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SLOANE

He carved his name into my thigh.

He fucked me while I cried.

And then he said, “That’s my girl.”
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CHAPTER ONE: SLOANE
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“Five hundred for this little bitch!” Someone that's standing above me says and then they use their foot to kick me in my side. I'm on a cold concrete floor.

“Ow! You fucking bastard!” I scream.

The light is blinding when I try to open my eyes and my mouth is dry but whenever I swallow I can taste some metallic in my mouth. I haven't eaten or drank anything in hours. The last thing I remember was going over to my mother's house because she needed help. I was on edge because she relapsed a few months ago and I found her overdosing on heroin in her kitchen. This time when I pitched up to see if she needed help, I was attacked five minutes after stepping into the house. I was gagged, blindfolded and kicked several times. Someone had even used a knife against my cheek and as I was dragged away screaming for my mother to help me, all I could hear was her saying that she was sorry.

“Your mother sold you for five hundred dollars,” A man covered in colorful tattoos and a half shaved head says as he steps in front of me. He grabs me by my jaw and looks me up and down like I'm a fucking piece of furniture that he's inspecting.

“Get your filthy fucking hands off me,” I say.

He smirks and cocks his head to the side. “Aw. And if I don't? What you gonna do, Princess? Hurt me?”

He laughs and a sickening feeling enters my stomach. Deep down it fucking hurts and I'm afraid because five hundred is all it took for my junkie mother to sell her own daughter for a quick fix. I want to cry. Tears burn the back of my throat, but I'm trying as hard as possible to keep myself in the right headspace. Who knows what these fucking assholes have in mind? They could rape me, torture me. Possibly even fucking kill me.

To them I'm just a girl worth five hundred to her junkie mother.

“She might not harm you, but I fucking will,” a deep voice says behind me.

The dirty-looking tattooed guy standing above me looks over my head. “Who the fuck are you?”

“Someone who'll break all your fucking bones if you touch her again.”

The tattooed fucker opens his mouth again and leans over to grab me by my hair, but it's the last thing he ever does, because in a split second, a loud band rings around me and something wet and warm splatters all over my own.

I glance up and watch as the dirty tattooed guy falls in front of me with a gaping old in his face.

“I told him not to touch,” the dark voice says.

The person grabs me by arms, hauls me up and cuts the rope binding my wrists behind me.

“You okay?”

And then I turn around to face him. And then my stomach drops for real this time. Someone I never thought I'd ever see again.

“Daddy,” I whisper like a little girl all over again.

His dark green eyes are on mine and he reaches out to caress my cheek.

Roman fucking Blackwood aka my father. He ran the biggest organized crime trade in Crow's Rest. No one fucked with him where he was concerned.

“Baby girl,” he says, as he strokes my cheek.

“How did you know I was here?” I ask.

“Your mother called me and told me about what she did. She owed me and now you belong to me,” he says as he brings his mouth against my ear.

“What does that mean?” I glance up at him.

He tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. “It means that you don't have to go back. It means that you belong to me now, baby girl.”
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CHAPTER TWO: SLOANE
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My father—Roman takes me back to his compound. It feels odd calling him Daddy again after so many years because he left me all alone with my mother and her addiction problem and I was left to clean up everything. I was only fifteen. I used to be his little girl until he decided that it was all too much. Maybe my mother was all too much for him, but he couldn't handle it anymore and he left. 

He left me.

He left me.

He left me.

And now I am sitting on a wooden stool in some workshop space of his, watching as he grabs a bowl of water and a cloth before coming over to where I am. And then he goes over to a small refrigerator in the corner of the workshop before coming back and handing me a bottle of cold water.

“You hungry?”

I gulp down half of the bottle before setting the bottle down on a table beside me and then I nod. “I haven't had anything in hours.”

He uses the cloth tby dipping it in the bowl of water before wiping it across my face.

When he brings the cloth away, I glance down and see blood. I can feel my gag reflex about to be triggered so I glance away and up into his eyes instead.

“I'll fix you something after,” he says as he presses the cloth to my cheek where the cut is.

I wince as the cool cloth comes into contact with my skin and I have to bite down on my lip to stop from crying.

I want to cry because of the last few hours. I want to cry because of the pain I'm in. I want to cry because I need to let out my frustration and Roman's standing right in front of me after years of being a no show in my life. Now he decides to be father of the year.

So I shove his hand away and get up from where I am. “I didn't need you to come along and play hero.”

“So you would have preferred if I left you alone with that man to do whatever he wanted to with you?” he asks. “I know his kind and probably would have fucked you before discarding you after he killed you because that was what your life was worth to your mother.”

“If you'd been there in the first place, things wouldn't have gotten out of hand,” I snap, but my voice is trembling and I'm trying as hard as possible to keep myself together. “You could have taken me with you.”

“I didn't have time to babysit anyone,” he says. “I'm sorry you feel some kind of way about it, but if I could have taken you, I would have.”

“Then you could have just left me there tonight. I didn't need you to babysit me!” I shout and then I turn around but not before he grabs me by my arm and pulls me back into his hardened wall of chest.

“Maybe I should have been there, but I was there tonight when you needed me the most, Sloane,” he says as he spins me around and pushes me back until my ass is hitting the desk.

“You used to be my everything,” he whispers, his dark eyes roaming over my body.

“And then I became your nothing,” I whisper back.

He brings his hand up and strokes my jaw. “I deserve a second chance. I still love you. I always have. You've always been my good girl, Sloane.”

“I'm not your anything anymore!” I spit and then he grabs me by arms causing me to scream out loud.

Pain shoots up and he presses himself into me.

I can feel him hard against my stomach. His cock is thick and throbbing against his pants and I try to push him away.

“You're mine, Sloane. Whether you like it or not. You belong to me.”

He reaches down and pulls out his gun from his pants before pressing the cold metal against my trembling lips.

“Open your mouth for me like a good girl, Sloane, and take off your panties,” he says and I open my mouth. The tears slip down my cheeks as he pushes his gun into my mouth so I reach underneath my dress and pull my panties down, before slipping them off from around my ankles.

Roman grabs them from me with his other hand, before he pressed the material against his nose and he inhales deeply. “Fuck. You're already wet, baby girl.”

He moves the gun out of my mouth and I pretend it's his cock and not a loaded gun and then he takes it out of my mouth and drags the wet metal down my stomach before he reaches under my dress and shoves the barrel between my thighs. My cunt is aching for him.

“Look at you,” he growls, dragging the gun slowly over my clit. “Shaking for me. Dripping for me. Don’t pretend you don’t fucking love this, Sloane. You want it so bad, don't you?”

I moan softly, and I hate that I push into the cold metal like I’m a slut. But I want him. Deep down I know that I want him.

He yanks the dress up, pulls it around my waist, and uses the hand not holding the weapon to grip my throat.

“You’re mine now. Say it like a good girl for me, Sloane.”

I try to speak, but there's no words that I can form right now. My legs are shaking. He presses the barrel harder between my folds. In and out. Over and over again. I bite down on my bottom lip.

“Say it, Sloane,” he says in a warning tone, his fingers pressing into the side of my throat. “Say you’re Daddy’s.”

My mouth falls open. “I’m...” I choke as he presses harder. “I’m yours, Daddy.”

“Louder, I can't hear you, baby girl.”

“I’m yours, Daddy.”

The words taste wrong and right. I hate how wet I am. I hate how bad I want him to use me. I hate how good it feels to be own by him.

Roman tosses the gun onto the table behind me. The clatter echoes through the cold walls around us, and before I can take a full breath, he drops to his knees.

“Let’s see what fucking belongs to me,” he murmurs.

His mouth is on me before I can stop him. Hot and punishing. It's like he's trying to make up for all the time he lost with me. My hands dig into his shoulders and I cry out as he licks me. It’s all too much. The pressure that is steadily building inside of me. Fuck.

His tongue moves up and down my slit. 

Roman pulls away for a split second and he groans like he’s a man starving. “This is mine. This pussy belongs to me. Every inch of it. And I’m going to ruin you, baby girl.”

His fingers dig into my thighs, keeping me wide open as he licks me like he’s punishing me for something I didn't do.

He moans against my pussy and it's the hottest fucking thing I've ever experienced.

My legs start to shake and he doesn’t stop, not when I cry out and not when I grab at his hair, pulling and twisting the soft strands in between my fingers.

“You belong to me, Sloane,” he growls, his lips wet with my arousal. “Dripping just for me.”

When I come, it’s hard and fast. I go over the edge, my body shaking from oblivion and as I scream out for him.

Daddy doesn’t stop. He licks me all the way through my orgasm.

By the time I come crashing back to earth and he's done with me, his mouth is wet and his chin is glistening with me. His eyes are wild and dark with heat.

“You came on my tongue like a little whore,” he says, pulling his belt open. “Let’s see how much more you can take, Sloane. I want to see you coming around my cock.”

He slaps his thick, monstrous cock that's already leaking with precum against my inner thigh and I gasp out loud.

He strokes it once and grabs my hip. “You ready to be marked by me, baby girl?”

I nod.

“I want you crying when I fill you with my cock,” he says, voice heavy against my ear. “And then I’m going to fuck you again. And again. Until you beg me.”

He grabs my throat and kisses hard, before pushing inside of me. He doesn't wait. He just starts thrusting inside of me. In and out, rubbing his thumb against my clit.

His pace is brutal as he fucks me.

The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes through the workshop, filthy and wet. It hurts all over but I want it to hurt. His fingers press into my throat again, and he leans close, breath hot against my lips. “You feel that, baby girl?” he asks. “Your tight pussy clenching around my big cock.”

My head falls back back as he hits that sweet spot over and over until I’m moaning like I can't get enough of him. It's wrong. So fucking wrong but I need him. I want him.

“You’re gonna come all over my cock,” he says. “Then I’m gonna fill you up and make it stay inside of you. All of my come. Maybe I'll even breed you until your belly is swollen with a child. My child”

It's depraved. The filthy things he's whispering to me. But maybe I'm just as fucked in the head because I love it.

I whimper his name and he slaps me against my thigh.

“Louder,” he demands.

“Daddy!” I scream.

And that’s all it takes. My whole body locks up, and I come around his monster cock with a cry.

Roman curses. “Fuck, yes. Take all of my come like a good little slut.”

He slams into me once, twice and then he stills, emptying himself so deep inside of me that it hurts and feels good at the same time.

His hand slips from my throat, resting flat over my chest.

“You’re mine now, Sloane,” he whispers.

And I am his. I belong to him.

“I'm yours,” I whisper. “Only yours.”
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