I had the chance. I might not be as afraid of the different acts of intercourse if I had. 
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Chapter 16
Alejandro
My heart was still pounding against my chest. She did a damn good job of fucking my cock with her virgin ass. I lazily moved my dick in and out of her hole, making her groan.
“If virgin ass cock riding was a sport, you would get at least a silver.”
She lifted her head with fire shooting out of her eyes. Her jaw clamped down, and she dug her nails into my chest. Her blonde locks were tumbled around her face and hanging down. She looked nothing like the girl from the gym. She looked wild.
“Your last virgin hole, all mine,” I said, stroking her tattoo with one hand and moving my hand to her pussy with the other.
I carefully pushed two fingers inside of her, and they slipped right in. Her cunt was so wet and slippery it made my cock harden in her ass.
“Let’s shower. I want to fuck your ass this time.”
Her cunt squeezed my fingers in response. My dirty little pet was almost trained up. She had learned about pleasure, but she needed to learn to love pain and degradation.
∆∆∆
 
She sat naked on the kitchen countertop, watching me cook. Her cooking skills were boiling a kettle and using a microwave. It didn't bother me in the least. I’d been surrounded by a family that taught me all the essential life skills that I needed. Serafina never got that opportunity.
“Are you watching?”
Her face crumpled up.
“It looks so boring. Also, I don't think it's hygienic for me to be sitting here.”
“You can lick it clean when you get off the counter.”
Her eyes widened, and she waited for me to say more. When I didn’t, she sat upright and kept her eyes on me cooking.
I wasn't joking.
∆∆∆
 
When my doorbell rang the following day, I quickly checked to see who was at my door. I frowned when I saw my mother she never went anywhere without my dad. I had sporadically been going over for the family dinners, so I wouldn't draw any unwanted attention to myself.
I opened the door for her, and she leaned up to kiss the side of my beard.
“Alejandro, I was in the area, and I thought I'd pop by,” she said and walked in.
She wore a stylish black coat with red high heels, which was normal for my mum. Other than her grey hair, she still looked young to me.
“Mum, what a lovely surprise,” I lied and quickly followed her into the living room.
Serafina was locked up downstairs, so I wasn't overly concerned.
She walked to the large windows and looked outside.
“Truth be told, I've been worried about you. You've seemed disconnected for the last few months, son.”
I was looking at her back. My mum had always been astute when I was younger.
“I’m fine, mum. I've just been busy with the new gym opening.”
“Mmmm. Can you make me a coffee, please? We can chat about what you've been up to. I never get a chance when you come over.”
“I don't have your coffee in, sorry,” I said, knowing what a coffee snob she was, and I hoped she would leave sooner.
She turned around with a bright smile on her face.
“Tea will do,” she said, sitting on my couch. “I need to take the weight off.”
She wouldn't need to if she stopped wearing four-inch heels. She was fifty-seven years old.
“Of course,” I smiled at her and went to the kitchen.
Once I was there, I rushed around to get her tea ready. I don't know why she was here, but it put me on edge. When the kettle was boiled, I had everything and snacks set up. I poured it into the small teapot and went into the living room.
I looked around, and she wasn't there. I heard her heels on the stairs, and I breathed out the breath I had been holding. She had been upstairs.
“I needed to use the ladies.”
I talked about the usual mundane things I did at family dinner, but I did tell her about the new gym I set up. It had state-of-the-art equipment in it and marital art facilities. It was the first of its kind. She told me how proud of me she was of how hard I had worked to build up something of my own. I could tell it was genuine. I walked her to the door when she was ready.
“I don't know why you have secluded yourself, Alejandro. We are in the last stages of our lives. I want to be able to spend this time with ALL my children and grandchildren,” she said, rubbing the side of my cheek and beard.
I hugged my mother and kissed her cheek.
“I will try, Mum.”
“That's all I ask, my love.”
I blinked in surprise as she clicked away towards her waiting car. I watched as the driver opened the door for her, and they drove away.
That was a strange visit. My parents were fit for their ages. I couldn't see them dropping dead anytime soon. My grandparents had lived till their mid-eighties.
I would need to call her a little more often.
∆∆∆
 
Her piercings were healing up nicely. I used everything I could on them, so they healed faster.
Not for her but for me.
It was time for her to feed my darkest desires.
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Chapter 17
Serafina
I couldn't get my head into my book for the life of me. Alejandro was too erratic, and his eyes had a sinister look in them lately. I had thought I wanted to move freely around the house, but I felt safer down here, locked away from him. There was no rhyme or reason to it, but my instincts had taught me to survive. There was no point worrying about it all I could do was take one unpredictable day at a time.
It was sometime later that I heard the door unlocking. Alejandro walked in.
“You need some exercise in your daily routine,” he said, walking over towards me.
I put my Kindle on the bed and waited for him to remove the manacle. He unlocked the chain but left the silver collar on me. I looked at him in confusion, but he pulled a leather strip out and attached it to the collar loop. It took me a few seconds to realise that it was a leash.
“Get on the floor, on your hands and knees,” he commanded.
My mind went back to the two and a half months he kept me locked up and alone. I remembered what he said to me and what I agreed too. I felt a tug on the collar. My body moved off the bed, and I knelt on the floor beside his feet. Thankfully, my hair covered my beaming face.
“Crawl in front of me. I want to see your ass while you get your exercise.”
I did as he asked and waited near the door for him to open it. Once we were in the garage, I saw he had the main door open leading outside.
“Go on. The fresh air will do you some good.”
I clenched my teeth. He hadn't thought of that when he trapped me down here for months.
I awkwardly crawled outside he led me onto the rough grass until we reached a small clearing.
“Go and squat in front of that tree facing me.”
I looked at the tree he pointed to and did as he asked. He walked past me, and I felt him handcuff my arms around the back of the trunk. I leaned my back on the rough trunk to take some of the weight off my legs.
He sat on a log before me and opened a can of beer or lager while I shivered from the cold.
“Open your legs wider. I want to see your cunt,” he said, taking another sip of his drink.
I shuffled my feet on the soil until my legs were open wide.
He kept his eyes on me. I could feel the goose pimples on my arms, and my nipples were tight from the cold. The cuffs weren't tight, but my arms rubbed against the tree's rough bark.
He put his can on the log and walked towards me. I gulped as he reached me. He moved his black trainer between my legs and rubbed my pussy. I closed my eyes, expecting to feel the pain from the barbell, but his foot was lower, and he was pushing it against my entrance.
“Are you going to soak my shoe like a good little whore?” he asked in a husky voice.
I felt his hands move over my cold breasts as he covered them the warmth from his palms felt good.
“Rub your hungry cunt on my shoe. Show me what a good pet you are.”
I opened my eyes, and his bulging crotch was in front of me. My cheeks felt heated, but I tried to move my hips. I could feel my arousal, and I felt ashamed. He unbuttoned his jeans and lowered his zipper. He wasn't wearing any underwear. He pulled his erect cock out and rubbed it with his hand.
“Open up.”
I looked up at him. His eyes were black, and there was no mercy in them.
I opened my mouth for him, and he continued to wank his cock, rubbing the Jacobs ladder piercings until I saw his pre-cum ooze out of his cock. He pushed his cock into my mouth.
“Lap it all up.”
I sucked on the tip and licked his knob clean. He did this several times before he began to push his cock deeper down my throat.
“I’m going to cum on your face, and you're going to wear it for me all day.”
With that, he thrust himself against my face, and the back of my head hit the tree. I felt his cock in my throat, and I kept swallowing to prevent myself from gagging. My eyes were watering as he leisurely fucked in and out of my throat.
“Such a good hole for me.”
I felt his foot rub my pussy, and I groaned on his dick.
He increased his pace until he pulled out and wanked his cock over my face. I felt his wet cum hit my nose, and I closed my eyes, but the next spurt went into my mouth. He was breathing heavily, and I could still hear him wanking his cock, and I felt another stream of cum spray my cheek, forehead and hair.
I opened my eyes, and I felt his cum drip downward.
“Swallow what's in your mouth,” he said harshly.
I swallowed his salty essence.
“Now lick me clean.”
He rubbed the head of his cock over my lips.
I blinked the tears out of my eyes and opened my mouth to suck his cock again.
As soon as I did as he asked, he tucked his cock back in and squatted down in front of me. He looked at my face with satisfaction before he pushed his fingers inside my pussy, causing me to cry out.
I could feel three of his thick fingers slip inside me. He moved them back and forth fucking me with them until I was gasping for breath.
“Do you want to cum?”
I looked at his face and nodded.
He pulled his fingers out and shook his head.
“Not yet. Now clean your filth off me,” he said, holding his fingers to my lips.
I blinked at him. I did what he asked me to.
“You knew what I wanted, Serafina. You're my pet. I choose when and how you cum.”
I slowly opened my mouth, still feeling resentful, but I licked each finger clean as he had asked me to. He patted my head and returned to sitting on his log, drinking from his can.
I remained handcuffed against the tree with his cum drying on my face.
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Chapter 18
Alejandro
Nothing in my life had given me this much satisfaction. Serafina made any other sub pale in comparison. She fed the nastiest part of my sadistic sexual needs. I took her back to her room after I finished my drink. I told her not to clean her face or touch her cunt before I left.
Using her against the tree that I killed countless people on was an unexpected thrill.
I would enjoy testing her limits.
∆∆∆
 
I had her kneeling on the floor as I sat on the bed, feeding her dinner. Her face was caked with my dried-up cum. Her cheeks were flushed, but she would get used to the new dynamics soon enough.
“You've been a good girl today. Come lie on the bed,” I said, patting the bed beside me. “Keep your ass on the edge.”
She stood up, and I reached for the lube. By the time I stood up, she was lying on the edge of the bed.
“Hold your legs open for me,” I said as I stripped my clothes off.
I looked at her holes as I lubed my dick up. She had been worth the wait. I no longer had to attend any club or adhere to any rules. My dick had no problem getting hard for her.
“Is your ass hungry for a load of my cum?” I asked her, glancing up at her.
I wasn't going to lube her ass the way I normally did. I wanted her to feel all of me tonight. I wanted it to be uncomfortable for her.
She nodded her head.
My lip curled upwards.
“I want to hear your words. Say, please, Alejandro fuck your cum into my asshole.”
I rubbed the tip of my cock along her pussy and ass while she composed herself.
“Please, Alejandro fuck your cum into my asshole,” she whispered.
I trailed my dick down her cunt until I reached the hole I wanted. I watched the metal stud and head of my cock slip into her ass.
“Let go of your legs and play with your nipples.”
I watched her play with her pert tits as I screwed myself back and forth, widening her tight hole for me.
She closed her eyes and moaned with thrust harder. Her cunt was glistening with need. I pushed two fingers inside her pussy.
“Do you want to cum while I feed your asshole, Serafina?”
Her eyes shot open, and she nodded. Gone was my shy virgin, and in her place was my creation.
I fingered her pussy as I began to saw in and out of her asshole. The feel of her holes around my dick and fingers was indescribable. I was in fucking heaven. It wasn't long until she was grasping her breasts and panting as I decimated her asshole with my plunging cock. I felt every stud in my dick scrape her insides.
She let out several broken cries as she came. I fucked her ass through her orgasm but left my fingers stuffed inside her gushing cunt. I looked down at her twinkling hood jewellery with my fingers inside her pink hole and my wet dick sliding in and out of her. My balls gave way, and my hot cum sprayed her asshole. I panted and let out a grunt as I came inside her. I felt my cock pulsate as her ass tightened around my entire length, forcing more cum out of me.
I groaned as I pulled my dick out of her ass. Her asshole gripped on tight as I pulled away. Watching her tight ass strain around my girth was always a pleasure. I saw my cum run out of her gaping ass.
I glanced up at her face. Her chest was moving up and down as she breathed heavily. Her eyes were closed, but she looked relaxed. She must have been desperate to cum from earlier in the day. I smirked as the thoughts flooded through me of edging her and making her beg for cock.
My cock.
∆∆∆
 
It took seven weeks to break through all of her inhibitions. Keeping her naked since I had brought her here had helped immensely. She knew how to beg, how to speak dirty, and how to enjoy being degraded and humiliated.
It took a little under six months for Serafina to become exactly what I needed.
I played with her hair as she sat on the floor beside me. My thoughts went to the pizza delivery driver. She had never mentioned him or asked what I had done to him.
She didn't know I had weaned her off her medication. Her cheeks were fuller, but her frame was naturally small, so I hadn't been able to add much bulk on her.  
I glanced down at her to see she was absorbed in her Kindle. It had been a strategic gift because I needed her kept in solitary confinement without her anxiety levels shooting up or her going crazy. It was a close call when she had dug her heels in.
With all my focus on her training, I hadn't had much time to hunt assholes.
Through time, I could share that side of me with her.
She wasn't going anywhere.
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Chapter 19
Serafina
I woke up looking around my room. Surviving was fine, but I was disappointed when the freedom I had anticipated didn't come. He took me upstairs more, but I was still chained and locked up down here.
I felt less anxious around him now that he had shown me what he wanted. It had been an internal struggle trying to cope with everything he did to me. I went through a range of emotions when I began to enjoy his humiliating words and degrading actions. I couldn't remember the person I used to be before Alejandro barged into my life.
Last night he had cum on the white marble floor and made me lick it up before he made our dinner. I closed my eyes, remembering how horny I’d felt afterwards.
I heard the door unlock, and I climbed off the bed and knelt on the floor. He smiled when he saw me. He gestured with his finger for me to come towards him. I crawled as far as the chain let me.
“Turn around and keep your ass up but head on the floor,” he said.
I followed his instructions and placed my hands on the cold floor.
“Do you know why I fuck your ass so much?”
“Uh, no,” I said, confused. I thought anal sex was his thing.
“Because I wasn't ready to breed you yet.”
I jerked up at his words.
“Head down,” he barked.
I crouched down again. When I felt his fingers rub my pussy I mewled out loud. Thinking about last night had already made me horny.
“Primed and ready for my seed,” he said, pushing his fingers inside me.
He pumped his fingers in and out of me before pulling them out and wiping his hand over the back of my tattoo.
“You're going to give me everything, and I'm going to take it all,” he said ominously.
I felt his hand snake around my thigh as he pulled my legs further apart. The tip of his cock slipped inside me, but he moved his dick up and down every so often, hitting his piercing off mine.
I tilted my ass up, needing him inside me, but the thought of getting pregnant by him made me pause. My brain was split between obeying or refusing him.
“Ask me nicely to breed you, Serafina.”
I swallowed before complying. I knew how he wanted my response.
“Please, breed my pussy, Alejandro.”
He pushed inside me, and I gasped before gripping his cock. He pulled back again.
“Beg me for it.”
I closed my eyes and focused on his skin against mine.
“Please, fill my pussy up with your cum. Please, breed my hungry pussy,” I said. “Please pound my pussy hard, Alejandro,” I said with a whimper.
He groaned at my words before pushing himself. He slid inside me inch by inch until I felt his pelvis flush against my ass. I hoped I wouldn’t get pregnant.
“I’m going to pound my little cunt day and night,” he said, holding my waist.
He pulled back and thrust forward while pulling me back onto him.
“Oh God,” I groaned as he hit something deep inside of me.
He was inside my belly. He chuckled before he did what he said he would. He began to pound in and out of me. I felt his hand on my back as continued to fuck me. My cheek was being dragged back and forth, and I lifted my head away from the ground. He grabbed the metal around my neck and pulled me up.
His body covered mine as he reached below me to grip my breast.
I could barely breathe as he continued the onslaught. I came so fast that it caught me off guard, but he fucked me through my orgasm.
He gripped my throat and kept me upright as he increased his pace. His hand left my breast and rubbed my clit. He used all of his fingers to tease me. I felt the tension build up through his painful hammering cock.
When I came again, his thrusts slowed down, and he ground himself against me, rubbing me deep inside as I let out a guttural cry and squeezed his cock repeatedly until I felt his hot cum release inside of me. He grunted and tightened his fingers around my throat until I could only gasp for air. My eyelids fluttered, but my vision blurred.
∆∆∆
 
I awakened, lying on his chest with his dick inside of me. I lifted my head up.
“Did you fuck me while I was unconscious?” I groaned out, feeling the deep ache inside of me.
“I said day and night, didn't I?” he said with his lips curling up on one side of his face. “You can have a soak in the bath upstairs.”
How gracious.
I slumped back down on his chest. I should just give up he was going to do whatever he wanted to me. He put his arm on my neck, and his other hand stayed on my tattoo. I saw the thorns from the rose on his wrist.
“Why the rose?” I asked, trying to take my mind off his perverse need to impregnate me.
“Huh?”
“Your tattoo.”
“The rose is for my grandma.”
“Oh,” I said.
I’d never thought of getting a tattoo before, but that made sense, remembering someone you cared about.
“The rest of the arm is for my grandpa. The Reaper is who I am,” he said.
Yeah, I was keeping well away from the fucking Reaper topic.
“I only had my mum.”
“I know,” he said, stroking my hair.
I frowned.
How did he know?
Then I remembered he had been stalking me for a good two months, and he was wealthy.
“Do you have any family?”
His hand paused for a moment before he resumed petting my hair.
“My parents, one older sister and brother then there is my youngest sister, but she is living away for Uni.”
I felt a pang of resentment before feeling a sense of sadness. I have this twisted ‘relationship’ with Alejandro and nothing else in my life. It felt unfair for him to have a family.
When did he ever spend time with them?
I dreamed of having a dad or a younger sibling as a child. Someone to love and care for. I felt a tear slowly slide down the corner of my eye. I wiped it away.
I guess I would have a family if I fell pregnant, but Alejandro wasn’t fatherhood material. For the first time, I felt a feeling of dread, not for myself but for a baby. I knew what it was like living in fear as a child, and there was no way I could bear to watch my child go through that life.
“Why do you want a baby with me?” I asked softly.
He wrapped his arms around me and pushed his cock deeper inside me, making me gasp.
“I have everything else.”
My body stiffened against him. That wasn't a good enough reason for me or my child. My mind raced on how I could escape this impossible situation. I don't have a place to live or support myself, let alone a child. There was the fact that he told me I had trackers inside of me.
Despair clawed my insides as I thought of living with my baby in this room or, worse, Alejandro keeping my baby upstairs.
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Chapter 20
Alejandro
I trained furiously. For the last month, Serafina had been despondent, and I had gone back to giving her medication in her juices. It didn't make any difference. Nothing had changed; she still obeyed my every command beautifully, but ever since taking the pregnancy test, she had changed. I brought her upstairs more and got her in my home gym, but nothing changed the dead look in her eyes. When I asked her multiple times what was wrong, she denied that anything was wrong.
It agitated me to the point I wanted to cane her ass so hard that she would confess. The anger that she might not want our baby incensed me. With that thought, I headed to the shower. My next stop would be her room.
∆∆∆
 
I flung the door open, and she jumped up off the bed to kneel on the floor. She kept her head down, and her hair hung around her face. It was rare she would look me in the eyes now. Only when I asked her did she do it.
“I don't know what your problem is, but it ends today,” I said with a growl. “Get on the bed, hands and knees. I don't want to look at your face,” I added cruelly.
She paused for a fraction before she did as she was told.
I smiled grimly. I might not be able to cane her ass, but I sure was going to enjoy spanking the fuck out of it. I pulled the lube out of my pocket and threw it on the bed. My eyes went to her ass. I yanked her legs apart and squirted a large amount of lube on her asshole. Unceremoniously I forced my thumb into her ass, ignoring her shocked gasp.
I rested my hand on my name and pushed my thumb in deeper to hold her ass up as I spanked her ass and thighs. Her ass was a mess. Her sobs were music to my ears. I switched hands to work on her other side.
“You don't deserve to cum,” I said, snapping at her as she sniffled.
I pull my cock out and push down on her back until her hole is where I need it. I rub her pussy to find it wet.
“Don’t you dare cum, Serafina,” I said before pushing my cock past her pink lips.
I stared at her asshole and shoved my thumb back into her ass. I held her in place as I watched my cock sink in and out of her pussy. Her face was down on the bed. I wanted to make her suffer, so I dug my thumb in and began to pound into her pussy and watched as her face slid on the bed. I should have fucked her on the floor like an animal.
My eyes scanned her red ass and the slap marks on her thighs. When her pussy tightened around me, I slapped her ass viciously.
“Do not cum.”
She groaned into the bed covers.
It didn't take long for me to cum. I gave her another three or four hard fucks before I pulled myself out of her ass and pussy. I held my cock over her holes and watched my cum spurt all over them. I lifted myself higher and spurt the rest over her reddened ass watching as some landed on my name on her back.
I wiped my dick on her thigh and tucked myself in before walking out again.
Leaving her covered in my cum and unsatisfied. It sated a fraction of my anger.
∆∆∆
 
The last thing I needed later that day was my mother at my door again. I was calling her more and going to the family dinners, so I didn't know what her problem was.
I opened the door to see my dad was standing further back so I hadn't seen him on the camera.
“Mum, Dad, come in,” I said, faking a smile. “Let me guess. You were in the area.” I couldn't help adding on.
They walked through and went into the living room. My father wore a black suit with a white shirt, and my mother was in her usual heels and a navy skirted coat today. Perhaps they were going somewhere, and they dropped by.
“Can’t we come by and see our son?” my dad asked with a smirk.
My mother was glaring at me.
“We won't be long, Alejandro.”
She walked up to me, and I looked down at her because she was pretty much in my face or, in this case, in my chest.
“We know you have a girlfriend,” my mum said, using air quotations when she said girlfriend. “We know what you do for fun with the men you kill.”
My jaw dropped down, and I looked at my dad, who was looking down at his nails. I felt my brain short-circuiting. My mum slapped my face. I moved back a step. Neither of my parents had ever raised their hands on us.
I held my cheek because my beard didn't cushion the part she had just smacked.
“Alejandro, you have my heart and a piece of my soul, but if I find out you hurt that girl beyond fun and games, just remember that I brought you into this world, and I can very easily take you out of it,” she said solemnly, but her eyes were exactly like mine, maniacal.
I felt a sharp pain in my belly, and I inhaled a sharp breath.
When I glanced down, my mother had a knife in her hand. My white T-shirt was pooling with blood. My blood.
I reached down to take the knife off her, but she slipped it into her sleeve like a fucking ninja.
“You bring her to our house for dinner tonight, or I will be back, and trust me when I say this, Alejandro. It won't be fucking pretty,” she snapped at me.
I had never seen my mother this angry before. I held my stomach as she walked towards the door.
My dad patted me on the shoulder before walking past me.
“You had best listen to her, son, because if she needs to return, it won't be through the front door.”
The door slammed shut, and I still stood in my living room, trying to understand what had just happened.
I lifted my T-shirt up to assess the damage. The blood was still oozing out, but it wasn't as deep as I thought it was. I sank down on the couch, trying to figure out how they knew.
Why they didn't threaten the police? How my mother was a fucking knife ninja?
It did explain why my father was pussy whipped.
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Chapter 21
Serafina
After Alejandro’s rage, I showered and lay on the bed. I lay on my stomach because my ass was still aching. After the sting left me, it felt tender. I was sure to have bruises by tomorrow. I was pissed that he hadn't let me cum.
Ever since I peed on that pregnancy test, it felt as if my world had turned upside down. I cried most nights, not for myself but for the child I was going to bring into this fucked up world. I’d continued to follow all of his instructions. I didn't know if it was out of habit or survival now. My head was a chaotic mess.
The door opened, and I slowly crawled off the bed and onto my kneeling position. I winced as my ass touched the back of my legs.
“Get up. We’re going to my parent's house for dinner,” he said gruffly.
I was so shocked at his words that I couldn't move.
He walked over and removed the manacle completely. My heart raced in fear, excitement and hope for the first time. I felt a small ray of hope. He pulled me to my feet.
I followed him out of the garage until we were in his bedroom. He opened up a door I’d never been in, and I saw it was another room. He waved his hand for me to go inside.
Walking inside, I realised I was in the world's largest wardrobe. On one side, there were all means of clothes, but on the other side, it was all women's. Railings were full of clothes, and the shoe racks were full, from heels to trainers. I saw the shoes we had bought together and realised he had bought me all this while I was downstairs.
He pulled open a drawer and took a small black box out. He opened it up and took a gold chain made up of delicate oblong beads, but it was what was attached to it that my eyes zoomed in on. My eyes welled up. It had been so long.
I took it from his hand and touched my mother’s ring. He pulled it away from me, and I reached out to grab it.
“Calm down. I'm only putting it on you.”
I quickly lifted my hair up and looked down as the ring lay perfectly close to my heart.
“Get ready we leave in an hour. Your underwear is in that section,” he said, pointing towards a section of drawers before leaving me in the wardrobe.
I looked down at my feet, touching the thick cream carpet, before looking at the full-length mirror. It had been so long since I had worn clothes. I’d become used to being naked all the time, but I couldn't go to his parents for the first time without wearing underwear.
I rummaged through every drawer. There was no cotton or comfortable underwear in it. In the end, I picked a black and turquoise wireless silky bra. I ignored the matching thong and found a plain pair of black lace knickers.
I found some jeans, a T-shirt and a loose black hoody. I put the plain black Converses’ on before focusing on my hair. I found some mascara and decided I was presentable enough.
When I went downstairs, I was surprised to see Alejandro in more formal wear. He wore a dark blue suit with black polished shoes and a white shirt with open-top buttons. He paused when he saw me. He shook his head, and I narrowed my eyes on him. His eyes moved to the clock on the wall.
“I don't have time for this,” he mumbled.
∆∆∆
 
His parents lived around forty minutes away. By the time Alejandro had parked, and we got out of the car, two people were standing in the doorway. It had to be his parents. His mother walked over to me and hugged me before linking her arm through mine and taking me into the house.
“I'm so pleased to meet you finally, Serafina.”
“I would be too if you gave me a chance, Valeria,” his dad piped up behind us.
I glanced back to see his dad grinning, but Alejandro glared at me. No, he was glaring at his mother’s back.
His mother was a very stylish lady. At first glance, she didn't look old. I could see Alejandro’s eyes in her, and I was sure she had black hair. Her make looked as if it had been applied professionally. His dad was a height similar to Alejandro, but I could tell how they created a handsome man like him. It wasn't their fault he was a sadistic fuck.
His mum was speaking again.
“I’m Valeria, and that's my husband Harrison. It's just us tonight because we wanted to meet you.”
Alejandro came beside me and slipped his hand into mine, squeezing it. He had warned me before we left not to divulge the nature of our meeting and ‘relationship’. His mother paused in the hallway.
She smiled at him, but it didn't look like the genuine, warm smile she had given me.
“You've had her all to yourself for such a long time, Alejandro. I deserve some one-on-one girl time with Serafina. Why don't you make yourself scarce while we sort dinner out?”
I glanced up at Alejandro. His cheeks looked flushed, but he didn't let go of my hand. His mother tugged my arm, and I began to follow her, but Alejandro didn't let go of my hand.
I was so fucking confused about what was happening right now. It felt as if I was the prize in a tug of war. His mother was furious about something because she was back to glaring at him.
His dad came behind Alejandro, wrapped his arm around his throat, and pulled his hand out of mine. Alejandro let out a roar, not in anger, but as if in pain. I looked at his dad’s hand, and he was holding Alejandro’s hand but digging his fingers in between his thumb and pointer finger.
“That’s the median nerve,” his mum said softly as she pulled me along the hallway.
I looked back, and Alejandro was still staring at us, but his dad hadn't released him. His mum dragged me away when it hit me.
His entire family was fucking crazy.
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Chapter 22
Alejandro
The pain shooting through my arm was like nothing I’d felt before. I watched my mum take Serafina through the hall and towards the kitchen.
“Fucking hell, Dad. You made your point. Let me go,” I gasped out as his arm was still around my neck.
How was he so fucking strong? He pressed down harder, and I couldn't breathe because the pain intensified. I felt myself sweating with the pain.
“Are you going to behave tonight?”
“Yes!”
He let me go, and I cradled my dead hand before turning to glare at my dad. God, both my parents had lost the fucking plot.
“What were you? Are you both secret spies or something?” I grated out. They had skills that average humans didn't have.
My dad laughed so hard he had to hold his stomach. Once he managed to control his amusement, he slapped a hand on my back so hard that it pushed me forward.
“Ah, your mother will have a chuckle at that one.”
“Can you please tell me what is going on?” I said carefully.
I’d already underestimated him and wasn't about to do it again.
“Let’s go to my study, and I will tell you how I kidnapped your mother,” he said cheerfully as he walked off.
I stood there cradling my damaged hand and a stab wound in my gut, watching his back incredulously.
∆∆∆
 
I took the drink Dad gave me and downed it in one go. I held my glass up for another, and my dad obliged before he sat down.
“We gave you a lot of leeway, Alejandro. You went too far with Serafina. She is younger than Alea. We always kept an eye on you because you were like us. Your mother killed her father when she was barely a teenager. She knows what it’s like to be vulnerable and fend for herself,” he said in a cold voice accompanied by a hard stare.
I gulped down the second drink.
He leaned back into his chair, and his eyes took on a far-away look.
“I kidnapped your mother thinking I had trapped her and could do whatever I wanted. She had been stalking me for months and had my house bugged. She had accumulated enough evidence that would have sent me down for life. Luckily for me, she took a liking to me,” he said with a faint smile.
My mind reeled at what my father was telling me.
“She is so fucking hot with a knife,” he said as his eyes snapped back to mine with a smirk on his face.
I felt the Scotch churn in my stomach.
“I had to stop off before we got home to fuck her senseless after we left your house.”
I choked and felt the vomit in my throat. I slapped my good hand over my mouth.
“Anyway, when you asked for the PI. We had to keep an eye out for you. This eventually led us to Serafina. We left you to it, hoping it would go in the direction we did. Your mother wasn't convinced, so she planted some cameras in your house.”
My mind went back to when she came over alone. This was an invasion of my fucking privacy. I didn't say anything because I wanted to know their aim. Serafina was mine.
“I didn't watch the footage. I left everything to her. I trust her judgement. She might have been in your house a few times that you don't know about. You need to speak to her about some of your security camera blind spots.”
I opened my mouth to speak, but I slapped it shut again. It’s as if my entire life had been a lie. I ran through my childhood, and I had never encountered anything suspicious. My grandpa had always said we were different, but he said I was like my parents. Before he died, he told me to trust my mum and dad with anything, no matter how dark a secret it might be. I never understood back then.
“Grandpa? Was he—”
“Yes, he was like us,” my dad said, cutting me off.
I slumped into my chair, trying to take it all in.
“Son, your mother is not happy with you at all. No matter what she says or does tonight, you nod and agree. I love you and want you to lead your life in one piece.”
I frowned at him. That was fucked up, a declaration of love and a threat all in one breath.
I cringed, thinking of Serafina alone with my mother. 
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Chapter 23
Serafina
Valeria whizzed around the kitchen as I watched on. She had sat me on a stool as she finished off the steaks. She left them on the griddle but tilted it.
“Is it true?”
I glanced up at her in confusion.
“Are you pregnant?”
“Uh, Alejandro told you?”
She snorted.
“That boy tells me nothing. I may have been sneaking around in his house,” she said with a wry smile. Her smile slipped away, and she looked crestfallen for a moment. “Did he hurt you?”
I immediately thought of my sore ass and anything else he had done to me. It hadn't been any extreme torture. Even the piercings and tattoos had been palatable compared to getting a limb chopped off.
I shook my head.
She narrowed her eyes suspiciously at me and stared at me so long that I shifted in the chair.
“Do you want to go back with him?”
My heart pounded at her question, and I felt my lips tremble. I bit my lip hard, but the flood of tears and sobs that ripped through me felt uncontrollable.
I felt her arms around me, and she pushed my face into her body, and she hugged me tightly with a strength that I so desperately needed.
She rubbed my back, continuously apologising to me. I don't know what for, but I held onto her back. This woman was not only my saviour but my baby’s too.
She let me cry it out, giving me the entire kitchen roll. Once I finally composed myself, I had to ask.
“How did you know I was pregnant?”
“Alejandro keeps the test in his bedside drawer.”
That shocked me because his reason for wanting a baby had been so blasé.
Her face twisted up like she had sucked on a sour lemon.
“Things will work out—ah, we just need to reprogram his brain a little. You don't need to worry about a thing,” she said as a sly smile crept on her face. I watched until it spread across her entire face. Her black eyes shone, or it could be the kitchen spotlights shining in them, but they reminded me of Alejandro’s maniacal look. “A little bit of pain and suffering should do the trick,” she said in a smug voice.
In general, I tried to be a good person, but I liked the sound of that.
She picked up her phone off the counter, and it looked like she was texting.
“I’ve just let them know dinner is ready. Now, let's get you and my latest grandbaby fed. I am so happy to have you here, sweetheart. It's no fun having an empty house.”
It wasn't long before Harrison and Alejandro walked into the kitchen. Alejandro’s eyes went to mine as he scanned me from head to toe. His dad elbowed him, and he rolled his eyes and began to carry the dishes laden with food out of the kitchen.
“Take the steaks as they are, we can dish up at the table,” Valeria said before kissing her husband. “Thank you.”
He kissed her on the nose and smacked her butt.
“I didn't want to scrub the blood off the hallway tiles,” he said with a grin before he turned around and winked at me.
I felt my cheeks flush at their intimate display of affection. Valeria ushered me into the dining room, and Alejandro pushed a chair out for me as he was already seated.
“Sit next to me. I want to get to know my new daughter,” she said, staring at Alejandro as if daring him to say anything back to her.
She sat me at the head of the table with her sitting to my left, and his dad came carrying the steaks, who sat to my right.
“I forgot the steak knives,” she said, getting up.
“I can get them.”
“No, I won't be long,” she said to her husband.
I watched her walk away and wondered how she could stay upright in heels that high. His dad began to pile my plate up with food, and I sneaked a look at Alejandro. He sat with his hands tapping on the polished wooden table.
His mother came back in, and before I knew it, she stabbed a knife in the table as she walked past Alejandro.
I gasped in horror, thinking she had stabbed his hand, but I saw the knife was stuck in between two of his fingers.
Alejandro jumped up, knocking his chair over.
“I'm never going to be able to get that out,” his dad grumbled while he glared at Alejandro.
“She is fucking nuts, Dad. Sort her out. She could have stabbed my hand.”
His dad looked angry for a moment but glanced at Valeria, who was calmly putting food on his plate before doing the same to hers.
“I love her exactly how she is,” he said sweetly.
Alejandro gagged before reaching for the bottle of wine.
Me?
I smiled and felt safe for the first time since Alejandro had taken me. No, since my mum had died. Someone finally had my back.
Other than a few questions from his parents, dinner was eaten with an uncomfortable silence. As soon as dessert was finished Alejandro was standing up.
“Thanks for dinner, but we really need to be going now,” he said.
I felt my tension and anxiety rise and clenched my hands into my lap.
“You're welcome to go. I've decided to spend some more time with Serafina. She is staying with us for a while.”
Alejandro ran his fingers through his hair and looked to and fro between his mum and dad several times.
“I guess I can stay for a few nights with her,” he added.
His mum pulled a silver knife out from somewhere and ran her finger along the top of the blade.
“You will only be welcome back into this house when you learn how to behave. Don't even think that you can get into this house without my permission. We don't have shoddy security like yourself.”
“Remember the advice I gave you, Alejandro,” his dad said ominously.
Alejandro turned to look at me, and I gulped and looked down at the table.
“Let’s go, Serafina,” he said gruffly.
I was frozen in my chair.
“Now,” he snapped.
I heard a grunt of pain, and when I looked up, Alejandro was holding his cheek, and the silver knife was sticking out of the wall behind him.
“That one I can fix,” his dad said.
His dad was staring at the knife sticking out of the wall. I cautiously glanced back at Alejandro, who stared at me as if I had betrayed him. I touched my belly. Perhaps I would have given in if it wasn't for the baby.
His eyes dropped to my hand, and I saw the exact moment of defeat in his eyes. His dad touched my shoulder, and Alejandro’s eyes flared up again. He turned around and walked out. I jumped when I heard the door slam.
“Sheesh, all these years, I thought you were the drama queen in the family,” Valeria said, chuckling.
“He did not get that shit from me,” he said defensively. “I took my stabbings like a man.”
I didn't know these people, but I knew they were like no one else I had ever met before. They were my baby’s grandparents, and that made them family.
No matter how twisted a family it may be.
After all, beggars can't be choosers.
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Chapter 24
Serafina
I rubbed my swollen belly over my hoody. It had been four months since Valeria had taken me under her wing. They had been with me for every check-up and the baby’s first scan. Each of them had held my hand. I'm sure his dad got misty-eyed when he saw his granddaughter. I spent all my time reading about my baby’s development and books on what to expect from motherhood and caring for a baby.
Initially, Alejandro tried to come back. He gave up two months in when his parents wouldn't let him step foot in their home.
Valeria had taught me some basic self-defence moves. She was surprisingly fitter than I was. She showed me how to use a knife, but I told her I didn't have it in me to stab anyone.
She chuckled and told me that one day I would.
I thought I'd had a rough childhood until she told me about her life. It took another few weeks before she told me what she used to do to abusive people she came across. I understood why she was being so hard on Alejandro.
I had mixed feelings about Alejandro. I missed aspects of being with him, but I loved my freedom more. He didn't know he was having a daughter. Only his parents knew, and they promised they wouldn't tell a soul before I’d told Alejandro.
I was working up the courage to face him again.
His brother and sisters were all ‘normal’. His parents had spun a cover story about us having a fight, and this was our cooling-off period.
His parents were so cute together. I’d never seen an older couple like them so loved up. I never knew couples like them existed. Living in his family home has opened me up to the prospect of being in a safe environment and trusting others. They had no ulterior motive other than loving their family.
I felt as if my baby girl would be the most loved baby in the country. I wiped the tears away and I just prayed her dad stepped up and became a good father for her.
“Hey.”
I looked up to see Harrison poking his head through the doorway.
“I knocked, but—” he said, looking sheepishly at me.
I quickly wiped away the rest of the tears that had slipped out.
“Come in. Sorry, it’s the hormones.”
“Don't apologise. I remember Valeria when she had hers. Then, I had teenage daughters. Then I had a pregnant daughter,” he said with a smile. “Now, I have another daughter who is pregnant.”
I smiled back at him as he sat on the chair beside the bed.
“Alejandro tried to climb over the gate last night. His mother set the dog on him.”
My eyes widened, and my jaw dropped in shock. I had been sleeping like the dead. I’d never heard a thing. Cujo was a guard dog, so he didn’t come inside.
“I've watched the footage too many times to count. If you want comedic relief, we can put it on for you after dinner.”
I smiled and felt more tears well up.
“That would be nice,” I said with a sniff.
It might be what I needed to see before I faced him again. 
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Chapter 25
Alejandro
I woke up with a jerk, and the bottle slipped out of my hand and rolled on the floor. When I moved I felt Cujo's bite on my leg. I smiled grimly as I remembered kicking him before I shot back up the gate.
I sighed and got up to have a shower. Glancing at the clock, it was almost midday. I was back to living an empty life. The hardest part of being away from Serafina was knowing I was missing my baby growing in her belly. I couldn't, no matter how much I tried to shake the melancholy off. I tried to focus on work and killing, but nothing changed how I felt.
Only the memories I had with Serafina made me feel.
I sighed heavily, thinking of my perfect woman.
In all my scheming, manipulation and planning, I never expected my parents to sabotage me like this. No matter how much I tried to explain to them I hadn't planned to keep her locked up, they refused to listen to me.
I had to think of a plan to soften my mother's cold, black, twisted heart.
∆∆∆
 
I felt a little more human once I got out of the shower. My coffee had just been brewed when the doorbell chimed. I checked the camera and saw it was Serafina with both my parents on either side of her.
I rushed to the door and swung it open.
“Oh God. I'm blind, or I need to bleach my eyes,” my dad said.
My mother just looked me up and down.
“How’s the bite, love?”
Serafina just gaped at me before her eyes landed on my cock.
I pulled her off the doorstep to swing her inside and slammed the door shut. I held her to me, and my heart skipped a beat when I felt her belly against me. Slowly, I put her down on her feet and lifted her grey hoody up to see her cute, rounded belly swollen with our baby.
I was about to touch it when she slapped my hand.
“We need to talk,” she said with a serious expression on her face. “Put that away.”
I looked down at my cock that was standing upright and ready.
The door handle was moving, and the door began to open. I cursed my mother and bolted upstairs to grab some shorts.
By the time I got back downstairs, Serafina was sitting on the couch with my parents on either side of her. My mum had an arm wrapped around her back.
My eyes drank her in hungrily.
She looked gorgeous. Her face was fuller, but because she wore the baggy hoody, I couldn't see her belly. If she was here, I would have her naked and worship the body that carried my child.
My mother snickered, and she leaned behind Serafina and nudged my dad.
“God, Son. Control your cock,” my dad said.
My cheeks flushed, and I covered my dick with my hands.
Serafina had her face covered with her hands. My mum whispered something to her, and when she uncovered her face, her cheeks resembled a tomato.
My mother sat upright and looked me in the eyes.
“How did your grandpa treat his wife?”
“He loved her and never raised his voice to her,” I said grudgingly, knowing why she was doing this to me.
“How did your father treat me?”
“The same,” I said tightly.
“Fun and Games are all well in their place, but there is a limit. We are going to wait in the car and let you talk. Don’t mess this up, Alejandro.”
“What she said,” my dad said as he stood up.
My mother kissed Serafina on the cheek before she stood up. I ignored the clicking noise as they walked away. My eyes remained firmly on Serafina.
She looked at me before she spoke.
“You're having a daughter.”
I swallowed and pictured a tiny duplicate version of Serafina. Our daughter. My heart swelled up with love and pride.
“Now picture someone stealing our daughter and doing what you did to me.”
She took the air from my lungs as I pictured when I stuck the tube in her throat and pumped the mushed food into her.
“I’d murder them. I would tear them apart. I would cut off their limbs bit by bit.”
I rubbed my hands over my face, catching the hoops on my eyebrow and lip.
“I got carried away, Serafina. I was always going to bring you upstairs. I admit that I took things too far, but I know you loved some of the things we did.”
She looked angrily at me.
“Only because you left me with no choice, Alejandro. I probably have fucked up twisted sexual desires now because I don't know what normal is,” she said, pausing. “You did that to me,” she said softly.
I paused, taking her words in. I stood up to walk towards her, and she cowed away from me.
I squatted down in front of her and held her hands.
“I’m sorry. I—I can go for therapy.”
She looked up at me in surprise.
“You’d be willing to do that?”
“For us? For our baby girl? Yes.”
I always knew my sexual preference was dominant, but Serafina unlocked some dark, sadistic part of me.
She sighed.
“I didn't hate all of it, but I had no voice. There was no communication.”
“Can we start over?”
She gave me a sad look.
“I don't know.”
My heart sank, but my bastard, manipulative side wouldn't give in.
“Not even for our baby? For her to have a proper family?” I asked softly, playing on her weakness.
Her eyes softened, and I felt the glee inside of me.
She shook her head and narrowed her eyes on me.
“I need to think about it,” she said, standing up.
I stood up, and everything in me wanted to chain her up and lock her away again. But I stood there and watched her leave.
When the door closed, I realised I could not do or say anything. It was all in Serafina’s hands. She turned out to be stronger than I had thought.
I needed my Dad’s help. He managed to stay alive, living with my mother and keeping her content for over thirty years. If anyone could give me relationship advice, it would be him.
I was not losing Serafina or my baby girl. 
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Chapter 26
Serafina
I stared at everything in my bedroom. It was beginning to pile up. I’d given Valeria as many flowers as she could cope with. I’m sure he was trying to ‘lovebomb’ me. I got jewellery, flowers and car keys. I didn't even know how to drive.
I got clothes. I laughed so hard I almost peed myself. One T-shirt said, ‘Aww…and to think I almost swallowed you.’ another slogan was ‘Back off! I'm eating for two.’ He sent some baby grows with more funny or cute slogans on them. My favourite was ‘Glad to be out I was running out of womb’.
It made me happy that he was trying. I held the mobile phone he had sent me, uncertain if I wanted to have that level of constant contact with him yet. I put the new iPhone box in the drawer. I wasn't ready to communicate with him yet.
∆∆∆
 
When it was the six-month check-up appointment. I charged up the phone and put the sim card in. His number showed up in the contacts. It was the only number on there.
I sent him the time and location and just added ‘baby scan appointment’ on it before I hit send.
His response was immediate.
I will be there. I miss you. x
A second message came through it was a picture of him in shorts in the home gym.
To add to my profile picture *wink*
I grinned but enlarged the picture and hoped I could reach down to my pussy tonight because there was no denying it he looked hot.
∆∆∆
 
He hadn't pestered me on the phone like I thought he would. I was grateful for that. His parents came with me again for the appointment, but Alejandro was already there when we got to the waiting room. He shook his dad’s hand and kissed his mother's cheek.
“Serafina, you look beautiful.”
“Uh, thanks,” I said before moving away to check in with the receptionist.
When I turned back around, he was sitting in between his parents. I walked towards his mum's side when she got up and moved down a seat so I could sit between them both.
When I sat down, Alejandro held his hand out for me. I paused for a beat before placing it into his. He smiled appreciatively at me.
His dad leaned over.
“Why do I have to sit here alone? No one is holding my hand.”
Valeria stood up, patting my thigh before muttering something about drama queens in the family as she walked past to sit next to his dad.
It wasn't long before I was called in.
The nurse did a double-take when she saw Alejandro. I didn’t blame her he looked like a thug.
“It’s okay this is the baby’s father.”
She smiled and nodded to me. After all the checks were done we finally got to the scan part. His parents had booked me into a private clinic, and the service was impeccable. At my usual doctors, we could hardly get an appointment.
Alejandro was a bundle of nerves. If his legs weren't jumping, his hands were twitching, or he was clenching his jaw.
I frowned at him.
He leaned over to me as I lay on the bed.
“Is something wrong? Why did she do so many tests?”
I relaxed.
“It was only a weight check and blood pressure checks. Things that might affect the baby. Mines are all normal.”
“Oh. Okay.”
I pulled up my hoody and t-shirt, then unbuttoned my jeans.
When my baby girl was finally up on the screen, nothing else mattered. She took her time, and after measuring her, she showed us all her different parts. At one point, it looked like she was waving to us.
I asked if we could have two sets of pictures today. I could send a picture of the first scan to Alejandro later.
He couldn't take his eyes off the picture. He helped me off the table, and we returned to the waiting room, where his parents looked to be having a deep conversation.
“Was everything okay?” Valeria asked.
I nodded and showed her the picture. They both cooed over the picture and looked at one another before holding hands.
When we got outside to our respective cars, Alejandro walked to his mum.
“Please, can I come over just for a little while?”
His mum glanced at me, and I nodded.
He grinned when she nodded.
By the time I sat in the car, I was grinning, too, remembering Cujo’s footage.
∆∆∆
 
His dad made tea and coffee for everyone, but they left us alone in the conservatory.
“So, I was wondering if I could take you out for dinner one night? I swear not to kidnap you.”
I remembered him looking at my belly in the clinic. He had looked so desperate to touch me, but he had respected my boundaries.
“I've never been on a date before,” I said, sipping my tea.
“Neither have I.”
“Okay, one date.”
∆∆∆
 
He came back later that day to pick me up. His mother had given me a wrap-over dress that was flared enough to cover my belly. I point-blank refused to wear heels, much to her dismay. She did my hair and make-up.
“You're more beautiful than you realise, Serafina. Inside and out.”
“Thank you,” I said, but my voice cracked.
“Don't you dare spoil my make-up?”
I laughed and stood up to hug her.
“Make him work for it,” she whispered in my ear.
I think I know where Alejandro got his sadistic tendencies from.
We walked downstairs, and Alejandro stood up when he saw me.
“Woah. You look—Wow!”
“It's only a dress,” I said, rolling my eyes.
Valeria had pimped me up with curling irons, full make-up with bright red lips and a dress that clung to my enlarged breasts.
“Ah. Mum, I might end up kidnapping her again. Sorry, but it's your fault.”
She pursed her lips.
His dad came up behind her.
“He is fucking with you, love.”
“Have her home at a decent hour. I have a command where Cujo goes for the balls,” she snapped at him. “I know where you live,” she added.
He snickered and took my hand in his as we left. I turned and waved to them as he whizzed me out of the house.
∆∆∆
 
He didn't take me to a fancy place. It was a small family Italian restaurant with all the Mediterranean shades, giving it a warm ambience.
We talked for the first time. About my time growing up. His work and my love of books. We talked about the baby, the weather my potential driving lessons. Everything but us.
“Are you happy living with my parents?”
“I love your parents. They are two of the best people I have met.”
He snorted.
I shook my head.
“You take them for granted. Our daughter will be better off having such loving grandparents in her life,” I said.
“Can I take you out for lunch or dinner again?”
I looked at his hopeful look for a moment. It was difficult to believe he had done all those things to me, but if his parents and siblings could live a happy, normal life, perhaps we could too.
I nodded.
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Chapter 27
Alejandro
I had been wooing Serafina for five weeks. I had to give my dad the credit, though. He helped me with the venues and guided me in my behaviour. I'm sure my mum was trying to fucking kill me by creating the biggest cock tease in Serafina’s outfits.
On each date or day trip we took, she looked more and more lush. Or it could be her healthy glow and curved body carrying our baby. I don't know what she put on Serafina’s eyes but the blonde hair with the dark eyes surrounding her pale green eyes were haunting me in my sleep.
She was wearing a sensual perfume, or it could be soap. At this point, I was wanking nonstop to all my Serafina fantasies. I could understand my grandpa and my dad now. They had both only loved one woman, and I always knew Serafina was mine. I just hadn't known just as I would be the only man for her. She was the only woman for me.
The waiter brought our bill. As he placed it down, he looked over at Serafina’s breasts.
“Do you want to keep those eyes?” I growled at him, picking up the spare fork from the table.
“Uh, sorry?”
“Keep your eyes off my fucking woman. You cunt.”
I felt her hand on mine before she tried to pry the fork out of my hand.
“Alejandro, he isn't taking me home tonight you are. To your house.”
My head swivelled around towards Serafina.
She smiled at me and put her hand on my leg.
I pulled my card out and gave it to the waiter.
“You have two seconds to run that, asshole,” I snapped at him but kept my eyes on my green-eyed goddess.
I would be back for that cunt another day.
∆∆∆
 
I’ve never driven so fast getting home as I did that night. I parked in the garage and took her in the lift up to the bedroom. She didn't hesitate she pulled the zip down from the side and let her silky black dress fall on the floor.
I ignored my leaking cock as I looked at every inch of her new body. Her bra fell off, and my mouth watered seeing her swollen breasts. They looked so much bigger, and her pink nipples were larger. She still had her piercings in.
She was about to slide her panties off.
“No,” I said hoarsely. “Lie on the bed, let me.”
I threw my jacket on the floor and ripped the shirt off uncaring of the buttons going everywhere. When my hands went to my belt, I pictured tying her hands up with them, but I knew I had to go slowly. I kicked my shoes off and yanked my trousers off, all while I watched her rub her pussy through her panties on my fucking bed.
I was on the bed in a flash, and I dragged her panties down her legs. Her arousal had soaked through her knickers. I threw them in the far corner because I would be keeping them.
I growled from my chest when I spread her legs open. It had been so long. My mouth was on her sweet cunt, and I was licking her insides like a hungry dog. She was coating my mouth and beard with her juicy cunt, and I was loving every second of it.
I stuck my tongue back in her and used the ball on my piercing to fuck her insides. She was moaned and gasped, lifting her hips. I rubbed her clit, tugging on her hood piercing, and she came on my face in seconds. I had to hold her hips down as I tongue fucked her through her first orgasm. I lapped up all her cum before moving over her body. I kept any weight off her belly and kissed her mouth, wanting her to taste how sweet her cum was. She kissed me back, and I felt at peace after months of being without her.
I trailed my lips downwards until I got to her tits.
“Are they sore?” I asked, licking the pink peak.
“Sometimes, but not tonight.”
I sucked it in and played with it running my stud over it and her piercing while my other hand gripped her other breasts. I brought my cock and rubbed it along her pussy.
“I'm not sure how long I can last, Serafina.”
“Just fuck me.”
With that, I moved her to her side and pushed her leg onto the bed to spread her open for me. I pushed my cock inside her wet pussy unable to wait. My hand moved over her belly. I wanted to feel my burgeoning seed inside her while I fucked her.
“So fucking good. I missed this so much. My tight little cunt.”
She moaned, and her pussy clutched at me.
I slid my hand under, using her throat to hold her in place while I fucked her furiously. Her pussy loosened up, and I continued to pound into her.
“Play with your clit, Serafina. Cum on my dick. I need to feel you cum.”
She groaned and pushed her ass back at me. I let go of her belly and grabbed her hip, and used her pussy until she screamed out my name. I let go and spurt my cum deep inside of her after months of waiting. My hand pulled her throat back, and I leaned over to kiss her, wanting to be inside of her in every way possible. With her mouth sucking on my tongue and her pussy squeezing out my cum.
My woman.
∆∆∆
 
I swallowed at her request. We had just finished breakfast, and she wanted to back to my parent's house. If my tear ducts could produce tears, that is what I would be doing right now, crying. I apologised to God and any other entity out there for calling my father pussy whipped. I might need to apologise to him, too. I had fucked her last night. In the middle of the night and this morning. Perhaps I over-fucked her.
“Don't look like that.”
I looked at the object of my obsession, who was smiling at me.
“We are dating.”
I pursed my lips.
“I want to skip dating and get a ring on your finger. Why can't you move back? I will demolish the room,” I said, cringing when I heard the whine in my voice.
She lifted her hand up to look at it.
“That's not possible.”
My stomach churned at her rejection.
“My fingers are too fat right now.”
I frowned and took her hand, stroking her glossy black nails.
“There is nothing fat about you. You are growing a human. Our baby girl. I'm missing it all,” I said, trying to keep the whine out of my voice this time.
“How about you start a project?”
I glanced up from her hand in confusion.
“A nursery,” she said.
An image hit me for my baby girl’s room. A cerise pink grim reaper and skull theme.
Yeah, I could do that.
∆∆∆
 
I ran my hand through my hair before realising I had shitting pink paint on it.
“But Dad, I did everything. Why isn't she coming home?”
“I think she feels safe here. How about I have a chat with her and tell her she has nothing to worry about?”
“Yeah, Dad, that would be great. Thank you.”
“I will assure her if and when you're an asshole, our doors are always going to be open for her,” he said with a chuckle.
I glared at my phone.
“Dad, I'm sorry I called you pussy whipped for years in my head,” I said before hanging up with a smile.
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Chapter 28
Serafina
His parents had assured me they were only one phone call away. It felt a little strange leaving them. They truly made me feel like family.
We all stood in the nursery. I was too shocked to speak. I couldn't believe he had done the artwork himself. It wasn't appropriate for a baby, though. She would be here in less than two weeks.
“I love it,” Valeria said.
I looked at the giant Grim Reaper. Truth be told, he didn't look as menacing in pink. He had added several vines of roses in two shades of pink. There were the odd skulls scattered about, too.
“It’s okay, Serafina. Babies can only see shapes once they are born,” Valeria said.
His dad didn't say anything because he was too busy rubbing his face in disbelief before shaking his head at Alejandro.
I turned around to see Alejandro’s anxious expression, and my heart softened.
I walked up to him and stroked his beard.
“You did good,” I said, hoping my daughter would forgive me because, at this rate, between Alejandro and Valeria, she was going to be another psychopath. It won't help if she gets my dress sense in the mix.
His face instantly relaxed.
“But perhaps we can add some softer things in it for her.”
“That's why I added the flowers,” he said.
One step at a time.
∆∆∆
 
“What did you do up here when I was locked up downstairs?”
“Mostly think about you and what I wanted to do to you. The odd time, go to  family dinners and work.”
I shook my head.
“Is the waiter still alive?”
“Ah, what waiter?”
I raised my head off his shoulder to look at his face. He gave me an innocent look that I didn't trust. I plonked my head back down.
“You know fine well which waiter.”
“Let's just say he won't be looking at anyone anymore.”
No wonder he had locked me up. The body count would be lower.


∆∆∆
 
They all crowded around Emilia. I’d never seen so much love in one room. His dad was cradling her.
“She has your eyes, my love,” he said.
“Just like Alejandro,” she said. “She is so precious. It reminds me of when we first had Alanna.”
Alejandro was sitting beside me. His chest was puffed up with pride. He lifted my hand up and kissed my fingers.
“Thank you for giving me a second chance.”
“You're welcome. Your dad was giving me tips on how to keep you pussy whipped. What was all that about?”
He snickered before replying.
“Just a running joke between us.”
I lay back on the pillow, content to watch everyone and have Alejandro beside me. Only time would tell if he was reformed or not.
Perhaps being a father would help him. 



OceanofPDF.com


Chapter 29
Alejandro
My girls were home, and after seeing Serafina giving birth, I did everything to ensure she was comfortable. Emilia was settling in beautifully—in our room. Serafina gave up when I would check every hour to see if she was breathing. I still couldn't believe my dark-haired, dark-eyed baby girl was all mine. I put their names on my chest. I loved seeing them there. Emilia was in black, and Serafina was in green.
I commissioned a small bracelet for Emilia with a tracker inside of it since her mother refused to let me put one inside her. I worried constantly about the future. Perhaps it was thinking my bad karma would land on my innocent daughter. It was something I had to live with.
It was Serafina’s twenty-first birthday. I’d enlisted my mother's help, which hadn't been hard once I told her she’d probably never had her birthday celebrated like we did. I got over the fact that she kept Serafina away from me, stabbed me and set Cujo on me. Dad was right she could have done a lot worse to me. After he told me about some of her escapades, I got off lightly.
I got a library built for Serafina and a reading-relaxing area on the top floor. That's my birthday surprise for her. All the family were over and waiting upstairs. I sneaked them in using the lift. I wanted to show her I could use my sneaky powers for good.
She wore sweatpants and a matching hoody, and I carried Emilia to the lift. She was grumbling about leaky boobs.
“I can help you with that,” I said innocently.
“You're the cause of them,” she snipped at me, rubbing her breast.
“But look what we produced,” I said before pushing the button.
She sighed happily, looking at Emilia and leaning on my arm.
“She made everything worth it.”
“Hey, I would say my stellar cock made it worth it too.”
She snickered.
“The cock that's decorated like a peacock. Is that why you got so many piercings?”
I didn't have time to answer because the doors opened and everyone shouted surprise before singing Happy Birthday.
Emilia jerked in my arms at the noise, and I rocked her, but she stared up at me with her dark eyes. She was only sixteen days old, but I was sure she could recognise my voice. I talked softly to her as I watched her mother greet my family.
My mum and my sisters decorated the entire floor in burgundy and gold balloons and banners with matching gift wrap on all of her presents. I looked at the table and saw a matching cake. They had gone all out.
The top floor of the warehouse was the floor that had the most light. I almost fucked up by keeping Serafina in the darkness. I still wanted to do the nastiest of things to my daughter’s mother, but this time with her consent.
I sat in the corner with my girl and watched her mother’s delight when she saw the library. She was surrounded by my parents and siblings. I guess I recognised the value of family, too.
My nephew came over to us.
“Uncle Alando, you got a baby.”
I scooped him up and sat him on my lap.
“Yeah, buddy. You saw her in the hospital. She is your new cousin. Where is your brother?”
He pointed to my older nephew, who was playing with the balloons.
“She’s cute,” he said, poking her nose.
Emilia blinked at him.
I wondered how much of my family’s crazy would run in our children. I was looking forward to finding out.
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Epilogue
Four years later
Serafina
I had been kneeling for what felt like hours. I looked at the clock it had only been thirty-six minutes. The bedroom door opened and closed. I heard him lock the door. I’d ask him if the kids went down okay, but I had a ring gag stuffed in my mouth. I felt his hands in my hair before rubbing my shoulders.
“I like this,” he said. “Coming into our bedroom to silence.”
I turned around to glare at him.
“Oops. It looks like you have a little drool hanging out.”
He rubbed his hand on my chin before rubbing my saliva all over my face. He lifted me up and put me on the bed. I squirmed because my hands were underneath me in cuffs.
“I bet your pussy is drenched. I should put a newspaper notice out letting everyone know what a dirty slut my wife is,” he mused.
He pushed his fingers inside me, making me groan.
“That’s it, spread those legs. Let me finger your wet cunt.”
I closed my eyes when I felt him go deeper. My husband was a dirty dark fucker, but a part of me had loved it from the beginning.
He pulled his fingers out and slapped my face. My eyes snapped open, and he was holding his wet fingers above me.
“See what a nasty slut you are?”
I nodded my head.
He pushed his fingers into my mouth. I licked around his fingers, hoping I would get to cum tonight. He removed his fingers from my mouth and pulled me along the bed until my head was hanging off the edge. I know my throat was in for a rough time tonight.
He took his time taking his clothes off. I saw him walk over with his cock in his hand. He pushed the tip inside my open mouth before he began to slap my breasts. I panted through my nose. I desperately rubbed my thighs together, needing relief.
His hands gripped the back of my head, and he thrust his cock into my neck.
“Every fucking time. My perfect cock sucking wife,” he groaned out.
He used my hair to move me in time with his thrusts until my throat was raw. He thrust hard and deep before he ground his pelvis on my face his balls were smashed against my nose.
“Are you ready to guzzle down some cum, baby?”
I nodded against his pelvis.
He let go of my head, gripped my breasts, and began to pummel in and out of my neck. The only sound in the room was the lewd sounds coming from my throat. I felt his cock swell up in my throat, and he quickly pulled out and came all over my face and breasts. I closed my eyes as everything began to run down my face. He was busy, still spewing his cum all over me.
He pushed his cock back into my mouth, and I licked all around him. He pulled out, and I heard him walk away. He came back with a wet towel, and he cleaned my face up. I felt him take the ring gag strap off at the back of my head.
I moved my jaw around and groaned.
“Lick my cum off your tits,” he said, lifting me up by my shoulders to uncuff me.
I knew what he wanted, so I turned to face him and lifted my breasts, and leaned down to lick his cum off.
He smirked at me.
“You did good. You deserve to cum tonight.”
Thank fuck.
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Alejandro
We sat outside the headteacher's office, and the receptionist kept looking at Serafina, who wore a black hoody and yoga pants.
I glared at her. Fucking toffee-nosed cunt.
Serafina grabbed my hand. I exhaled a long breath.
“Mr Davidson will see you now.”
“Do not kill him,” Serafina whispered to me.
Okay, so Emilia has smashed someone's face on the desk. She might have kicked a boy in the nuts. I'm sure they had deserved it, but that was all in the past.
“Ah, come in. Mr and Mrs Malloy.”
I narrowed my eyes on him he was far too happy for Emilia to be in trouble.
“Sit down, please.”
He began to drone on and on. Serafina nudged me, and I refocused away from killing him.
“—test, and she is exceptionally smart.”
I grinned she must have got the book smarts from her mother because it wasn't me.
“—special school.”
“She is settled here,” I said, interrupting him.
He rattled on about special needs and better for her, but I saw this as an excuse to get her out of this school. I hope she sets it on fire before she leaves.
Serafina thanked him and took my hand to get up to leave.
We got into the car.
“That's some bullshit, he wants her out of the school.”
“Probably, but she is very smart for her age. There is no harm in looking into either specialist tutors or a better school.”
I was eyeing up the headteacher’s car.
“Hmm. See what she wants to do,” I said, wondering if I could damage the brake line and make it look like wear and tear.
“She is only four.”
I smiled before glancing at her.
“A genius four-year-old.”
“God, help the world,” she said, snapping her seat belt on.
“I hope it rubs off on Samuel,” I said.
I worried about my kids non-stop. As soon as Emilia was born, I felt bad for being an asshole to my parents. Our relationship was stronger than ever, which would never have happened without Serafina.
“He is only two. We have plenty of time,” she said.
As we drove home, the only thing I could think of was getting her pregnant again. A two-year gap was fine between kids. I was thirty-one, about to turn thirty-two. I wanted to be a young dad. The gyms practically ran themselves. A good leadership management style and a fair employee package helped.
I had nothing but time for my fuckable wife and beautiful children.
Her contraceptive pills were going down the toilet tonight.
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Valeria
I woke up but stayed silent. I almost let out an exasperated sound. It must have taken him five minutes to get under the covers once he settled down.
“Do I need to stab you again?”
“For fuck’s sake, woman. You don't need to. You're going to give me a heart attack one day.”
He nuzzled my neck and wrapped his arms around me.
“I had to sort out Emilia’s headteacher out.”
I frowned and turned around to face him.
“He didn't expel or suspend her, though.”
“Ah, he would have in the next few weeks.”
I grinned in the pitch-black room.
“What did my baby do?”
He sighed heavily.
“She told me there was a bully who was two years older than her. She saw him push some other kids around. She has been going into his packed lunch and dosing him with laxative tablets. The kid has been shitting everywhere.”
I cackled like a witch on crack.
“I don't know why you're laughing. She is starting young. We are all fucked because she is like you through and through,” he grumbled.
I knew she was. My little dark angel.
“I love you so fucking much, Harrison.”
“Not as much as I love you, Valeria. It’s not possible.”
I felt his hands grip my ass, and his lips slammed down on mine. We created our own world, and now our children are doing the same. I wouldn't have any of this without this man's unconditional love.






The End.
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Afterword
Hello, Lovelies,
It was only ever supposed to be the TWO Psychopaths, but I’m so glad it wasn't. I got to see my favourite couple again. I shouldn't have favourites, but I said it! It started with them, and I felt it should end with them.
I hope you enjoyed Alejandro and Serafina’s story. 
Until next time.
Stay happy and stay healthy.
With all my love,
LoveBite Shorts xXx
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