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      When my father asked me to come home for the weekend, I didn’t want to leave my friends at college.

      I love my college life. I love all of my new friends. Yet, I know my father needed me by his side this weekend as he tries to take over another crime family.

      Yes, I’m a mafia princess.

      I don’t let too many people know this side about me.

      I won’t let anyone know this truth. Most people treat me differently, and all of my new friends at college would most likely look down on me for it.

      Or be afraid of me.

      Let’s just say with my life, making new friends is usually a task. A hard one at that. Forget about dating.

      I’ve never even held a boy’s hand.

      Not that it matters about dating because my father already has my whole life mapped out for me. He’s even got a husband lined up. Some kid who’s also lived life like me. A boy who’s ready to take over his father’s kingdom.

      So, I do as I’m told, never disobeying my father, and try my best to live a fun college life while I can.

      Fun, and completely without guys.

      It’s funny because all of my best friends at college have all recently found the loves of their lives, while I’m still over here—single.

      Normally when I head to my parent’s house in the hills, I stay holed up in my room, doing whatever my family needs me to do.

      Fine dinners with friends. Sure, I can play the part. And I play the part well.

      Like tonight, I’m sitting here, dining with my father and mother and two of the most influential mafia boss’ around.

      Neither men know that my father is looking to take over their empire.

      The room is stuffy, and the dinner placed in front of me is not something I would have picked for myself, yet I don’t throw a fit.

      Father wouldn’t be pleased.

      Pot roast with carrots and potatoes. Yuck. I push a carrot around my plate as the men talk.

      Victor Bernardi and Leo Moretti have two of the largest crime families in the city. My father has been playing nice. Playing each of their bitch. Yet, now my father’s looking to move up in the world of organized crime.

      He wants to rule each of their territories as well as his own.

      Four families make up the larger area of the city.

      The Bernardi family. The Moretti family. My family, The Mancini family. And the last one, The Ferrari family.

      Matteo Ferrari isn’t here tonight.

      Which I’ve never met him. But from what I know about him is that he’s one scary dude.

      I think it’s why my father won’t go to war with him. He’s unpredictable. Scary. A legend.

      “Maybe if we join forces against the Ferrari’s we can overcome him,” my father is saying, making me wonder what his real plan is.

      If he’s not looking for war, maybe he’s looking to team up.

      Who knows.

      “Go against Matteo?” Victor says with a gruff laugh.

      Most of these men are good looking and a touch younger than my father. Neither of them are married, which has me questioning why.

      There’s a knock on the door before I can continue thinking much more about the men before me.

      “I’ll get it,” I say, springing from my seat as if I know who’s here at this hour. I have no clue.

      I make my way to the front door, and open it widely with a big smile.

      “Now that’s how I like to be greeted. A pretty woman smiling up at me like a dream come true.”

      My breath is taken away by the man standing before me. He’s like a Greek God standing before me. All I can do is step back in awe of this beautiful man.

      He stares at me like he has a secret, and I want to make it my life’s mission to figure it out. Dark eyes beam at me as a wicked smile graces his face. His thick dark hair is perfectly coiffed and his suit screams power. And money. And all the things I can only ever dream about.

      He’s wearing an all-black suit, and there’s tattoos peeking out at the collar of his shirt. He lifts a hand to run along his stubbled chin. The hand is covered in dark tattoos and I briefly imagine his hands running all over my skin.

      I don’t need an introduction to know the man standing before me is Matteo Ferrari.

      “Are you going to let me in, Princess?” The implications of his words are not lost on me.

      I shake my head to get it out of the gutter.

      This man is dangerous and I’m sitting here thinking about letting this man come inside me. What am I doing?

      “Who’s at the door, Scarlett?” my mother calls from somewhere inside the house.

      “I…uh, don’t know.” I don’t want this man to know that I know who he is.

      “How rude of me,” he says in the most charming, seducing voice imaginable. “I’m Matteo Ferrari.”

      Duh.

      “I’m Scarlett Mancini,” I say, even though he did not ask me for it.

      His eyes roam over my body, taking in my black dress with the white ruffled sleeves. My long red hair flows in waves down my back.

      “Scarlett, you must be Rio’s daughter.”

      I nod. “I am. I just came home for the weekend from college.” I don’t know why I’m explaining all of this to him. I guess I want him to know I’m older than he’s probably thinking I am.

      This man is old enough to be my father, yet for some reason I want him to know I’m not a teenager.

      I don’t know why.

      Okay, I might know why. I’m attracted to him.

      My mother comes up behind me. “Mr. Ferrari, it’s an honor to have you at our home.” Her voice is shaky like she’s either afraid or maybe she’s feeling the effect of his presence as well. “Please come in,” she says, and together my mother and I both step aside so this man can enter.

      And enter he does.

      He moves through our house like he owns it. When he reaches the dining room, he chuckles. “I didn’t realize there was a party going on.”

      Now that Matteo is here, my mother ushers me up to my bedroom, telling me I can come downstairs later to eat.

      I do as I’m told and head to the safety of my bedroom.

      I try to busy myself with my schoolwork, but I can’t get my mind to settle. Meeting Matteo has been the highlight of my day so far. Hell, it’s been the highlight of my life.

      I pick up my phone, scrolling Instagram and spot a picture of my college friends and I at a Halloween party not too long ago. I stare at me in my tiara and gown, going to the party as a princess. I thought it would be a nice play on my real life, without letting anyone really know what my life entails.

      Carly beams at the screen in her little kitten costume, and I laugh at Abby in her angel wings. She had trouble most of the night keeping those things on. Bridget in her bunny costume was cute, and I remember how the party ended. Adele’s father wasn’t too happy when he came home early from a conference and noticed she was having a full blown party in his house.

      He kicked everyone out.

      Everyone except for Bridget.

      I didn’t want to leave Bridget as I left the party, but now they’re happily in love, so I guess it was a good thing I did.

      I wonder if I’ll ever find anyone like that.

      I think about the man downstairs.

      Matteo.

      What I wouldn’t give to fall madly in love with him.
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      When I came to the Mancini house, I never expected to be greeted by the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen.

      Scarlett Mancini is like an angel.

      The fact her mother sent her up to her room the moment I arrived made me furious. Why couldn’t she stay.

      I wasn’t fucking done looking at her yet.

      I wasn’t done studying each and every one of her precious features.

      “I’m glad you’re here, Matteo,” Rio Mancini says from across the table. His wife and daughter abandoned the table ages ago, and I’m left staring at the faces of my enemies.

      Leo, Victor, and Rio.

      Yet, they act like I’m their best friend.

      Yet, I know better.

      I always know better.

      For years we’ve tried to make a peace treaty work between us. But nothing’s ever stuck.

      I like Rio. I have no issues with the man. I know he’s hungry for power, but I actually think a partnership with me is something that could benefit us both.

      So I won’t be leaving his house until he sees that too.

      Normally on Friday nights, Rio throws a VIP party. Something I’ve come to in the past.

      “I wanted to invite all of you to my party downstairs in the basement. Things are already in order.”

      We follow him down the stairs into his fully furnished basement. It looks like a sex club down here, which I’m sure was his point when creating the space.

      There’s the main area which is dark filled with couches and stripper poles. Women are already dancing, and a soft jazzy tune fills the room. There’s a bar off to the right, with a female bartender in barely a enough material to call a bikini tending bar. Then, there’s fuck rooms down a long dark hallway.

      I’m sure Rio has a more sophisticated name for the rooms, but basically there were you go to fuck any of the women you see down here.

      Last time I came I picked up two women and had an okay time in one of the rooms. Tonight, however, I can’t stop thinking about the princess up in her tower who I’d rather go and rescue.

      Fuck.

      My dick hardens at the thought of her.

      Women move throughout the area, and my cock can’t even be aroused at the sight of their hot bodies dressed scantily as they sway to the music.

      A slower song comes on with a deep beat and I take a seat on the couch.

      Hell, if I have to I might just jerk off to thoughts about Scarlett right here and now. The thought that she’s right upstairs has me questioning if I should even remain down here.

      The party’s growing by the minute. More men enter through a side door, and Rio’s left the entire place.

      He’s probably upstairs with his wife.

      I can’t blame him.

      I’d rather be upstairs with his daughter.

      I should feel bad for having these thoughts, but I fucking don’t.

      There isn’t any part of me that thinks hooking up with his daughter would be wrong. In fact it would probably be just what we need to move my little business plan into action.

      “Hi there. Remember me?” a brunette with way too much makeup on asks me. She leans over my body and my hand is half-tempted to spank her and send her on her way.

      “No, I don’t,” I tell her.

      “We were partying a few weeks ago when you were here last.”

      I shrug. “Sorry. You’re probably right, but I don’t remember you.”

      She pouts and it’s annoying. “Well, would you like me to jog your memory?” She grabs my already hard dick and strokes it through the material of my slacks.

      Fuck.

      I squeeze my eyes shut, letting myself think about Scarlett before I push the woman away.

      But before any of that can happen, I catch sight of red hair as it peeks from behind a corner.

      Was that her? Or was it my imagination?

      Am I that fucking hard up that I’m now picturing the little daughter of my enemy?

      “I know you like this,” the woman next to me coos in my ear, unzipping my pants and pulling out my hard-as-fuck cock.

      It pulses, needing a certain redhead beauty. The woman strokes it, sliding to her knees before me.

      She wraps her lips around my cock, and before I can say anything I let myself enjoy the suction her mouth makes along the tip of him.

      Fuck this feels so good.

      It’d feel better if Scarlett were doing it instead.

      I open my eyes and there she is.

      Am I imagining her?

      Her eyes widen as she watches the brunette in front of me, sucking my thickness into her mouth.

      Fuck.
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      I was starving and couldn’t stay holed up in my room for one second longer. So, I ventured downstairs to make a sandwich, and heard the music.

      My father holds these lavish parties every Friday night and I’ve never once thought about going downstairs to check them out.

      Yet, tonight I wanted more of Matteo.

      The way he stared at me.

      The way he lit my senses up. Like striking a match and my whole body ignited into flames. I couldn’t believe I even made it down the stairs without being noticed, and I found a nice little spot behind a hidden corner to watch the party in full swing.

      What I never expected to see was Matteo Ferrari sitting on the couch with a woman sucking his dick.

      My whole face flamed white hot, and my eyes had to be big. I’d never seen anything like it all my life.

      His dick was so big and I didn’t know how this woman could even fit her mouth around the fat tip. But what I couldn’t stop looking at was his expression on his face. Like he was in pain or something.

      Did he not like the way she did it?

      I watch as she takes him deeper into her mouth, watching as he pulls at her ponytail. HIs lips are slightly parted and I swear it looks like he’s mouthing my name, but he’s surely not.

      His eyes open and they meet mine.

      I don’t know what to do.

      I never should have come down here. I’m such an idiot.

      Matteo pushes the woman off him and I rush down a dark hallway. Oh no. I’m sure I’d be in huge trouble if my father knew I was down here spying.

      Matteo is hot on my heels, and all I can think about is him catching me and telling my father. I’ll be in so much trouble.

      I slip into a room at the end of the hallway, hoping I can hide out here until Matteo passes. Hopefully he didn’t see me slip in here.

      The room is dark, with one soft lamp casting a blue glow around the room. There’s a king-sized bed in the center of the room.

      There’s a wooden armoire on the opposite side of the room, and I head over to it, wondering if I crouch down if anyone would be able to see me.

      The door opens slightly. It’s him.

      I terrified at the idea of being caught and a part of me wonders if I should move to under the bed.

      “I know you’re in here, Scarlett.”

      Dammit.

      I step out of the shadows. “I’m so sorry. Please don’t tell my father. I never should have left my room.”

      Matteo enters the room and locks the door behind him. “I’m glad you came down here. That way I didn’t need to go up to get you.”

      I laugh. “You looked rather busy to worry about coming to get me.”

      He steps closer, pinning me against the wall. He’s so big and I have to lift my chin to meet his eyes. “I was just about to push her off me when I saw you. I didn’t want some random woman sucking on this cock. It’s yours now.”

      I blink up at him. “What do you mean it’s mine now?”

      He presses his center to mine, and I can feel his hardness pressing through his slacks. “It’s been this way since I’ve met you. Harder than fucking steel. And he only wants you to suck the evil out.”

      “The evil?” I swallow.

      “Yeah, princess. I shouldn’t be this hard for you. Fuck, I shouldn’t want you as badly as I do.”

      He can’t possibly mean this, can he?

      “You don’t want me,” I say.

      “You’re wrong. I don’t want anything but you.” He brushes his lips along my jaw. “I saw you watching me. Did you like watching her suck my cock?”

      My lips are suddenly dry and I dart my tongue out to wet them. I decide to tell him the truth. “It was intriguing.”

      “What was so intriguing about it?”

      “I’ve never seen a, ya know, before.”

      “How old are you? I know you said you’re in college, please tell me you’re legal or I may just die right here on the spot.”

      “I just turned nineteen.”

      “Thank fuck,” he says, breathing a sigh of relief.

      I don’t dare ask him how old he is. If anything, telling him my age just probably made him realize I’m too young and naive for him.

      He stares at me for a moment. “Are you telling me you’ve never seen a man’s cock before?”

      I shake my head. “Not in real life. A guy at school once sent me a dick pic before, but I deleted it before I could really even look at it.”

      He growls. “I’ll need his name so I can do away with him.”

      I bet he means it too. “You can’t hurt him. It was a long time ago.”

      He grips my chin. “I won’t ever let anyone disrespect you in that way.”

      Is he for real? “Why?” I pipe out.

      “Because like I’ve already told you, princess. You’re mine.”

      “I am?” My whole body’s tingly and I squeeze my thighs together, needing a bit of relief from an overwhelming sensation growing down there.

      “Look at you. I bet you’re so fucking wet for me right now.”

      I swallow. “I, uh…” I don’t know what to say. My senses are dulled, like I’m underwater.

      “Let me touch. Let me see if you are.”

      I lean my head back against the wall. I’m not even sure what he’s even asking about. “Touch where?” I ask, my voice barely recognizable.

      “I’m gonna touch you where you want me to most.” His hand moves to the apex of my thighs, and he slides his hand under my short dress.

      “Ah,” I cry out, not really expecting him to actually touch me.

      His finger slips beyond the panel of my panties until he’s touching me there. That spot where no one has ever touched before. I can’t believe this is happening.

      “Fuck, you’re soaked, Scarlett.”

      Is this a good thing? I don’t know, but by the way he keeps moving his fingers along my overheated skin makes me think he’s enjoying himself.

      And suddenly, that’s what I want more than anything. I want him to enjoy himself with me. I don’t want him to look bored, or in pain like he did with the other woman.

      I decide to ask him about it. “Why did you look bored when that woman was touching you?”

      His hand stops, and I wiggle my body slightly to keep him going. “Because she wasn’t you.”

      “You looked like you were having some sort of inner turmoil when she was sucking on you.”

      “Again, because she wasn’t you.”

      “You want me to suck…it?” I don’t even know what I’m saying at this point, however, if he says yes I’d sink to my knees so quickly to do anything for him.

      “Fuck, princess. You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

      “What am I doing?” I wiggle my body again so he’ll start moving his hand along my wetness.

      “So fucking needy for me. Look at you.” His eyes blaze into mine, and for a second I think he’s going to stop altogether, and that thought makes me sad.
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      Fuck the way she’s staring at me right now. Like she wants me to make every fantasy of hers come true tonight.

      I remove my hand from her, wanting to say yes. Wanting to tell her to get on her knees and open wide, but I can’t do that to her. I can’t have our first sexual encounter be one where I’m shoving my fat dick deep down her throat.

      All in good time.

      We’ll have forever for that.

      Before I can say another word, she’s already slinking down to her knees and I’m too much of a weak man to pull her back up.

      Maybe I’ll let her get a taste of it.

      “Looking to catch a glimpse of your property?” I ask her.

      “My property?” She gazes up at me, and I stroke my finger along her cheekbone.

      I unzip my pants, pulling the beast out. “You own this.” I fist it in my hand, and her eyes grow bigger.

      “I do?” She licks her lips, nearly killing me in the process.

      “Yes, princess. You own my dick.” I push it toward her open mouth.

      She swipes her tongue across the tip, and my hand falls against the wall to keep me standing. Fuck I wasn’t expecting that.

      She does it again, and I’ve got one hand braced against the wall for support, and the other fisting the bottom of my dick.

      “Open wide,” I tell her when she looks like she’s unsure of what to do next.

      I watch as she does as I say. I can’t stop staring at her as she takes my dick into her mouth. She closes her lips around it, and stalls.

      “Suck it like a lollipop, little girl.”

      Her eyes meet mine. And she sucks it, and I nearly buckle in half.

      “That’s it. You like sucking on those lolli’s, don’t you?”

      She nods as she sucks me deeper down her throat. Fuck. She sucks like a fucking porn star, and I nearly lose my load.

      If any other man knew she sucked dick like this, they’d be all over. My body grows angry at my thoughts and I thrust my hips, sliding my dick deeper into her mouth.

      She gags a little, and the sound lights me up.

      “Fuck, princess. Choke on this dick.”

      She stares up at me, and I have the craziest thought. I want to take care of this woman. I want her to be mine, and I want to be her Daddy.

      Would she freak out if I made her call me that? Watching her suck on me makes me think she’s my perfect match.

      She does exactly what I ask, and I yank her up to a standing position, unable to control myself. I was so close to coming, and didn’t want it to end there.

      I want to make her feel good first.

      “Did you like sucking on Daddy’s dick?” I ask her, testing out the word.

      “Yes,” she says.

      I swipe my hand over her red hair. “I want to be your Daddy, Scarlett. I want to take care of you always.”

      “My daddy?”

      “Yes.”
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      I know he doesn’t mean like an actual father, but a Daddy who protects and cares for his little girl. As I stand here in his arms, I want that more than anything too.

      My heart hurts at the thought that this all could be a dream. That I could wake up in the morning and Matteo would no longer be here.

      “I want that,” I say with a smile. “Daddy,” I whisper.

      “Fuck,” he growls out. “You’re such a little temptress. I’m glad no other man saw you out there tonight.”

      “Why?” I ask, knowing even if other men did see me, that I would still only want Matteo.

      “Because if they saw you I know they’d want you. They’d want to touch you and fuck you. And I’d have to murder any man who wants what’s already mine.”

      I trail a finger up his hand. “Am I yours?” I ask him, hoping he means every word he’s saying to me.

      “Yes.”

      “Prove it,” I tell him.

      He stares at me for a long moment before he leans down to slant his lips over mine. My heartbeat explodes at a rapid pace, galloping around my ribcage.

      My insides light up, and a warmth spreads throughout my core.

      I’ve never felt like this before in all my life.

      He kisses me with such passion, like his life depends on it. His tongue explores my mouth as his hands grip around my waist. He continues to kiss me, moving me closer to the bed. He pushes me down, breaking the kiss.

      “Scarlett, I love your dress. It’s so sexy, but now I need you to take the fucking thing off.” He removes his pants as he stalks closer to the bed. His button-down shirt is the next to go, and there’s not a scarp of skin without ink on it.

      It takes me a while to take it all in.

      As I gaze at his magnificent body he groans.

      “The fucking dress, now, princess.”

      I nod, slipping the dress off my body, leaving me in nothing but my white lacy bra and panties.

      He stares at me for a long beat before moving toward the bed.

      He fists his dick in his hand and I still can’t believe how big it is. That’s going to fit inside me?

      He notices my apprehension.

      “What’s wrong, princess?”

      “Well, it’s just that you’re so big and I’m so…”

      “Tight?” he nearly drools the word out.

      I nod, biting my lower lip. “It’s going to hurt so bad.”

      He rushes up to the bed, climbing over me, pinning me to the mattress. “I would never hurt you. We’ll take it as slow or as fast as you want it.”

      I spread my legs, ready for the initial pain. “Okay, I’m ready.”

      He laughs softly. “Princess, I need to play with your pussy a while to get it good and ready for me.”

      “Play how?”

      “You trust Daddy, right?”

      I nod. Even though I probably shouldn’t trust the man who probably wants to destroy my father, yet I can’t help it. Every fiber of my being trusts this man.

      My Daddy.

      “Good girl.” He sucks along my collarbone as he makes his way further down my body. He gives each of my breasts ample attention as he sucks each nipple into his mouth. “Love these tits,” he whispers as he moves further south.

      He removes my bra, and next he slides his big hands into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down my long legs.

      “I love the way you’re touching me,” I tell him.

      “Oh baby, you ain’t seen nothing yet. Now spread these legs so I can lick this cunt dry.”

      I do as he says, and he dives in, face first, attacking my virginal folds with his tongue.
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      There is such a thing as being tight, but Scarlett’s pussy gives new meaning to the word. I’ve never felt a pussy so brand new before. There’s no doubt she’s telling the truth about being a virgin. Not that I didn’t believe her.

      I think about the men back at the VIP party. About how if any of them had seen Scarlett first if we wouldn't be here right now.

      No, we would.

      Because I’d kill for her.

      And if she was ever promised to anyone else, I’d make sure that marriage never happened. I breathe along her skin, pushing the tip of my pinky inside her pussy. It’s barely fucking fitting.

      I work with it, sucking along her clit to open her up further. Fuck this is gonna take all night to get my cock inside her.

      I’m willing to put in the work.

      She’s worth it.

      She’s sex on legs, and I can’t wait to bring her home to live with me. I know she mentioned she’s in college, and I’m not even sure which college she goes to.

      However, I’m willing to get her transferred to the university that’s near my home in the hills. Because leaving this home without her on my arm is not an option.

      I’ve already got our future planned out. I’m going to use our marriage as a way to get her father to work with me.

      It’ll benefit us all.

      I work on her pussy as my dick nearly combusts from too much pressure. If I don’t bust a nut soon I might die.

      I keep sucking along her cunt, sliding my pinky into her cunt deeper, and then replacing it with my middle digit.

      She moans loudly and I love the fact that I’m making her feel so good.

      “Louder,” I tell her, knowing full well these walls are soundproof. “I want you screaming my name for the whole world to hear.”

      “Oh god. Matteo.”

      I love hearing my name fall from her sexy pink lips. “That’s it. I need you to ride my face until you come for me.”

      I lie flat on my back, positioning her to where she can climb onto me.

      Her eyes are wide. “I could suffocate you,” she says.

      “Then I’ll die a happy man.”

      She shakes her head. “You can’t possibly like this.”

      “Oh trust me, there’s nothing I want more than to eat your pussy. I want you riding my face like your life depends on it. I want to feel your sweet juices soaking my chin. Now get on, before you get punished.”

      Her mouth twitches slightly into a small smile. “Punished?”

      I’m laying on my back with her kneeling next to me, and I reach my hand around to swat her tight little ass. “You don’t want to find out, princess.”

      She sucks in a deep breath. “Okay, but let me know if I hurt you.”

      “The only way you can hurt me, Scarlett, is by walking out that door right now.”

      She climbs onto my face, positioning her hot cunt over my mouth. She rocks her body back and forth, slowly at first until I grip her hips, making her move faster.

      Fuck this girl.

      I can’t wait until I can get all the way inside her.

      Daddy’s little girl.

      My dick’s so hard it hurts, and as I dine on her pussy, my heartbeat kicks up a notch. I’ve never been this fucking turned on in my life.

      She works her cunt all over me, and I basically just hold on. Mainly I’ve got her rubbing her clit against my chin so she can use it to get off.

      I wonder if my baby girl has ever even had an orgasm before.

      We’ll find out.

      She keeps rocking and I can tell she’s so close.

      “Matteo,” she cries out. “I can’t stop. My body…ahh.” She nearly crumbles around me, her pussy quivering along my lips. Her legs tighten around my head and I know she’s coming.

      She keeps calling out my name, and my dick throbs for release.

      Fuck I need her. I need her now.

      As soon as her body has calmed she climbs off me and lies down next to me.

      I prop myself up, so I’m looking at her. “Have you ever had an orgasm before?”

      She stares up at me. “No,” she whispers, her cheeks tinged pink from her excitement.

      “How would you like Daddy to give you a lot more of those?”

      She smiles wide. “I’d like that.”

      “Do you think you’d like to give me some?”

      She nods. “Yes.”

      “Because I need your sweet body to make me come. I can’t come without it.”

      She nods again. “Okay.”

      “Do you want to make Daddy come?”

      “Yes.” She licks her lips.

      I can’t take her beauty any longer, I lean in, capturing her mouth with mine. I push my tongue inside her, nipping at the corners of her lip as I do. I nearly fuck her mouth with my tongue and my body is so close to exploding it’s not even funny.

      I move her tiny hand down my body to touch my dick.

      “It’s so big,” she says, trying to fit her fingers around the base of it.

      “Yeah, Daddy’s got a big dick, but I promise you once you get used to it you’ll be begging me for it. Did you like that orgasm?”

      She nods. “Yes.”

      “Well, my hard cock can give you an even better one. Daddy’s dick will have you crying out your pleasure, trust me.”

      She bites her lower lip. “And it’ll fit?”

      “It’ll fucking fit. I know it’s gonna be a lot of work. It may take all night, but I promise you, Daddy’s getting in there. Daddy needs it.”

      “You do?” she asks, spreading her legs a bit, giving me a peek at her swollen lips.

      “I do.” I run my hand over her, feeling her body come alive at my touch.

      She’s already wet again, and it’s time.

      “You ready to make Daddy come?”

      She nods.

      I climb over top of her so we’re in the missionary position. “Spread your legs for me, Scarlett.”

      She does as I ask, and her body is just so perfect below me. I’ve never wanted anyone as much as I want her.

      What did I ever do in this life to deserve such a gift?

      I push my cock at her tight little hole. It won’t let me in. Fuck. Her cherry is just too tight. I push in, trying my best not to fucking pin her down and fuck her as fast as I can.

      No, I need to take care of my girl.

      I push in a little more, watching her face contort in pain. “Are you okay?”

      She nods. “Yes.”

      My little trooper. I know this has got to be uncomfortable for her, but she’s taking me in so good.

      I decide to give her the praise she needs. “You’re such a good little girl. Look at you taking Daddy’s dick. So fucking good, princess.”

      “It hurts a little,” she calls out.

      I stop moving. “You work Daddy’s dick into your little virgin cunt.”

      She doesn’t move either. “How?”

      “Start rocking until it feels good, princess.”

      She moves slightly and I nearly lose it.

      “That’s it. Work Daddy’s dick. Let me have that virginity.”
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      It’s his. All of it is his. My virginity. My body. My heart. He owns every single piece of me. I spread my legs more, moving my body slightly over his dick.

      It doesn’t hurt but it feels weird.

      Foreign.

      And I’m not sure if it’ll hurt if I go any faster.

      So, I rick gently along his dick, and he looks like he’s suffering.

      “Are you okay?” I ask him, hoping I’m doing this right.

      “Yeah,” he breathes out.

      Yet, I can’t fight the feeling that I’m awful at this. “I’m sorry if I’m not as good as the other women you’ve been with.” I nearly want to cry at my own voice. I hate how tiny I sound.

      He stops, propping himself up so he can stare down at me. “Look at me, Scarlett.”

      I want to cry. I can already feel the tears forming. I blink up at him.

      “I don’t ever want to hear those words come out of your mouth ever again. It makes me sick to think that I was ever with anyone before you. I hate myself for it. And I will forever punish myself for it. If I look like I’m suffering it’s because I am. It’s because I want to pin you down and fuck you so hard into this mattress. I want to take out Daddy’s needs deep inside you. I want your pussy raw and bare for me. I want to fucking fuck you as hard and as fast as I can. I know it would hurt you baby, but I can’t help it. There’s something you don;t know about me,” he says.

      I blink. “What is it?”

      “There’s a beast hiding inside all of us. It lies dormant there, waiting. Biding his time. Until he can’t take it anymore and he loses control.”

      “Is that what happens when you kill?” I can’t believe I’m asking him this when his dick is halfway inside me.

      “No. I’ve never lost control in my life. But, Scarlett, I’m hanging by a thread here. I can barely hold on.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “That beast that hides inside us all…it wants what is most primal.”

      “What’s that?” I ask.

      “It wants that feeling. That orgasm. That release. It wants to fucking come.”

      “Oh.” I can hear my own surprise in my voice. “Is that what you want? To come?”

      “So fucking badly. You have no idea, Scarlett. I want to come so fucking bad. I want your sweet tight cunt to milk my cock dry. I need it.”

      His voice is so ragged it makes me spread my legs open.

      “Take what you want,” I tell him, offering myself to him, no longer wanting him to suffer for it any longer. “I want you to take what you want from me, Daddy.”

      He stares at me in disbelief. “No, I won’t hurt you, princess.”

      “Take me, Daddy,” I say, pushing my body against him, driving his dick in deeper.

      It starts to feel good, and before I know it I’m moving along him at a quicker pace. He still stares at me like he can’t believe what I’ve just said to him.

      “Never in all my life has anyone given themself so freely to me.” He thrusts inside me. “I promise to take care of you, princess.”

      I nod, knowing he’ll be true to his word.

      “Now hold on,” he says as he slams his dick into me.

      He moves in hard, punishing strokes and I cry out. Not in pain, but in a pleasure I’ve never felt before.

      “Yes, take me,” I call out. “This is what little girls are for.”

      He grips onto me, slamming his dick deeper into my body. “This pussy was made for me.”

      He no longer looks like he’s suffering. Instead he looks like a man on a mission, wanting to reach that heightened state that only I can get him there.

      It fills me with a sense of pride, and as that pride grows, my legs spread farther, allowing Matteo more access to dig deeper inside me.

      He does too.

      I swear his dick reaches my belly, and I grip onto him, pulling his thick dark hair in my hands.

      He loves it. He nips at my skin. My neck. My breasts.

      Everywhere he can get to.

      “Fuck, I’ve never felt anything so good. Your pussy is hot. Your cunt, baby. Fuck. This cunt is mine. You’re mine. No one else’s.”

      “Only yours,” I cry out.

      “Make Daddy come, princess. Make me come. That’s it, ahh, fuck.” His voice is so deep, and it penetrates my bones as he calls me his.

      I want to be his.

      I want this man for the rest of my life.

      Sure, people may think he’s a monster, but I can see the other side of him. The vulnerability he has right now.

      How he needs me to set the demons straight deep inside him.

      The way he looks down at me, his mouth hanging open as he thrusts his dick inside me.

      “Scarlett, you’re the only person I need in this world. With you in it, it’s brighter. It’s happier. I need you.”

      I cup his face in my hands. “I’m yours.”

      I can see the smile that instantly lights his face as I say those words, like if I didn’t say them he’d be lost forever.

      This man needs me.

      I can see it.

      “I’m gonna come. I’m gonna fill you up, princess. Make Daddy come like a good little girl,” he says.

      “Oh, Daddy,” I call out, not wanting this night to ever end.

      His body shudders above me as he thrusts a few more times inside me. His dick throbs through his release, and I grip him tighter, feeling my own orgasm overtake me.

      Is this what lovemaking is all about?

      After my body has calmed, Matteo moves to the en-suite bathroom in the room. I can barely make out his figure, but he comes back with a washcloth and he cleans me up as he kisses my mouth.

      “Such a good girl,” he keeps saying as my eyes grow heavy with sleep.
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      It’s nearly dawn when I’m awakened by a strong voice in the distance. I can’t remember where I am, or what I’ve been doing, but I’m naked and not in my own bed.

      It only takes a few seconds before I remember where I am.

      Matteo.

      My Daddy.

      Where is he?

      I sit up, my eyes still groggy from the sleep.

      “I told you I have a plan to use his daughter to get him to do what we want,” Matteo says from somewhere in the room.

      I lay back down, pretending to be asleep so I can listen to his conversation.

      “No, it’ll work. Trust me, he’d do anything for his daughter.”

      I can’t make sense of what he’s saying.

      “The daughter? Yeah, she’ll do as I say.”

      I most certainly will not.

      What is he planning? And whatever it is he’s planning on using me as the bait.

      How could I have been so wrong about the man?

      When they claimed he was a monster, well, he’s even more scarier than I thought. I can’t believe this is happening.

      I sit up, trying to find my clothing in the soft blue light of the room. I move quickly, tossing my dress on in one motion.

      “I gotta go,” Matteo says, sliding his phone into his back pocket. He’s completely dressed, and I feel like a fool.

      “You’re using me?” I ask him, unable to even wait for the answer.

      I don’t want it.

      He’ll only tell me lies.

      I’m sure of it.

      I leave the room in a rush, as he calls for me to wait.

      I hightail it to my bedroom, slamming the door shut behind me.

      Such a fool. I’m such a fool.

      I fling myself across my bed, tears streaming down my face.

      My mother once told me you have to be careful of men. Don’t trust them, she’d say. Yet, I never knew what she meant.

      I didn’t listen to her, and now I’m paying the price. I was a fool to think Matteo could actually be interested in someone like me.

      I cry into my pillow, upset with myself for believing a mob boss could ever be into someone like me.

      I wish I had my friends to cry to. I can picture Adele and Abby right now laughing as I tell them my sob story.

      I know Mia would laugh and say, be happy you got some good d out of it.

      Yet, that’s not all it was to me. It wasn’t only about sex. About losing my virginity.

      Matteo meant something to me.

      I know I’ve only known him for about three hours, but still. There’s something there. A connection. A feeling.

      And I know he felt it too.

      Or at least I thought he did.
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      I chase Scarlett until I reach the staircase going up to her father’s home. Two men I can’t stand are waiting for me there.

      “Hello, Matteo. Going somewhere?” Leo asks with a slight smirk.

      “That wasn’t you with Rio’s daughter, now was it?” Victor asks.

      “It’s my business. Now if you’ll excuse me.”

      I know Rio thinks he can trust these men, but I know better. I know these men have been using Rio and plan on killing him soon.

      I head up the stairs and they follow me.

      It’s time to talk to Rio now. It can’t wait any longer.

      Rio’s in his kitchen, and when he sees the three of us you can see the shock on his face. “Gentlemen, I thought you’d be using the side door off the basement to leave.”

      “We need to talk,” I say, but before I can say anymore Leo pulls a gun out and aims it at Rio.

      “These charades have gone on long enough. We’re going to take over your empire,” Leo says.

      Before I can even react, Victor pulls out his weapon, aiming it at me. “Yours too, Matteo.”

      Leo laughs. “Maybe we should tell dear old Daddy what Matteo’s been up to all night.”

      I’m pissed. “You two will never get away with this.”

      “What are you doing?” Rio asks, a look of pure shock on his face. “This isn’t how this was supposed to go down.”

      I turn to Rio. “These men have been plotting against you for a while.” I take a tentative step closer. “That’s why I came here tonight. To warn you.”

      Scarlett enters the kitchen and when she sees the guns she screams. I reach for her, pulling her into my chest to let her know everything is ok.

      She looks battle-worn, like she’s been crying and I hate that I’ve made her feel that way. She’s changed from her black dress and wears sweats and a pink tee. “What’s going on?” she asks.

      “Matteo sold your father out,” Leo says.

      I’m angry. “That’s not what happened at all. I’m here to save Rio. I have a plan.”

      Rio stares at me like he can’t believe a word I say, or maybe he’s wondering why I’m protecting his daughter.

      “Why don’t you tell Daddy Dearest what you’ve been up to all night,” Victor says with a laugh.

      Scarlett stares at me like she can’t believe any of this is happening right now.

      I step closer to Victor. “Why don’t you tell him what you and Leo have been up to. Tell him how the two of you have been teaming up to secretly buy up land in his territory. How you plan on blackmailing him to take over his empire.”

      Victor’s mouth opens and closes like a fish gasping for water. “We…” he has no words to say.

      Rio steps closer, staring around the room like he can’t wrap his mind around any of it. “Is this true?” he asks Victor.

      “Yes, it’s true,” I interject. “I have all the proof you need too. These men have been conspiring against you. I’m the only one who can help you.” I won’t tell Rio my plan while Victor and Leo still walk this earth.

      I need to get rid of them now, but I won’t kill anyone in front of Scarlett. Even though I want her by my side always, I want to shield her from all the bad parts of my life.

      “Rio, why don’t you take your daughter upstairs while I handle everything down here,” I say, not even caring that these two motherfuckers have their weapons aimed right at me.

      I’d be afraid if I actually thought they’d kill me, but they know better. They know if they even tried my men would fight for me. They know they’d have to look over their shoulders for the rest of their lives, and their families lives as well.

      Rio hesitates when I hand off his daughter to him. He doesn’t understand everything right now, and that’s okay. One day soon he will.

      One day soon he’ll thank me for the actions I’m taking right now.

      “He’s fucking your daughter,” Leo shouts out, trying to grasp at anything to turn Rio against me.

      It might just work too with the way Rio turns his murderous stare right on me.

      “Fucking is a strong word,” I say, staring at Leo, trying to get him to throw his hatred on me and not Scarlett.

      Rio doesn’t know what to do. “Somebody better start explaining things to me right the fuck now.”

      “Dad, I was with Matteo last night but it was just a one-night thing. It didn’t mean anything.”

      I see nothing but red.

      “Scarlett, it meant everything to me. And I won’t be leaving today without you by my side.”

      Her eyes grow bigger. “Are you serious?” she asks me, her voice sounding unsure.

      “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.” I turn my attention to her father. “Now, get your daughter upstairs while I take care of these two.”

      Rio moves like a flash of lightning, leaving the kitchen with Scarlett.

      I turn to Leo and Victor, ready to take action.
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      He wants me. I never thought I’d hear him say those words. Matteo is a powerful man, and I never thought he could ever want someone like me. I guess I was wrong.

      My father rushes me up the stairs while Matteo finishes whatever was going on in the kitchen with the other two men.

      I’m not going to even pretend I want to know the outcome of what’s going on downstairs. All I do know is I hope Matteo comes out on top. Two against one.

      I chew on the hangnail on my pinky finger as my father opens the door to his own bedroom and ushers me inside.

      “Honey,” he calls out, obviously talking to my mother who’s still in bed. “Get up. We have a situation.”

      She opens her eyes slowly, sitting up as she stretches. “What’s going on?” She notices me standing there. “Scarlett, is everything okay?”

      I rush to her side of the bed, sitting next to her. “Everything’s perfect. Matteo’s going to take care of everything.”

      “Matteo?”

      I know my mother’s very confused.

      My father sits down on the opposite end of the bed. “Leo and Victor have been fucking us over. They’re not the men I thought they were.”

      My mother sighs. “I never trusted Leo.”

      “Matteo is handling things. He says he has a plan,” my father says.

      “And do you believe him?” my mother asks.

      My father’s dark eyes meet mine momentarily. “There’s more,” he starts. “Scarlett and Matteo have…” he doesn’t know how to tell my mother.

      Maybe he doesn’t really know what we are.

      I don’t either.

      All I know is I care for him. Deeply.

      “Mama,” I say, grabbing her hands in mine. “Matteo’s a good man. He cares about me.”

      My mother’s face dawns recognition. “Are you saying the two of you are an item?”

      I nod. “Yes.”

      My father bounds from the bed, pacing the space of their large master suite. “I can’t believe this is happening. Scarlett, how did the two of you even meet?”

      I shrug. “I don’t know. We just did.” I don’t dare tell my father that I went to his VIP party downstairs just to catch a glimpse of what Matteo was doing.

      “How long has this been going on?” my mother asks.

      I lower my head, not wanting to meet her eyes. “Since last night.”

      My mother and I both join each other in laughter. Like only knowing a person for one day is not enough time to know you want to spend the rest of your life with that person.

      However, there’s something about Matteo. I feel like I’ve known him for years. It feels right.

      And he feels the same.

      There’s a knock on the door before I can defend what Matteo and I share with my parents.

      My father opens the door and my mother rushes into the en-suite bathroom to change into some acceptable clothes for guests.

      “Can you join me downstairs?” Matteo asks.

      My father agrees and the two of them leave.

      When my mother exits the bathroom, I hug her.

      “Mama, you need to understand. I am falling for him. He’s good to me too.”

      My mother has tears in her eyes. “I know when I decided to be a mafia boss’ wife, that my only daughter would be forever in this life too. We had set up a marriage for you. With a good boy. I can’t get on board with Matteo.”

      “Mama, you have to. I don’t think Matteo will have it any other way.”

      We both decide to join my father in the living room where Matteo and my father are sitting on the couch discussing something.

      “Scarlett, sit here with me,” Matteo says, patting the couch next to him.

      I glance at my father and he nods. I move across the room, taking my place next to Matteo. I love how he makes me feel. Even when I’m sitting this close to him.

      He places his large hand over my knee, and both my mother and father notice.

      “As I was saying,” Matteo says as my mother sits down next to my father. “Scarlett will come to live with me.” He glances over at me. “She’ll be the queen of my castle.”

      “And we’ll go into business together?” my father asks.

      “Yes. Soon we’ll be family, and it’s time we join businesses and act like a family.” Matteo squeezes my knee and I smile.

      I love the possessiveness he has over me.

      The way he makes me feel alive.

      My father can only agree to what Matteo says.

      “What about her schooling?” my mother asks.

      “She can go to whatever college she wants. I’ll do anything to make your daughter happy. If I have to fly her to a school far away everyday, then I’ll do just that.”

      “I go to the University in town.”

      Matteo smiles. “My house isn’t far from there. You can live with me and still attend your classes.”

      My father and mother are happy with this arrangement. I think about my friends at school. How I’ll no longer be in the dorms with them. However, they’ve been busy with their own men they’ve met recently.

      I smile when I think about starting a life with Matteo.

      Later in the evening, once I’ve packed my things and said goodbye to my parents, I sit in the car with Matteo.

      “I can’t believe this is actually happening,” I say. “It’s like a fairytale.”

      Matteo chuckles softly as he drives his Mercedes across town. “Only in this fairytale it’s not the hero who gets the girl.”

      “Who is it?” I ask, my eyes meeting his.

      “The villain.” He grabs my hand, bringing it to his lips to kiss my skin. “And I can’t wait to get you home to your castle. I can’t wait to give you all the things, Scarlett.”
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      It’s been a few months since I’ve claimed Scarlett as mine. Things have moved quickly with her father, and business is better than ever.

      I’d make a deal with the devil to keep Scarlett happy.

      I come home after a busy day, and hear an orchestra of giggling coming from the living room. As I step inside, I notice a handful of girls sitting on the furniture, laughing as they all drink red wine.

      “What exactly is going on in here?” I ask Scarlett with a smile.

      “Isn’t he handsome?” she asks her friends.

      I laugh lightly as her friends giggle more. “How much wine have you had?”

      Scarlett pouts. “Only the one bottle between the six of us.”

      I smile at her friends. “I don’t think I’ve met any of Scarlett’s friends yet. I’ve been hoping I haven’t been keeping her too busy.”

      More laughter erupts from the ladies.

      Scarlett stands from her spot on the couch and makes her way to drape her arms across my shoulders. “These are my best friends. This is Carly and Abby over there on the loveseat,” She points to a blonde and brunette, waving hello. “and this is Bridet, Adele, and Mia over on the other couch,” she says.

      “Nice to meet you ladies,” I say with a nod.

      Staring at Scarlett in her little sundress and long legs on display makes me want to kick out all of her friends and ravage her right here on the living room carpet.

      “We have to get going,” one of the girls says from the couch.

      They all nod, obviously reading my expression. They know I want to make love to my little princess.

      Or maybe they really have to go.

      Scarlett smiles. “Thank you all for coming over. Next month we’ll have the book club over at Mia’s place.”

      Mia smiles. “Yes, Colton will love to meet all the girls I constantly talk about.”

      I squeeze Scarlett tighter, wondering if I want her going to some man’s house I don’t personally know.

      I’ll have to have my man, Luca run a background check on all the men these friends are dating. That way I know I can keep my Scarlett safe.

      Scarlett must notice my apprehension because she smiles up at me. “It’ll be fine, Daddy,” she whispers.

      We usher the girls out of the house as we say our goodbyes, and once I’ve got my little girl to myself I smile.

      “I think I might want you to practice sucking my cock once more,” I tell her. “You’re so fucking good at it that Daddy can’t think about anything else all day long.”

      “Really?” she asks.

      “Yes. I’m having a hard time focusing on my job because all I can think about is having my little girl’s mouth wrapped around my fat dick.”

      She smiles as she stalks closer. “Daddy definitely has a fat dick.”

      Fuck, I love her dirty mouth. I’m removing my tie and unbuttoning my dress shirt as she sinks to her knees before me. Right here in the living room.

      I love coming home to this woman.

      She’s always willing to do anything for her daddy.

      I unzip my pants, pulling my dick free.

      She licks her lips.

      “That’s it, little girl. Open your mouth for me.” I press the tip of my cock at her mouth, and push inside. “Suck me, baby.”

      She does as I say. Damn this girl was born to suck my cock. She’s a natural at it.

      “That’s it, Scarlett. Show Daddy how much you want his thick cock. Show me how much you love it. Worship it, princess.”

      The way she works her lips, her mouth, fuck this girl has ruined me.

      I crave her all the time.

      I can’t think straight.

      I thought it would be a new thing. Like I wouldn’t want to ravage her all the time after we spent some real time together, but that hasn’t happened.

      Actually, want to know a secret? It seems to make me want her more and more.

      “I own you, baby,” I growl out as she takes me deeper into her mouth. “You own this dick.” I stroke her chin, bringing her eyes up to meet mine. “You’re my queen.”

      She smiles while her mouth is full of my dick.

      I hold her in place. “Keep that mouth open. I’m going to fuck your lips.” I move my cock in and out of her mouth, taking what I need most.

      She’s the perfect good girl, letting me have my way with her.

      “Such a good girl,” I give her all the praise. “You deserve a reward.” I pull myself out of her mouth and bring her to her feet.

      “Matteo,” she mewls out. “I’m already so wet for you.”

      “And I’m going to take care of that ache you have,” I tell her, moving on top of her after I’ve hiked her dress up. I move my hand up her thigh and nearly lose my shit when I see what she’s got on underneath her dress.

      Or should I say, not on. “No panties?” I ask her.

      She bites her lower lip with a coy smile. “No, no panties.”

      I push a finger inside her wet cunt. “You’ve been without panties all day and you didn’t tell me?”

      She shakes her head from side to side. “No.”

      I slip another finger inside her. “I should punish you for leaving this house without any panties on.”

      “Are you upset?”

      I stare down at her. “I don’t like the idea of you sitting through your classes with no panties on. If any man knew you didn’t have panties on I can’t even imagine what they’d do. Men can’t be trusted around pretty little girls like you. You’re too innocent you make a man want to take advantage of you. And I’d kill them for touching you.”

      “No one knew.”

      I kiss her cheek, and then suck along her jawline. “I know, princess. I know. Next time you decide to leave this house without any panties you give the panties to me, understood? I need to know if my woman is out there wearing nothing on under her dress.”

      “Why? What will you do?”

      “I’ll fuck you any chance I get.”

      She pouts her pretty plump lips, looking up at me. “Well, you can fuck me now.”

      I press my fat dick along her entrance. “Oh, I plan on it, princess. I plan on fucking you all night long.”

      She squeezes her eyes shut as I push my dick inside her, filling her with every last inch of me.

      “You’re still so fucking tight,” I tell her. “So fucking good, baby.”

      “Daddy,” she moans out. “Yes, Daddy.”

      “That’s it, baby. You keep calling out for your daddy.” I thrust my dick deeper inside her, filling her to the hilt, my balls slapping against her ass with each push. “You keep telling me who’s giving it to you so good.”

      She meets me thrust for thrust, her body opening more to let me in. “I love you, Daddy,” she cries out.

      I love it when she says those words to me.

      I stare down on her, our eyes connecting. “I love you too, my little princess.” I slam my dick harder into her. “Now, come for your Daddy.”
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