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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over 18 and consenting adults. This book contains triggering content. Make sure you’re comfortable with the themes in this story before proceeding.

Kinks: BDSM, bondage, dom/sub dynamics, sadism/masochism, humiliation. degradation, lactation kink, forced hucow transformation, hucow milking, non-con, and dubcon.

Other themes: A main character who has committed crimes in the past, orphaned FMC.


ONE


THEN

Dominic

My bride is the most beautiful woman in the world. I have imagined her in a white dress a million times.

Anticipation flutters inside me when the wedding march plays. I’ve spent a fortune on our grand wedding. The most powerful men in the city are in attendance. Being a billionaire has its perks.

The greatest perk is marrying the woman I love.

Xina and I are soulmates. We’re bound with a twisted thread, with a string of fate blacker than the devil’s heart. I have hurt her body in every way possible and she has tested my heart in a myriad of ways. Yet, nothing can tear us apart.

Nobody understands me like she does. Nobody understands her like I do.

I don’t even pretend what we have is conventional. Neither does she. We can't do vanilla. We don’t want love. We don’t need what everyone else has.

We want to be consumed, to be shown the depths of heaven and hell by a partner.

This marriage is for society, a mask we wear to look like decent, normal people. But the legal contract is for me. I need to know that Xina will be mine forever.

Since the day I’d met her, I was entranced by her fragile yet strong beauty. I couldn’t resist her submissive nature and she couldn’t resist my dominance. Like moths drawn to a flame, we spent years indulging ourselves in every way possible. She moved in with me years ago and every morning, her face is the first thing I saw.

But when I turned thirty-five, I knew it was time to marry her. Call it middle-age blues, I began to fear losing her. I wanted to put a ring on her finger and bind her to me.

I swallow when the doors to the church open.

Light floods into the room. My eyes search for Xina’s silhouette. But there’s nothing beyond the doors. Nothing but emptiness.

My heart wrenches.

“She isn’t there.” The wedding officiator says. The syllables pass through my ears like ghosts. “There’s no bride.”

I blink, unable to fathom the words coming out of his mouth. I look beyond the doors again, hoping I’m dreaming. Her body really isn’t there. I wait for agonizing minutes, hoping she’ll show up but nothing happens.

My brother scrambles to me, sweating bullets.

“Where’s Xina? Is she in the dressing room?” I ask in a terse voice.

He shakes his head. “She left the venue half an hour ago. There’s a note saying she doesn’t want to marry you anymore. I’m sorry. You’ll have to call off the wedding.”

“Are you certain she’s not here?”

“Read the note.” My brother hands me a tiny piece of paper. The neat handwriting belongs to my fiancé. She showed no signs of anxiety yesterday. When I confessed I was scared of being inadequate as a husband, she held me and told me everything would be okay. Was she deceiving me?

“Should I announce that the wedding won’t be proceeding?” The officiator looks to me, expecting a response.

I’m not capable of a response.

My world has shattered like glass.

Cold pain trickles through my veins. I’m not angry, I’m not raging. I’m empty, terrified that I’ve lost the one thing that made my life soft and tender.

Whispers grow louder around me, cementing the reality.

My little sparrow has jilted me at the altar.

And she’s going to pay for her sins.


TWO


NOW

Dominic

“You kidnapped your bride?” My brother hisses. “You’re crazy, Dom.”

“Stay out of my business.” I scratch my jaw, smiling at the live feed from my dungeon. An hour ago, the men I hired plucked Xina from the shithole she works at and brought her to me. She’s bound in chains, waiting for someone to save her. But there’s no happy ending for my runaway bride.

She disobeyed me. She abandoned and humiliated me in front of hundreds of people in the city. My name was splashed across the headlines as the ‘jilted billionaire’. It was a nightmare to clean up the PR mess that followed. People speculated about us. At one point, it was assumed that I’d forced her to marry me. My reputation has been dragged through the mud these past few months. I’ve been too busy doing damage control to focus on Xina.

But now that things are finally blowing over, it’s time she paid the price for her betrayal.

It’s my duty as her dom to demonstrate what happens to a sub who fails to obey. And I’ll drag out her punishment for as long as I can.

My brother makes an irritated sound. “This could be bad. What if the police get involved?”

“They won’t. I’ve bribed them enough.” I shrug. I’m a billionaire. Money is never an issue. I have an extensive network of political connections to ensure that nothing I do ever makes the headlines.

My private life has always been controversial. I discovered that I was into control, sadism, and bondage in my late teens. Kinky sex sang to my soul. I wasn’t into vanilla sex or gentleness unless it was about aftercare. Seeing my submissive wounded and broken from my punishments instantly brought out my caring side.

“Dom, you need to let her go.” My brother pinches his temples. The resentment he hides twists his features. My brother never liked Xina because she was mine. “You’ve been obsessed with her for years now. Clearly, she doesn’t feel the same. She ran away from you.”

“What she wants doesn’t matter,” I reply. Our relationship used to be based on mutual desire but something cracked in me when she left. The months without her felt like living in a freezing tundra. I cannot go through life feeling like that. “And what you want doesn’t matter, either.”

My brother sighs. “You never listen to me.”

He doesn’t understand what it means to be a dom and not be in control. He doesn’t know how deeply my sub’s betrayal cut me. She deserves to be punished and I’ll take pleasure reminding her of all the ways I can break her if she doesn’t obey me.

I don’t reply, returning my attention to the screen where my little sparrow is getting anxious and jittery. I never put her in a dungeon. I never imprisoned her. But now she’s my captive. Ad by the time I’m done with her, she’ll be begging me to keep her bound.

My brother leaves my home office when he gets sick of me ignoring him. I wait for his footsteps to disappear, then look through the window. The taillights of his Aston Martin flash bright as he pulls away from my sixteen-bedroom mansion.

My brother manages a small unit within the business that I inherited from my father. We don’t have the same father. That’s the reason he didn’t receive any shares of the company.

I lean against my chair, trying to focus on work. I want Xina’s anxiety to eat her from the inside. I want her to know what it feels like to be all alone, scared, and devoid of any comfort. That’s what she made me feel when she abandoned me. Now she’ll get to experience it for herself.

I open my drawer and pluck out a knife. I sharpen it. Knife play is one of my favorites.

At midnight, my patience runs out. Xina is not moving in the footage. She hasn’t eaten or had water in hours. I intend to keep her alive and well-fed. But my staff members cannot know about her existence so I’ll have to deliver her meals to her.

I grab a big bottle of water that will last her for a day and have the maid bring a luxurious meal on a silver platter.

Then I press the button that makes the false door in my study open. Stairs spiral downward to the entrance of my personal dungeon. It’s also accessible from outside.

I turn the key and open the door. The dungeon was an original feature of this house. When I first heard about it, I knew I’d end up using it for something like this one day. There are four cells on both sides of a narrow gray path. Heavy iron bars separate them. Manacles attached to the wall lend the place a gritty, and severe vibe.

My shoes click against the gray cement. The walls are starkly empty with nothing to break the monotony. Except one cell, which has a king-sized bed, a desk, carpets, an attached bathroom, and even a TV. But it’s behind prison bars. A luxurious cage for my captive.

As I approach, something tightens in my stomach. I haven’t seen Xina in months. It was my greatest act of self-control. I knew where she was. I knew which Podunk town she’d run away to and what she was doing but I resisted visiting her in person.

Because I knew seeing her would make me weak. It would bring out the barrage of uncontrolled emotions I have tried to bury.

When I open the door to her cell, she looks in my direction even though she can’t see me.

“Is someone here?” Her voice is small and tired. The hours she spent here have drained her hope. When I don’t reply, she sighs and turns her chin downward.

She shivers in her cell. Her skin is pale. A black silk blindfold keeps her in the dark while chains connected to metal handcuffs bind her wrists behind her back. Those are real iron manacles to make sure she doesn’t escape.

Xina is my tiny sparrow and she looks good in a cage. Tied up and ready for her punishment.

I put the water and food I brought with me on the desk that’s a few feet away from where she’s shackled.

I kneel in front of her. The urge to caress her soft, bronzed skin is like an itch crawling up my neck. Her brown, sun-kissed skin is erotic and enticing. But the moment I stepped into her cage, I turned into her dom.

A dom is always in control.

Soft caresses and whispers aren’t part of my plan.

Xina whimpers when I remove her blindfold. The light from the lamps hits her eyes, assaulting her retina. I relish her wince because even causing her a little pain feels like victory.

When I rub my thumb along her cheekbone, her jaw tightens. Tension coils through her body.

“Dominic.” Her tone is hard, flat, and devoid of emotion. Her eyes are the same. I thought she’d be overjoyed to escape me. I thought she found happiness and that was why she abandoned me. But she looks like a dead fish. “So it is you. I was beginning to worry that someone from the mafia had kidnapped me.”

“Even if they had, I would have taken you off their hands. Only I get to keep you, Xina.”

Xina swallows hard, her gaze darting to the food and water. The aroma of garlic threads through the air. Her stomach growls.

“I’m assuming that food isn’t for me. You just brought it to torture me, right?” She knows I’m a sadist. But I’ve never denied her basic comforts.

“If you’re a good girl, I’ll feed you,” I say, reaching for the water bottle. “Drink some water for now. You need it.”

She scoffs. Xina has always been a brat. That’s why making her submit thrills me. Conquering her resistance is fun.

But hunger and thirst can turn anyone into a needy little slut. Xina stares at me, her lips pressed together. She doesn’t want the water because it hurts her pride to take anything from me. To be at my mercy.

“Are you planning to die of thirst? That’s not part of my plan.”

“What is your plan?”

“To possess you again,” I reply. “To make you beg for my forgiveness.”

She snorts. “That boat has sailed, Dominic. I left you at our wedding. There’s no coming back from that.”

“Why did you run away?” I ask.

She turns her face, defiant. Irritation pricks me. I can tolerate her being a brat, but when she refuses to look at me, it aggravates me. Deep down, I’m terrified she has gotten over me. I can never get over her. She’s my sparrow. I caged her, broke her, and made her submit to my filthy needs. And she did it willingly, surrendering her beautiful body to fulfill my fantasies.

“Talk, Xina. I have no patience left.”

She stares at me, fear passing in her eyes. She has never been afraid of me, not even when I hurt her and gave her scars that would never heal. Even when I sliced her skin open, she took the pain with a smile on her face, begging for more. What we had was intense, taboo, outside the bounds of what society considers sane. But it was consensual. And we both found pleasure in showing our darkest selves to each other. I held her softness and she cradled my brokenness.

Xina presses her soft, pink lips together, staying silent. I kissed those lips months ago, bit them hard enough to draw blood.

I press my hand over her bare thigh. “If you prefer to be whipped into answering, I will be happy to oblige.”

“Can you do that, Dom?” Her eyes are spitting fire. Her face is so gorgeous. It makes it hard to stay angry at her. I can feel my resolve weakening as she turns her chin up. “Can you hurt me knowing it wouldn’t bring me pleasure anymore?”

Her words give me whiplash. I grit my teeth. She is aware of my greatest limitation. I cannot do anything to her if she doesn’t want it. That was the pact between us. I’m not an abuser, a bully, or a villain. I’m her dom. I’m her safe space.

Trust is what makes relationships like ours work. Without trust, there can be no intimacy and without intimacy, there’s no point in having sex.

“I trusted you to marry me, Xina. You abused my trust. You broke the rules first, little sparrow.” I exhale onto her face. It’s satisfying to watch goosebumps crawling over her forearms. I still have an effect on her. “And you won’t tell me why.”

“I changed my mind.” She shrugs. The movement rattles her chains.

“A day before the wedding. Why?”

My pretty little sub scoffs, looking indignant. “I’m not obligated to tell you why.”

“In that case, I’m going to break the rules, too.”

I retrieve the knife in my pocket. Her eyes widen. I slide the tip over her tip, cutting it open. I do the same with her bra. Those scraps of fabric fall away, revealing her full and high breasts. Her dark nipples are puckered, perfectly hard and round.

I drag the flat edge of the knife up and down her hard points, teasing them.

She makes a noise. She tries to move, but I grab her by the back of her neck and hold her in place. “Don’t move unless you want to be bleeding all over the floor.”

“You never played with knives before,” she says.

“Now I do. And judging from your reaction, you like it.”

She can’t deny it. The danger of being cut excites her. She remains quiet and submissive as I move the knife over her other nipple, pressing its flat surface against her hard bud, digging it deep into her skin until the edges leave a mark. But not hard enough to cut her skin.

Her breaths grow ragged. “Are you ready to talk now?”

I toy with her hard nipples, rolling them between my fingers. Then pinching them until her features shift in discomfort.

Xina can’t hide her arousal anymore. Her eyes are falling closed in ecstasy. Whimpers flee her mouth even when she tries to hold them back. She’s losing control.

I move the edge of the knife lower, over the soft planes of her stomach. I reach her skirt. “Unless you want to end up with no clothes, tell me your reason for jilting me,” I demand.

“No.”

The moment the words are out of her mouth, my hands sweep in a clean motion. My impatience gets the best of me. I nick her skin along with her skirt, shredding it into ribbons. It’s the only way I can take out my anger on her.

When the tatters of her torn clothes fall to the ground, and he’s fully naked before me, I notice a trickle of blood winding down her stomach. I drag my salty fingertip along the shallow wound. It’s hardly anything but I don’t like her bleeding. I’ll have to get my first aid kit and deal with it later.

Xina’s resistance is like a stone wall. She’s not melting. I slam the back of the knife against her ribs. She makes a pained nose as breath flees her lungs. I stab her stomach with the heavy hilt of the knife. That is bound to hurt more than if I sliced her.

“You stabbed me in the back, babygirl. This is how it felt when I was standing all alone at the altar. Can you feel the pain?”

Her eyes narrow with malevolence. “Sick bastard. I hate you.”

No, she doesn’t. She only hates me when I’m withholding an orgasm.

“Sick? You haven’t seen anything yet.” I flip the knife around, the tip poised at her neck, inches away from her carotid artery. It’s one of the major arteries in the circulatory system. A single cut will result in swift death. “Baby, if I cut here, you’ll die instantly,” I whisper. Then I switch the knife’s position, holding the edge at her ankle. “And if I cut here, you’ll keep bleeding but never die.”

“First option,” she replies. “Make it quick.”

She’s a smartass. She knows I’ll never kill her. I’m a dom, not a serial killer.

“I wasn’t giving you an option,” I say. “I’m in control, remember? You don’t have any choices.”

I twist the knife, pushing the blunt backside against her ribcage. Anguish laces her cries. There are brown spots developing where I stabbed her before from bruises developing under her skin. She’ll feel them for days.

“Get away from me!” she screams. But her words don’t mean anything anymore. “I hate you. I don’t want you. Stop it!”

She beats her fists weakly against my chest. But there are no tears in her eyes. She’s not emotional about being tortured. Her eyes are clear. I know Xina. The pain is approaching her threshold and that always gets her ready to throw in the towel.

I slide my hand over her pussy, stroking across her intimate folds. They’re slick with moisture and more pours out of her when I brush over her clit.

“If you hate me so much, why is your pussy dripping?” I push two fingers into her wetness, breaching her tight cunt. She jerks but her channel swallows my fingers without protest. “You take me so easily. Maybe I’m being too nice. I should stuff you with something bigger. Something that will hurt.”

“Don’t you dare—” I cut her off when I unzip my pants and press a finger against her lips. Her inner submissive is too strong. She doesn’t bite my finger. She lets me shut her up and take control.

I free my engorged cock. It’s throbbing with heat. Xina’s petite body and the fragility of her feminine features calls out to every distorted desire in my head. I want to taint her, sully her, and drag her into a life she can’t escape from.

She thrashes her legs when I plant my cock between her thighs.

“Careful, babygirl. If you resist too much, I’ll make it worse.” I grip her fleshy thighs, pulling them apart so I can plunge into her easily.

She groans when my cock sinks into her. I drive it deeper and deeper, giving her so time to adjust to my girth. My dick has been hard since I heard her cries of pain. She awakened the devil inside me and I want to make her feel everything she made me feel.

Xina’s breasts jiggle as my hard, demanding strokes rattle her body. She’s so small and powerless. Fucking her feels like a power trip. I sink my fingers into the smoothness of her thighs, pinning them to the ground as I climb over her and ride her at a deeper angle.

Her pussy is so tight and wet, clenching around my cock perfectly. The friction of moving inside her shoots currents of rapture straight to my brain. Tension coils tight in my belly.

I pump in and out of her. Slick coats her thighs. Within minutes, I’m teetering on the edge of an orgasm. Pressure presses against my groin. Heat incinerates my cock, making me thrust mindlessly into her soft, warm cunt. I plow into her in hard, deep strokes, making the pace faster and faster.

I have no intention of letting Xina come. I’ll take her roughly and leave her unsatisfied.

When I’m close to exploding, I pull out. I need to breathe, need to regain control.

Xina ejects a frustrated noise. I grin. “You stopped.”

“If you want to come, beg me and call me Daddy.”

“No way.”

I push my cock into her pussy, but only halfway this time. I keep her on the edge, never giving her what she wants, what she needs. I rub her clit, enough to tease her, but not enough to get her off.

“Call me Daddy like you used to,” I command.

“No.”

I pull out, not pushing in again even when my cock begs me to finish inside her. This time, I get up. My cock is throbbing and my brain is half-numb and half-craving the heady finish of an orgasm. Frustration prickles in my chest. I’m going to be left with blue balls unless I blow a load inside Xina tonight.

Months’ worth of pent-up frustration thrashes in my system. I need to feel her sweet pussy locking around me, bringing me home. But I need control more than I need anything. Xina is already slipping through my fingers. I need to keep her in check. I have to remind her how good it feels to obey, to give up control.

I grab the food I brought for her because I’m feeling extra merciless. She can starve. That will make her come to her senses. She will beg me in the morning when she’s delirious with hunger.

“No food, no water, and now no orgasm. Hope you have a miserable night.” I turn around, striding away from her.

I know she’ll take the bait. Xina’s survival instinct is strong. She’ll do anything to live. She grew up in terrible circumstances. Submitting to authority and begging for the sake of survival comes easy to her.

“Daddy…” Her breathy, feminine voice makes me turn. Her cheeks are red with arousal. She narrows her magnetic eyes at me. They’re filled with venom and shame. Just the way I like them.

But I’m not giving her anything for free. “Daddy what? You need to use complete sentences so I can understand you.”

“Daddy…please fuck me. Let me finish.” Every syllable is tight and reluctant. She must be mortified to utter these words after she claimed she was above begging for sex. “Please.”

I take my time walking back to her.

“You look so cute when you’re humiliated.” I pat her head before holding her knees up and sheathing myself in her snug pussy.

Her channel swallows me effortlessly. I pound her harder this time, moving my hips without a break. Her back bounces on the hard floor but she closes her eyes and trusts me, enjoying her humiliating surrender.

I know the exact moment she climaxes because she screams. Xina has always been a screamer. Her pussy chokes my cock. Her breaths speed up as she enjoys her orgasm.

My thoughts evaporate when my own release hits. Powerful currents of heat slam into me, melting every bone in my body. I keep my cock inside her pussy, spraying her walls with cum as I claim her insides. Power surges through my veins. I love this feeling, the feeling of coming after making her surrender.

We both take moments to ride out our orgasms. I regain control faster. I grab the tray of food I got her. I pick up a carrot with my fork and thrust it into her open mouth.

“I’m going to force feed you,” I say.

Xina doesn’t resist anymore. The orgasm has made her more receptive. She’s probably still hazy with pleasure. She allows me to feed her dinner, eating like an obedient pet.

She even lets me tip up her face and pour water into her mouth. She drinks eagerly, like she’s three seconds away from death. Given how many near-death situations I put her in just now, it’s not a surprise.

“You’re acting like a nice guy,” she says.

“I told you I’d feed you if you were a good girl,” I reply. “Unlike you, I keep my word.”

“I broke your heart, didn’t I?” My wicked sparrow is aware of how deeply I love her. She’s my world. My soul cannot find peace unless she’s with me. Unless she’s crying in pain for me.

“Our relationship isn’t like other relationships.” I cup her chin, crushing her fragile jaw between my fingers. Anger throbs in my veins. When I’m around her, I lose control. Xina makes me feel, makes me react, makes me human. I spit every outraged word into her face, never removing my gaze from her. “We gave everything to each other, Xina. Every dark and depraved piece of our hearts. You are my vulnerability and I’m yours. That’s how it’s meant to be. We have the privilege of breaking each other’s hearts because we surrendered our hearts when we fell in love.”

“That’s not how it is anymore,” Xina says. “I left you and we’re over.”

“You still love me.” It’s a statement, not a question. I know what a woman who doesn’t love me looks like and Xina isn’t it. I’ve slept with countless women before I found her. Even when she lies to me, Xina can’t lie to herself. Her body is honest. She leans toward me, pays full attention to me, reacts to every micro-movement of my body willingly. “You haven’t tried to escape or even rattle your chains. You knew you were in my dungeon. And you didn’t want to leave. You wanted me to find you and show you where you belong.”

Xina scoffs. “I don’t belong in your world, Dominic. Let me go.”

There’s a flicker of insecurity in her tone. Xina has always felt uncomfortable among rich people because she grew up in poverty and worked as a café manager until she moved in with me.

She gives me a heady sense of power when she submits. But when resists me, she makes me realize how little I can do to keep her by my side. I’m obsessed with her fiery spirit, her depth and the way she understands me without words. Even if I was on the verge of death, I would hold on to her.

“I need to know why you left so I can decide whether to forgive you or punish you.”

“You’re not the forgiving type.” She’s right. I’m the vengeful type. I have an ugly soul that matches my ugly exterior.

“For you, I am willing to be that type,” I say. “So I hope you have answers for me when I visit you again.”

“Don’t hold your breath.” Her smart mouth moves gracefully when she’s arguing with me. It looks even better wrapped around my cock. That’s going to be her assignment in the morning.

“You’re mine, little sparrow.” I drag my knuckles against her panting chest. “Don’t you ever forget that.”


THREE


THEN

Xina

When he walks into the bookstore, my lip is broken and hurting. He’s not the typical customer. He doesn’t have a tote bag or that nerdy look. He’s tall, broad, and exudes sex appeal. His physique is spectacular. He’s so huge that he towers above most customers, making a strong impression without words. His suit has no creases, and its luxurious texture tells me it’s expensive. His bright white shirt is ironed to perfection and contrasts against his tan skin.

He looks rich. Middle-class people can’t afford to get tanned in the middle of winter. His isn’t an orange fake tan. It’s a rich brown, the kind you can only get by soaking in the sun on a beach.

His posture is immaculate. Straight as a rod. His confidence makes him look powerful. Like he’s somebody important.

He doesn’t look around. He strides straight to the café. His black curls jiggle when he moves.

I’m working alone today. I tense my shoulders behind the counter as he approaches me, looking like a storm cloud about to throw lightning at me.

Mornings are usually quiet in the café. There’s only one customer today, and it’s an old lady reading a book.

“I’ll have a cappuccino to go.” His words are crisp, clear, and sparse. An eerie feeling climbs up my spine when his gaze lingers on my face, examining my swollen lip and the bruises showing through my T-shirt’s scooped neckline. He’s judging me, taking stock of the horrors I’ve been through. He’ll probably turn away in disgust.

“Your boyfriend did that?” He raises one thick eyebrow. His lips twist. His tone is dry.

I scoff. He’s my least favorite type of customer. The kind who pretends to be concerned about domestic violence. “I gave him my consent,” I reply in an even tone. “If you know what I mean.”

I wait for him to figure out the meaning behind my words, to widen his eyes in shock. He looks like a straitlaced businessman. Wealthy but stuffy. He comes from a world of arranged marriages, boring sex for procreation, and charity galas. There’s no way he understands BDSM or the deep release found by surrendering to pain. He might know about bondage. Doesn’t everybody, these days? But he’ll still look at me like I’m a freak.

“You didn’t enjoy it,” he says. His pupils have swollen to cover his gray irises. He looks at me without blinking like he’s scanning through my brain. “You didn’t come, did you?”

I inhale a shocked gasp. Firstly, how did he know that the sex with my boyfriend was dissatisfying? And secondly, why the hell would he ask a stranger at the café if she had an orgasm?

“You’re being crude,” I say. “I’m working.”

“I’m sorry if I offended you. I shouldn’t have said anything.” He doesn’t offer excuses or try to justify his reasons for asking me that question in the first place.

He taps his card against the card machine. He doesn’t make eye contact again. He respects my boundaries without making things awkward. He pulls back his interest and his powerful aura, making it flicker out like a candle.

I have never been treated like this. Usually, my boyfriend argues with me whenever I criticize his behavior or performance in bed. Most people are like that. Their knee-jerk reaction upon being called out is to make excuses, to tell me they meant well, or to keep pushing my boundaries after calling me ‘too sensitive’. Having someone just shut up straight away is a novel experience.

I wonder if this guy is into BDSM. He would make a great dom. I’d feel safe as his sub, knowing my boundaries will be respected, knowing he’ll pull back to make me feel in control.

When his order is ready, he picks it up from the counter and drinks it slowly while typing emails on his phone. He doesn’t spare me another glance. Somehow, that makes me sad.

There’s a scar on his cheek. I can see it even from afar. Maybe it’s the scar that makes me feel we’re alike. We’ve both been hurt by people, by the world.

I sigh and busy myself with scrolling on my phone. But I’m too aware of his presence. I hear the tap of his feet when he gets up. He tosses his empty cup in the trash and strides past me.

I expect him to avoid eye contact, but he stops and reads my name badge.

His steely gray eyes meet mine. I can’t look away. His gaze is intense and mesmerizing. For a second, tension throbs between us and it feels inevitable that we'll end up kissing.

Then he blinks and it fizzles away.

“Your pain has value, Xina. Don’t sleep with men who don’t know that.” He dumps a few bills into the ‘tips’ jar and turns around, walking away without sparing me another glance.
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He returns the next day.

“Cappuccino again?” I ask.

He quirks an eyebrow, stretching the mysterious scar on his cheek. “You remember me.”

“How could I forget?”

He pays with his card again. His attention wavers to the bruises covering my neck and my lips but they’ve started to heal. But he doesn’t say anything. He turns away, heading to a seat by the window.

His broad back is wide and sexy. I want to cling to him and seek comfort in his masculine strength.

“I’ve been thinking about what you said to me,’ I blurt out. He swivels, eyes narrowed “I broke up with my boyfriend. I didn’t like the idea of him using my pain and not giving me anything in return. So…” I shrug.

He closes the distance between us in a few quick strides. He leans over the counter, expression stern. “So?”

It’s an invitation. One I can take or leave. Goosebumps prickle my flesh. There’s something about this guy that draws me in. He’s calling out to my inner daredevil. All cold and mysterious yet he understands what I need.  

Can he give me my heart’s desire?

I’ve slept with a lot of guys. Sometimes replaying the horrors of my childhood and sometimes, I let them give me fresh pain to bury the agony of my past.

“So I’m wondering if you’ll be any different,” I finish. My throat is dry.  “Let’s say I was open to letting you show me a thing or two. What would you do?”

His features darken. “When is your break time?”

“I can take a ten-minute break now. There are no customers,” I reply.

He nods. It’s just a nod, but there’s so much certainty and dark promise in that nod that I immediately put a ‘Will be back soon’ sign on the counter and come around to him.

“Lead me to the restroom,” he says. His voice is crisp, deep, and so rough that it makes shivers run down my spine. He could make me come with his voice alone.

My inner people-pleaser is desperate to give him what he wants. I guide him to the restroom. He locks the door. My eyes widen.

Before I can say anything, he pushes me against the wall. He grabs the back of my throat but doesn’t squeeze. “Daisy is the safe word. Use it when you want to stop.”

There’s no prelude, no loving whispers, no pointless seduction. The mysterious stranger’s hands shift over my skin, exploring my body without reservation. The rough texture of his fingertips makes my pussy clench when he drags them over my stomach.

His lips devour mine. He inhales me like I’m his oxygen. He pushes his tongue into my mouth and it tangles with mine. I ride the steep delight from his passionate kiss. He slides his hand under my T-shirt, caressing my spine, then going lower to cup my ass cheeks.

When he kneads, I moan into his mouth. His other hand grabs the back of my head, pulling me closer. He kisses me hard. Brutally. Whenever I try to pull back, his firm hand pushes me against his lips.

I want to come up for air but there’s no air. All the oxygen around me can’t fill my lungs. My chest burns. His tongue continues to play with mine, stroking me, making me receptive to his kiss. He sucks on my bottom lip until it’s numb. He seals his mouth over mine, grabbing my hair and pulling me deeper into his orbit.

The need to come up for air, to take a deep breath tugs at me but Dominic doesn’t release me. He’s in control. I writhe in his arms as the need to breathe is magnified into a mass of pain in my chest.

He’s stopping my oxygen flow with his mouth. He’s choking me without putting his hands around my throat. Pinpricks of light dance under my eyelids. The heady thrill of his kiss keeps me captive. My limbs don’t move, drugged by the rapture flowing through my veins. I’m drowning, about to die, but I don’t want to save myself.

The lack of air makes me feel lightheaded. My brain is going numb. All I can focus on is the incessant throbbing of my pussy. A surge of wetness rushes out of my hole, soaking my panties.

Fuck. He has had me for a minute and I’m already dripping like a slut.

All he did was kiss me. 

I pant like a dying whale when he releases my mouth. He smiles, satisfied by my response.

“That was...I thought I would die…” I scream, clinging to the lapels of his designer suit. The fabric feels like silk under my hands. Pressing my hand to his solid chest, I steady myself after that near-death experience. The safety that his body offers me triggers a rush of warmth. I can’t believe this is the same man who wouldn’t allow me to breathe.

I put my arms around him, hugging him close and drawing gulps of air.

“But you trusted me to keep you alive,” he says.

I did. Either that, or I trusted him to give me an ecstatic death that I wouldn’t have regretted.

“I trusted you,” I admit.

“Trust me again.” There’s an aura around him, a dangerous miasma that makes me feel like a fly trapped in amber.

I can’t escape the spell he has put on me. Everything around me fades in his presence. No one has had such a powerful effect on my psyche. This guy is special.

“Can I at least know your name?” I ask. “You already know mine. I’m Xina.”  

“Dominic,” he replies.

He raises my arms and pulls up my T-shirt. He stares at my naked body, at my tits pushed up by my bra and my flat stomach and collarbones. He drinks me in like I’m fine wine. I shiver. His gaze is so reverent that I feel like a goddess. A goddess who is about to be ruined by him. “Fuck. You’re stunning.”

His stubble bristles against the bruises on my throat and chest. He drags his jaw along my collarbone, licking and sucking on the wounds my boyfriend left. Well, he’s now my ex since I broke up with him.

Sparks flutter in my core when he unclasps my bra. He eases the straps down my arms. Scooping up one breast, he sucks on my nipple, turning it into a head bead of arousal. Then he bites and a sharp bolt of electricity makes my toes curl.

“Ah!” I cry when he continues to graze my sensitive tip with his sharp teeth. He saws back and forth until my flesh feels raw with pain.

My pussy is leaking and making a mess. Every bite ignites a burst of heat in my core. My pussy is hot and fevered, needy to be touched. My intimate folds throb, begging for his roughness. Begging to be licked and sucked on like my boobs.

Dominic bites down on my ripe bud, torturing me. I writhe in his arms, rubbing my needy cunt against his hard erection. Every rub releases a longing stored deep within. The rough texture of his pant and the thin fabric of my panties abrade my sensitive pussy. I feel the stickiness between my legs.

Dominic grabs my aching nipple between his teeth. A crackle of red streaks through the blackness beneath my closed eyes.

When the pain becomes too much, I bite my bottom lip to stop myself from crying. I’m breathing hard, trying to maintain my equilibrium.

Then he stops biting. His tongue soothes over the spots he bit. A rush of pure pleasure waterfalls down my body. I'm bathed in coolness yet so vulnerable that I want him to hurt me again. I don’t want to know what kindness feels like. I can’t get used to a man soothing me and making me feel safe and precious. The gentleness he shows my broken, hurt skin undoes me on a psychological level.

I sob, clinging to him, feeling a bond between us. What he gives me is more than physical pleasure. It’s hope. Hope that I’ll find someone like him who can tenderly hold me and remind me that life is beautiful after I’ve been through the worst. I understand what he meant when he said my pain had value. He transformed it into vulnerability, then into a fragile, beautiful comfort.

He plucks at my other nipple and I’m wondering if he’ll give it the same treatment. But he pulls his head away from my breasts.

“Bend over,” he says.

I do, and he pulls down my pants along with my underwear, bunching them at my thighs.

Cool air slips past my swollen, wet pussy lips. Each caress feels like a knife’s edge gliding against my hot, needy cunt.

“Such a round and perky ass.” Dominic strokes the globes of my ass. I already know what’s coming.

Dominic’s hand slams against my left cheek. A sharp slap. The sound echoes between the tiles. My pussy convulses, lapping up the sharp sting from the slap.

When he slaps me again, unwelcome emotions fountain up my chest. I swallow, trying to push them down but Dominic notices my discomfort.

He hits again, this time harder. My throat is blocked by the horrible feelings and memories that are slipping through the cracks of my mind.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Xina.” His words break the dam holding back my dark past. It spills into my mind like a swarm of locusts.

When I was young, I used to live in an orphanage. I would always get told off for being a bad girl and being physically abused.

“Dominic…” My voice breaks as I sob, allowing my tears to fall. “I’m a very bad girl.”

“Do you know what bad girls deserve?”

“Punishment,” I reply. Tears blur my eyes as images of the past flash before me. Images of being caned, being thrown into a dark room all alone, images of begging until my voice is hoarse. “Abuse.”

He chuckles darkly. “No, babygirl. Bad girls deserve to have their pussy turned inside out.”

With a startling jerk, his fingers plunge into my wet folds. My inner walls clamp around his thick digits. He pushes his two fingers deeper, curling them and seeking my G-spot. When he hits it, I moan.

Ecstasy roils through my stomach. Instead of feeling good, my chest feels heavy with shame. I’ve been bad and I’m being even more wicked, letting a man finger me when I should be working.

Raw emotion grips my chest. This is beyond any sex I’ve ever experienced. I’m not just feeling pleasure, my mind is swamped by deep, intense emotions. They dig into my chest like skeletal hands, tearing open my heart and forcing me to feel after years of numbing myself.

“Pain isn’t just a physical thing,” Dominic explains. His fingers stroke my pussy walls, eliciting streams of moisture. “It can release emotions buried deep within the surface. It's cathartic, more so than an orgasm.”

“I…” I jerk as tears choke my throat. “I was beaten as a child. Every time they hit me, I felt this deep shame coiling in my belly.”

“Are you feeling that again?” he asks, a touch of concern lacing his voice.

I nod. “I forgot how heavy it was. My body seems to be made of lead.”

“Feel it,” Dominic commands. “There are some sensations you can only feel through the heart, not the body.”

I don’t know why tears trickle down my face at his words. He doesn’t seem bothered. He knows I’m releasing my wounds, marinating in my shame, and letting him mold it into something more.

He shoves his fingers into my sopping-wet pussy, fucking me mercilessly. Every now and then, he slaps my ass, intensifying the pressure in my lower belly.

I feel like a rubber band about to snap.

His fingers are coaxing more shame out of me. I feel like a wicked slut, using my bad-girl ways to lure a man into giving me things I don’t deserve. I want Dominic to tell me I deserve pleasure, I deserve good things, I deserve love even though I’m a horrible person.

“Your pussy has no shame,” he says. “It’s taking everything it can. What a greedy cunt.”

Dominic punishes me even as he eases my pain by rubbing his fingers against my sensitive G-spot. I close my eyes as rapture paralyzes me.

I buck against his fingers, chasing more. Chasing absolution. Chasing his praise. Chasing the scraps of affection hidden beneath his words. I hate to admit it, but I enjoy being weighed down by shame. Maybe it’s because I’m used to it. It numbs my thoughts, dragging me into an abyss where I come undone.

Dominic pushes his digits in and out of my snug channel until I’ve exhausted all my reserves of regret and indignity. Until I’ve exhausted all of my cries and tears.

“Please…” I beg. But it’s not Dominic who I’m begging. It’s the people in my past. “I want to feel joy. I want to be loved. Don’t I deserve your love for being submissive?”

Dominic’s face is blurry because of my tears. I can’t tell what his expression is like. But his voice is steady and soft. “Of course you do, babygirl. You deserve to feel good just like anyone else. It’s the bad girls who are capable of feeling the most pleasure. Did you know that?”

The inescapable, inevitable feeling of surrender drags me into a swamp of pleasure. I cry as I break, letting Dominic torture my pussy.

My shame explodes into an inferno, burning away as it spreads into my veins, turning into physical heat.

A staggering orgasm throbs between my legs, radiating to every part of my body. My world tilts off its axis and I feel like I’m spinning away from everything familiar, everything I thought I knew about myself.

I relish Dominic’s healing touch as he traces the arch of my eyebrow. I have never shown anyone so much of myself. My ex-boyfriend didn’t even know I was abused. But Dominic cut me open and made me spill parts of myself that I keep hidden.

I didn’t know an orgasm could feel so beautiful, fragile, and shameful at the same time. That it could grip me in ways that are not physical. The psychological aftereffects of baring so much of my soul to Dominic will linger for days. I won’t be able to push down the humiliating emotions he brought out. Or the sense of safety with which he held me as he told me wicked women like me weren’t unworthy.

In the past, every time I had sex, I would bury the past, bury my emotions, bury the ugliness I had experienced. But Dominic makes me take ownership of my feelings and uses them to make my sexual experience better.

When the last traces of pleasure fade from my system, he hugs me tight. He kisses my forehead.

“You’re going to need aftercare,” he says, wiping away my tears. “Come with me to my apartment. Let me take care of you while you process your emotions.”

“I have to go back to work⁠—”

“You’re in no state to be alone.”

“But I can’t just disappear in the middle of the workday. My boss will be mad.”

“You can. I’m letting you.” Dominic sighs. He shoves his hand into his pocket, plucks out his wallet, and hands me his business card.

I read it. Dominic is the CEO of Hawthorne Enterprises. That’s the company that owns our bookstore chain.

“You’re my boss’s boss’s boss,” I stutter. “I had no idea.”

“I’m way higher up than that.” Dominic grins. “And I’m letting you take a day off.”

He dresses me carefully, pulling up my jeans and putting my T-shirt back on. His fingers coast over my skin, making me feel needed, secure, and calm even as anxious thoughts invade my head. I showed him my most shameful side. What if he is disgusted by me?

“That was the best orgasm of my life,” I say. “I’m glad I broke up with my boyfriend.”

Dominic cups my cheek. “Be mine, Xina. Be my submissive, my possession, and my girlfriend. I can compensate you very handsomely for it.”

“I don’t need money,” I say. “I’m already yours.”

Dominic presses his mouth against my neck. “I’ll treasure every cry, every scar, and every bruise because it’s proof of your loyalty to me. I’ll never take your vulnerability for granted.”

Dominic’s gray eyes are full of mystery and forbidden depths. I want to know more about him, about his scar about the man behind the suit.

He’s a dark king, wealthy and deviant. And I decided to become his queen.


FOUR


NOW

Xina

I wait for Dominic like a dog waiting for its master. My body grows relaxed when his woody, spicy perfume tickles my nostrils. Sandalwood and pepper.

My pulse beats in my throat, harder with every step he takes toward me. My stomach clenches in anticipation. What new torture will he heap on me tonight?

I have been here for a week. The dungeon is dry and there are no weird smells. The bed is pretty comfortable, too, when he lets me sleep on it. Sometimes, he unshackles one hand so I can eat. Other times he makes me lick food off my plate like a dog. On days I don’t cooperate, he tosses my food on the floor and makes me eat it off the floor.

Today, I got on his nerves so I’m stuck licking water from a dog’s water bowl.

He thinks he is humiliating me. He believes he can break me by denying me human comforts. He doesn’t know I grew up in a corrupt orphanage and went hungry more often than not. I never got to eat on a plate and rarely got to eat luxurious food.

I’m no pampered princess. I feel no shame in licking food off my plate or lapping water from a bowl. My survival instinct is strong.

“Good evening, my captive.” There’s sadistic glee in his tone. It makes my pussy light up. In the past, every time he used that voice, I knew he would give me something good.

Tonight, he’s carrying a small metal box along with my dinner.

“Are you ready to cooperate or should I put your dinner in a dog bowl, too?” he asks.

I grit my teeth. I don’t want to give in to him and let him take one more piece of my vulnerability but I’d like to eat from a plate tonight. My neck hurts from bending.

I pull up my dress to bare my pussy. Dominic hasn’t allowed me to wear panties since he first fucked me. He hasn’t come inside me again and I’m hoping he does. My insides are still tingling from the memory of his cum splashing over my pussy walls.

I spread my legs, exposing my glistening pussy folds. “Go at it,” I say. “I’m not wearing any underwear.”

Annoyance flickers in Dominic’s eyes. “I have a different plan tonight.”

I notice he’s wearing gloves. Satin gloves. I grind my teeth. He intends to deprive me of human touch and make me go crazy. The fabric teases my skin and my psyche explodes with yearning. There’s only a thin layer between his bare skin and mine. I want to tear it away but I’m helpless.

His feather-light touch inspires a rush of moisture between my legs. He skims my arm before pushing his index finger into the soft, squishy flesh at my elbow joint.

“What a nice, healthy vein,” he says.

“I didn’t know you were into veins. That’s weird, even for you,” I reply.

Dominic’s lips curve into a lopsided smile. “You need a good blood vessel to draw blood.”

“What?”

He opens the metal case he brought with him. Inside, there’s a syringe, needle, and a vial of something. I watch him draw the liquid from the vial into the syringe. My legs are already shaking. I don’t like injections. I’m not scared of them but I’m scared of this one.

Dominic flashes his sharp canines in a malicious smile. “The injection will hurt, Xina. But you like pain, don’t you?”

I want to resist but my resistance will result in the needle breaking my skin and leaving me bleeding all over the floor. I’d like to avoid that situation because I doubt he’d let me out of his dungeon to see a doctor.

Dominic has never used needles on me. That was a method of pain we didn’t explore, just like knives. I am not squeamish about sharp objects but he wasn’t confident about his skill in handling them. It’s less extreme than the stuff we’ve done together. Yet it’s strangely intriguing, making my stomach flutter. Thrilling emotions dance over my skin when Dominic swipes rubbing alcohol over my upper arm. The cooling effect relaxes me.

He uses the needle with precision. I wonder if he trained in using syringes before doing this. Dom would never do something he isn’t confident about. He’s always in control. His sense of power comes from competence. 

“What was in the injection?” I bite my lower lip. I’m not feeling anything.

“You’ll find out.”
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I eat dinner feeling uneasy. Dominic watches me like a hawk, his legs crossed. He even helps me eat. I guess he can’t shut away his caring side.

Dominic isn’t like me. He doesn’t seek comfort or salvation through sex. He hasn’t done anything that would warrant absolution. He’s a shrewd businessman and a good-hearted guy with deviant sexual tastes. When we were not having sex, he was always a loving, caring, and normal boyfriend. Not these days, though. Since I left him his personality is 50% bitterness and 50% anger.

After I finish, he wipes my mouth with his satin gloves. He even holds my chin and gives me water from a bottle. I should’ve known then that there was worse to come.

“I’ll see you in a few hours,” he says. “Can’t wait to see the changes to your body.”

“Changes?” I stammer. “What kind of changes?”

He pats my head. “Sleep tight, my pretty captive.”

I fall asleep, hunger and fear lulling me into slumber. When the sound of birds chirping awakens me, I jerk up with a start.

My breasts are sore. They’re throbbing with agony. Prickles of pain sting me when my dress shifts against my sensitive areolae. I’m not sure why my boobs feel heavy, like they’re weighed down with something.

My manacles are loose enough to allow some movement. I push down my dress.

I gasp at the sight of my boobs. My tits are fat and swollen. My pink nipples are engorged. My breasts are so huge. I can’t even fit them in one hand. It’s like they’ve grown three cup sizes overnight. I have no idea what’s happening.

“Good morning, Xina.” Dominic’s voice sounds extra chirpy. The prison’s heavy door opens with a rusty squeak. “I see you’re already producing milk.”

“What the hell do you mean?” I wince when Dominic’s rough finger brushes over my sensitized nipple. I moan with pleasure when my nipple releases creamy drops of white breastmilk. My letdown eases the ache in my shoulders and chest.

Dominic licks the fresh milk from my areola. “So sweet. You’ll make a good hucow.”

Shock paralyzes me. Did he just say hucow? I know what that means. It stands for a human cow. Dominic and I would joke about me breastfeeding him if we had kids someday. We both share a lactation kink. I didn’t think it was possible to turn a normal woman like me into a milk-producing machine overnight.

Dominic must have gotten whatever was in that injection from some shady sources.

“You’re going to milk me?” I bat my eyelashes. I try to sound reluctant but my pussy was in heaven when Dominic licked milk off my breast. I loved feeling his tongue soothing my aching nipple.

“I should let your tits fill up until you’re in pain,” he says.

I thrust out my chest. “I’m already in pain.”

My enlarged nipples are stiffening in the coldness of the dungeon. My areolae are rosy red and swollen, as juicy as cherries about to burst. My chest feels so heavy I can barely breathe.

“Did you like my mouth on your tits?” Dominic rubs his chin, eyes filled with a devilish glint.

I nod, embarrassing myself, giving him one more piece of my vulnerability. “It felt different. Exciting.”

“Get on all fours like a good little cow,” he commands.

The chains are long enough to allow that much movement so I comply, desperate for relief. My creamy, aching mounds are killing me. Discomfort is lodged in my chest like a stone. I want him to suck out all my milk and empty my massive tits.

“Fuck.” Dominic paws my heavy boobs, feeling their weight against his palms. He squeezes them. I cry out in pain. I want relief but his rough touch only makes it hurt more. My pussy squeezes, releasing moisture. “Your tits are so big they’re almost touching the ground. There’s going to be so much milk inside those fat titties.”

I’m hoping he’ll latch onto me but he grabs the back of my neck and pushes my body down until my nipples scrape against the rough cement floor. A sharp sting shoots into me. Agony curls at the base of my skull.  

Dominic doesn’t relent. He seizes my tits, dragging them back and forth over the uneven cement floor. My sensitized buds are abraded by rough stone. I cry every time a new wave of agony grips me. At the same time, being roughly stimulated is erotic.

I love the new sensitivity of my breasts and how even the cold floor can draw out so many sensations from my body.

“Please…it hurts. Can’t you just milk me?” I plead. “I want to feel your warm mouth.”

A villainous laughter echoes in the space.

“You’re not getting my mouth, little sparrow,” Dominic replies. “I’ll milk you with a machine.”

He removes his hands and walks away, returning with a breast pump. Disappointment softens my shoulders. I was looking forward to being soothed by his tongue. I wanted him to taste me, to tell me I was his pretty, submissive hucow.

But beggars can’t be choosers. As long as that machine gets my milk out, I can’t complain. I’m still on all fours, my rump bare. My dress moved up while Dominic was playing with my breasts. My pussy is soaked, ready for a hard pounding.

Dominic attaches the machine to my swollen, bruised nipples. A dull ache presses into my skin when the machine’s powerful suction tugs at my teats, demanding a release of breastmilk. My abused areolae prickle when the machine pulls at my full breasts again.

My letdown doesn’t come, though. Only slow trickles of milk leak from my swollen nipples in response, mixing with the blood from my bruises. The white liquid collects in the bottle, drop by drop.

“You look just like a cow being milked on all fours,” Dominic remarks. “While the machine does its work, I’ll stretch your pussy and fill it with cum.”

I hear him undoing his zipper. And the rustle of his clothes.

He straddles me from behind, rocking his hips and pushing his cock in my ass crack. He holds my fleshy hips firmly as he settles against me. The mechanical whir of the milking machine continues as the device extracts my milk.

I’m wet and slippery as his cock glides over my folds. The protruding veins on his shaft tease my clit and the nerves at my entrance.

I get wetter as the machine milks me, tugging at my sensitive flesh and stimulating my milk-filled breasts to release thick streams of breast milk. Dom breaches my cunt in a single, hard stroke. My bones rattle when his cock hits my depths.

The pain unleashes my ability to be sensitive. Rather than being numb to everything except the sensations in my pussy, I’m suddenly aware of everything. It’s like my mind has been cleared.

Pain can be cathartic, like a clear sunny sky after a rainy day.

I can feel the insistent pull of the milking machine, the cold air caressing my bare skin, and the rigid shaft penetrating my deepest parts.

His cock twitches inside me before Dominic rears back. He slams into me with more force next time. Heat thrashes in my belly. There’s an inferno building inside me and it has no valve to escape from.

My body heats with every penetration, every brutal kiss of his cock. His thick head bobs against my cervix, threatening to tear my insides in two. I close my eyes, gritting my teeth to bear his dick’s assault. Dominic is stretching my pussy and pushing deeper than I’m used to.

Yet, when he explores dark, untouched, forbidden corners of my body, all I feel is a sensual awakening. My belly clenches when he hits my cervix again. He attempts to push past my womb even though he can’t.  

“Give in, Xina.” His hoarse whisper is ragged. “I’m going to fuck your insides and stuff you with cum. You’ll be leaking until midnight.”

When he charges into me again, I scream. I consider ending this torture and telling him the real reason I deserted him on the day of our wedding. If I do, it’ll all be over. He’ll let me go.

But my body doesn’t want this to end. Molten heat gushes in my core, warming my body all over. There’s so much pressure stuck inside me and it’s on the verge of exploding.

My raw, bruised flesh stings when the milking machine sucks harder. My pussy walls contract around Dom’s cock.

“You’re feeling it now,” he remarks. “Daddy loves it when you’re leaking milk like a good girl.”

“Dom…please let me come…” I beg. My knees are shaking so badly I can barely keep myself on all fours. I’m going to collapse from the twin shocks of milking and being fucked at the same time.

Every part of my body is at its maximum tolerance, minutes away from detonating. Electric currents seep into me with every squeeze of the milking machine. I’m dripping rivers of milk, filling up the bottle so fast. The ache in my chest disappears as milk waterfalls out of my swollen tits.

Dominic rides me without mercy. He doesn’t even touch my clit. He doesn’t need to. My pussy is already crying in ecstasy from being milked. Every time my nipples are stimulated, a wave of rapture rolls all the way down my spine, making me curl my toes.

The wet slap of Dom’s balls against my ass fills the air.

My wrists hurt but I keep my palms flattened against the floor. I won’t collapse, not until I have had my release.

I pant, exhaling carefully as Dom plows into me. He drives all the breath out of my lungs with each deep stroke, reminding me of his control over my body.

Exhaustion climbs up my body as my pussy begins to tear from his rough penetration. I love sex when it’s all-consuming like this. When it leaves me tired, in a boneless heap.

“I’m coming!” I yell hard enough to make the walls vibrate as his final thrust tears into me, reducing me to nothing more than his willing cock warmer.

My body bathes his cock in my slick, making his slide easier. Delicious contentment curls behind my eyelids. My entire body relaxes as the milking machine finishes emptying my tits.

Dom keeps up his unrelenting pace until his own release overwhelms him, robbing his control. As promised, he sprays cum on my inner walls, drenching me with semen. I shiver, worried at how quickly I’m growing to love the feeling of being stuffed full of cum.

He’s turning me into his captive cum slut.

“Your tight pussy is so fun to breed,” Dom says. “I love watching you helplessly take every load I give you.”

He sprays more ropes of cum into me, creaming me until his seed leaks out of my hole. Satisfied, Dom slips out of me, examining the mess he created. My pussy is messy with a mixture of semen and my juices. So is the ground. My tits have dried streaks of breastmilk on them when Dom plucks away the milking machine.

Dom takes the bottle of breastmilk I produced. He examines it. “So much milk in those titties. I can’t wait for you to start producing more.”

With a wicked smile, he pours the entire contents of the bottle on me. “Look at you covered in your own titty milk. What a sight.” He smiles. It’s a smile with no tenderness. “My filthy little hucow captive. You’re going to stay in my dungeon and keep producing milk until your ripe tits burst from pressure.”

His tone makes it clear that I’m not getting any aftercare. It’s all part of his plan to break me.

Coldness burrows into my skin. I’m wet and covered in white liquid. Yet, I feel content. Happy. Satisfied. My tits are empty and I’m sated after my orgasm.

I don’t care that I’m bathed in my own breast cream. I feel glorious. Like a milky goddess. Like my sins have been washed away and I have been reborn.


FIVE


THEN

Xina

I can’t breathe. Pain rushes between my ribs, slicing my heart in two. Each snap of the riding crop splinters my soul. My bones rattle from the impact. Dom’s punishment is brutal. I expected it to be bad, but I’m about to pass out.

“Keep your legs straight, babygirl,” he reminds me.

I fight to straighten my trembling legs. They’re numb. Throbbing with agony. My muscles are worn out. I can’t get them to move.

Still, I hold my tongue, refusing to utter my safe words. I don’t want to disappoint Dominic.

Dominic Astor is a man who is way out of my league. The only reason I get to lie on his silk sheets and be caressed by his powerful hands is because I chose to be his submissive. I want to soak in every moment of his presence, even when tears blur my vision. Because being with him is all I’ve dreamed of.

He kneads my ass cheeks, massaging them and giving me time to recover before he resumes the whipping. Even amidst our kinkiest encounters, he shows me kindness. He likes causing pain but he likes it more when I can bear it.

“Thank you…” I murmur, shocked I have a voice left. “Thank you for punishing me.”

He makes me feel safe, steady, and desired. When we’re apart, there’s an emptiness inside me that I cannot shake. He fills me with life, fills me with the desire to live. The pain he inflicts energizes me.

Dominic stops. My stinging flesh throbs. “All twenty. You did well, little sparrow.”

I exhale loudly.

His praise is like an oasis in the desert. I’d undergo the agony of having my body broken all over again just so I could hear those words. So I could be worthy of his praise. I want to be his good girl, deserving of his love, and his affection.

He drags a finger over my raw and sensitive flesh. “Poor little thing.”

His touch is tender but it echoes inside me. I lie on my stomach as Dom rakes his hand over the welts on my ass and the backs of my thighs. Every brush releases sparks under my skin. My core is raw with pain, desperate with need. Ragged breaths whistle out of my nostrils.

Dom’s fingers trail to my aroused folds. He pushes his fingers into my soaked flesh, humming in approval. “So wet and ready to be taken. I love it when you’re dripping all over my sheets.”

Dominic’s heavy body climbs on top of mine. My wrists are still bound and resting over my head. I can’t move even if I wanted to.

Being helpless and passive gives me a sense of calm. I don’t have to do a thing. I can surrender and let Dominic take control, knowing he’ll ensure my pleasure. I trust him to make my pain worthwhile, to give meaning to the suffering that I undergo.

“Uh.” I moan when he peppers kisses on my back.

His cock notches at my entrance. Before I can mentally prepare myself, he pushes into my tight pussy, stretching me wide with his thick cock. My pussy tingles as friction shoots up to my brain, numbing my nerves. It’s like I’m in anesthesia. All I can feel is his hard length thrusting into me, driving away every other thought in my head.

He tilts his lips. His cock brutalizes my core. In and out without mercy. Heat snakes up the back of my throat. Friction makes currents move in my pussy. When his thighs hit my ass, excruciating pain swirls through me. The hair on his thighs tickles my sore, sensitive wounds.

“Dom….” I breathe, barely able to keep my eyes open. I can feel sleep dragging me into the darkness.

“You can take it, babygirl. Come for Daddy. Soak my cock in your juices,” he encourages.

How can I give up now?

He grabs my hips, holding them as he changes the angle of his assault. He drills into me at a deeper angle, reaching secret places inside me. His cock scrapes against my G-spot, eliciting moans of pleasure.

I’m already woozy from the pain. Dominic’s deep thrusts add another layer of excitement. Darkness slithers along the edges of my vision.

I want to give up. I want to close my eyes and let sleep pull me under. But pain jerks me awake. Heat swells in my belly. The tension in my pussy snaps when he bottoms out in me. My lungs empty.

The hopelessness that forms a heavy ball in my stomach dissolves when his final thrust pushes me over the edge.

I surrender to his control, lavished by his unyielding dominance. He continues to chase his own release, pushing in and out of my wet channel. His balls slap against my ass. Pain curls at the back of my head. I won’t be able to sit for a few days. My ass is going to be stinging all the time.

But it was worth it.

Not just because my orgasm feels like floating on the ocean under the sun. But because he made me forget who I was. He made me forget that I’m a monster, unworthy of love. He made me into his good girl, his submissive, a woman deserving of intimacy. He created a new me.

I cough when Dominic comes inside me. His cum coats my bare walls. I sigh, relishing the moment when we’re joined together. He fills me with more loads of semen, pumping every bit of his seed into my tight pussy until he has nothing more to give.

“Good girl. You took everything Daddy gave you.” He pats my head at the end. He pulls out with a jerk. His fingers trace the swell of my ass. Cum trickles out of my freshly-fucked pussy, dripping onto his expensive silk sheets. “Your pussy looks good when it’s filled with cum. Such a pretty cum slut.”

My pussy continues to leak semen. The sticky liquid slides down my thighs. Dom wipes me down with a cloth but it hurts. My skin is delicate after being whipped.

“Thank you,” I mutter.

“You did well bearing all that pain like a good submissive.”

“I’ll do anything you want, Daddy.” I’m absorbed in this good girl act. I can’t stop, even though the scene is over. It feels like a sanctuary, a lie that erases truths I don’t want to face. “All I want is to be your good girl.”

We share a few moments of silence as our minds wrap around a new reality. We try to shift into another headspace. As usual, I can’t do it. I’m still needy and still hurting, waiting for Dominic to take control, to tell me it’s okay for me to be normal again.

He breathes and finds his own center, grounding himself before embracing me. There’s no brutality in his hug, only gentleness. He caresses my hair, coaxing me into a safe space. I crawl onto his lap, greedily lapping up his attention, his care.

He grabs the cool compresses he placed on the nightstand. He presses it over the red marks on my skin. The extreme coldness of the ice pack burns against the heat from my wounds. Dominic applies the cream he always uses to make sure I heal faster and ensure minimal scarring.

Dominic doesn’t skimp on aftercare. But no matter what he does, the pain he gives me never goes away. My body clings to it as proof of our time together, refusing to heal.

“Tell me how you’re feeling, Xina. Was that okay?” His voice is still authoritative but not tyrannical. He runs his fingers along my back, pressing the compress into spots that are still red. “You looked pale near the end.”

“We might have stretched my boundaries a little too far,” I admit, rubbing my cheek against his broad, muscled chest. Being with him is a salve. The medical care he administers pales in comparison to the intimacy and closeness we share.

Dominic kisses my forehead. His evening stubble bristles against my skin and my pussy clenches. “You should have used the safe word.”

“I didn’t want to ruin your experience.”

Dominic hisses. His whiskey eyes narrow in frustration. “How many times do I have to tell you that hiding what you’re feeling is what ruins my experience?”

“You came quickly tonight,” I tease. “You were hard because I took so many whippings from you.”

Dominic sighs, unable to hide his glee. Sadism is entrenched into his personality, his aura. “Your cries were so sweet. You absorbed my ugliness when I let go inside you.”

“Does your past still haunt you?” I hold his arm, pressing it to my stomach.

“It’s a part of me, Xina. It will always be a part of me.”

Dominic has a complicated family story. He was scarred at a young age and the scar on his cheek became a focal point. He was made to feel undeserving of love due to his ugliness. Over time, he transmuted what was physical into something that became a part of his personality. He thinks he’s unworthy of coming, unworthy of pleasure until he’s with someone as ugly as him. The pain, the scars, they’re meant to make me less beautiful, to convince him that he deserves my body, that he deserves to be inside my pussy because I’m ugly, too.

But outside the bedroom, he always compliments me, telling me I’m the most stunning woman he has seen. He means every word. He has never cheated on me and is obsessed with me. A woman couldn’t ask for much more. He’s a sweet boyfriend, buying me flowers and taking me on weekend getaways, though we often get kinky at nighttime.

He’s the best dom I’ve ever had. He challenges me, but he also takes care of me. I trusted him the moment I laid eyes on him. We have been together for two years and in that time, our relationship has deepened. We trust each other with our secrets.

Well, except one. I know someday I’ll have to tell him about what I did but I don’t want him to leave me. Dom is an amazing guy. I’ll never find someone as wonderful, wealthy, and stable as him again.

Before I met him, my life was a series of heartbreaks and sufferings. I was an orphan and I started working as soon as I turned eighteen. I endured humiliation and degradation every day. From my bosses, my co-workers, and even the guys I dated. But none of it came with a reward at the end. It was just an endless cycle of misfortune and it made me lose hope.

He took me in his arms that day at the café and turned my pain into something more. Into reward, pleasure, and submission. He opened up my mind and showed me a new world.

“Shhhh, it’s okay.” He holds the back of my head, murmuring to me in his soothing voice. Dom’s voice changes completely when he’s not having sex with me. It’s the contrast between his dominant nature and his softer side that has me addicted to him. I was used to abusers, used to men who had a one-tone personality. Complexity is what makes people interesting. Despite what Dom thinks, his layers make him exquisite.

“Dom, promise me you’ll never leave me, no matter what,” I say. “Even if you find out someday that I’m a terrible person, promise me you’ll love my ugliness.”

Dominic raises his eyebrows. “I love everything about you, Xina. You have access to parts of my soul that nobody has ever seen. You’re not just my partner, you’re a part of me.”

“I’ll never let you go.” I rub my cheek against his chest, soaking in his love, his warmth and feeling hopeful that the past doesn’t matter. “We’ll be together forever. Just us.”

“Do you want to get married? It doesn’t get more ‘forever’ than that.” Dom asks all of a sudden. His voice is calm so I don’t think it’s a spur-of-the-moment question. I never interrogated Dominic about his views on marriage or our relationship in the long-term but he must have thought about it.

“Someday,” I reply. “Right now, I’m not ready for that.”

“When you are, all you need to do is tell me.” Dominic kisses my ear. “I can’t wait to make you my wife, Xina.”

Guilt pricks me. Do I deserve to be his wife when he doesn’t know the truth about me? Can I let him believe this is who I am for the rest of our lives?

I push down the dark thoughts. I want to enjoy every moment with Dominic. He’s my escape.

I wrap myself in his arms, content to be his for a day longer.


SIX


NOW

Dom

I place a vase filled with pink roses on the desk in the dungeon. A wine bottle and a basket of food go beside it. I went all out today, even spreading a white and pink gingham tablecloth.

I want to have a proper meal with Xina. One where she’s opposite me, and we’re both eating like humans. I have tortured her enough. I have taken her roughly, milked her like a cow, and made her lick food and water off the ground. But she’s not breaking.

I guess she’s enjoying all the humiliation. I spent last night thinking about all the times Xina had let me in and revealed a part of herself. Most of the time, we weren’t even having sex. It was during our dates, during the tender, quiet moments between us.

She might pretend to be tough, but she’s a romantic.

Xina swallows, her throat muscles protruding through her thin skin. Her eyes are misty. I wonder if that’s due to her aching tits or because she is recollecting our past.

This setup is exactly like our first date, except our first date was a picnic in my mansion’s private garden. We drank the same brand of wine and ate food from a picnic basket while getting to know each other.

“What are you doing?” she asks when I free her arms from the manacles followed by her legs. I have let her use her hands to eat before. Sometimes, I free her legs so she can walk around the cell. But I have never allowed her the freedom of complete movement.

“It’s a prison date,” I reply. “I thought I should try and woo you since you aren’t responding to punishment.”

Xina’s eyes flicker with a hint of naughtiness. “Aren’t you afraid I’ll try to rob you, lock you in here, and escape?”

I chuckle. “You can try.”

There’s a marked size difference between us. From the first moment I felt her tiny body against mine, I was mesmerized. The contrast between our physical abilities made me feel strong and powerful, like a real dom.

I wrap my fingers around her slim wrist, feeling a touch of possessiveness curling at the base of my spine. I used to hold her like this so often but now it feels like a luxury. I lead her to the chair on one side of the desk.

“Sit down,” I say and she obeys. Her blue eyes track me when I move and occupy the seat opposite hers.

She isn’t clawing out my eyes or escaping like I expected. I guess she enjoys being here under my control, under my protection. Even if she won’t admit it. Xina doesn’t have any family. I was the only person she could rely on.

Looks like that hasn’t changed.  

That thought makes me happier.

“We’re going to play truth or dare.” I rub a coin between my fingers. “Heads it’s you, tails it’s me. If you pick truth and fail to answer or pick dare and fail to do what I ask, you’ll have to suck my cock as punishment.”

“And what if you fail to answer my questions?” Her breathing is ragged. She presses her bony fingers into her swollen breasts. I haven’t milked her since yesterday morning. She must be full of milk.

“I’ll suck on your pretty, milky tits,” I say. “How does that sound?”

She nods.

I toss the quarter. It spins in the air, somersaulting back to my palm.

It lands on heads.

“Dare,” Xina says instantly, her plump lips moving gracefully. My little sparrow looks gaunt after a week in prison. There are shadowy crescents under her eyes. Her face is dull and gray like a zombie’s. But she’s still alluring like a delicate bird. I love her fragile facial features and her petite body. That’s why I call her my sparrow.  

“Play with your titties until you’re leaking. I want to see you dripping like a sweet cow.” Her breasts are engorged and if she doesn’t express my milk, she might actually faint. I can see how uncomfortable she looks every time her dress moves over her breasts. “If you need any help, all you have to do is ask.”

“Xina flips her hair back. She isn’t intimidated by my request. But judging from the splotches of red on her cheek, she’s turned on. “Fine.”

She pulls down her dress, feeding me the precious sight of her massive breasts. They’re bigger than yesterday though they’ll start deflating soon. The effects of the lactation serum I injected will wear off in 72 hours. This is my last chance to enjoy her milk.

Xina scoops up her breasts, gathering her flesh in her tiny hands. She massages her darkened areolae, drawing circles around them. She whines and moans as her touch releases agonizing sensations into her tender flesh.

She squeezes both her tits, massaging her fat lumps in an attempt to trigger her letdown. That must have sent a painful shock through her breast because she was wincing. Xina pauses before trying again. This time she pulls at her hard buds, stimulating them with her fingertips.

Milk squirts out of her thick nipples, trickling down her boobs.  

“See? That wasn’t so hard,” I say.

But when Xina squeezes again, she groans. The texture of her fingers must be too rough for her sensitized breasts. Her skin is still raw from the scratches she got after I scraped her boobs against the ground. She’s going to need a warm mouth to make this feel good.

“Dominic…Daddy…” She bats her lashes like an innocent girl. This is my favorite Xina who isn’t ashamed of her neediness. “Please milk me with your mouth.”

She’s playing with fire. But I have always admired her guts.

“Sure, my little sparrow. I’ll empty your tits for you. Come sit on my lap like a good girl.”

Xina gets onto her feet. She sashays toward me, her fat tits bouncing. Fuck. Those humongous melons look sexy on her otherwise slim, petite body. I wish I could keep injecting her with the serum and keep her tits massive forever.

She straddles my lap, her legs dangling on either side of me. She pushes out her chest, feeding me one breast.

“Such ripe, juicy nipples.” I caress her distended buds. My cock throbs at the sight of thick white milk flowing out of her stiff nipples. When her pussy grinds against my dick, a wave of pleasure makes me close my eyes. “I have dreamed of sucking on them.”

I dig my fingers into her shoulders, latching onto her left breast. My tongue explores the contours of her lactating breast, tickling her huge nipple and testing the soft skin of her areola. When I flick my tongue over the hard point, stimulating her udders, it increases the amount of milk she pours into my mouth.

I suck harder, making her cry. Damn, her nipples have grown in size, too. It’s like chewing a hard candy that tastes like milk.

I groan as she supplies me with fresh titty cream. It sprays out of her so hard, it hits the back of my mouth. Xina’s hucow tits flood my mouth with breastmilk. She keeps pouring like a fountain as if she has an inexhaustible reserve of breast cream.

I enjoy every second of licking her sore breasts, feeling the bruises on her areolae. Knowing I gave her those wounds sends a rush of heat through my belly. Feeling her scars adds a layer of excitement to the milking process.

I’m so glad I waited.

Xina hugs my face closer to her chest, pushing her fingers into my hair and arching her back every time I tug with my mouth, demanding more of her delicious breast milk.

“Daddy…your mouth is making me so wet,” she says. I feel the moisture seeping through her bare folds when I slide my hand under her dress and touch her cunt. Her soft pussy throbs with feminine heat, desperate for a man’s duck. She’s such a slutty girl, always lubricated for me. She gets wet without much effort.

I suck harder until I’ve drained one breast. Then I pluck her other nipple. “Your milk tastes so sweet, Xina,” I say. “And your scars feel delicious under my tongue.”

“When you hurt my sensitive breasts, it felt so good, my pussy wouldn’t stop clenching,” Xina replies. She shifts on my lap, angling her neglected breast toward my mouth.

I capture her swollen bud between my lips. My patience is wearing thin, so I bite her engorged breast, forcing her body to spill milk into my warm, waiting mouth.

Xina throws her head back, moaning like a cat in heat. “Yes! Daddy, you’re making my body vibrate with heat.”

I massage her tit, squeezing it like a bottle to make her squirt milk on my tongue. Xina’s boobs are generous. They keep giving, keep flooding my mouth with thick breastmilk until I have drained her completely.

“Such a fucking treat,” I say, licking traces of breastmilk from my lips. “I won’t be able to resist drinking from you tonight.”

“I’ll let you,” Xina says. “It’s agonizing when my tits are filled with milk.”

Though her breasts are empty, she doesn’t move from my lap. She keeps grinding her pussy against my meaty ridge. I let her. The slow buzz of pleasure in my groin is welcome after months of celibacy. God, how I missed her.

“We’ll continue our game,” I tell her.

I flip the coin again. It lands on tails.

“Truth,” I say.

Xina’s voice is small and low. “Why did you fall in love with me, Dom?”  

“Because of your honesty,” I reply. “You never tried to hide who you were or what you were into. You didn’t let other people’s judgment affect you, either. I was drawn to your courage and authenticity. Later, I fell in love with everything about you. Your smile, your body, your insights on life, your strength, and most of all, your great capacity for love.”

I don’t give her any time to process my answer. I grab her hair, yanking her closer as I seal my mouth over hers.

My tongue is still coated in her breast milk. I rub it over her tongue, forcing her to taste her own maternal fluid. Her arms lock around me. Our tongues tangle passionately, turning our kiss into a make-out session. Our chemistry was always off the charts. Looks like Xina is still weak against the needs of her body.

But I won’t give her enough to satisfy her. I need to keep her desperate and craving until she tells me the truth. I pull away. Her eyebrows knit in confusion.

“Do you remember why you fell in love with me?” I ask. Her eyes are hazy, her body drugged by my kiss.

I’m worried Xina will tell me I’m only allowed one question. But she’s in the throes of ecstasy. She presses her nose against mine. There’s love in her gaze, something I have missed. I thought she was over me, but I’m convinced she isn’t. “Because you made me believe that someone would come to my rescue. You always took care of me when I was powerless and made sure I didn’t suffer in silence.”

I rub the underside of her breast. “Has anything changed?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you no longer believe that I will take care of you?”

“I…I don’t know.” Xina turns away.

“Tell me what made you walk away from our marriage,” I push. “Whatever it was, I’ll take care of you.”

Xina shakes her head. The smoky heat in her eyes clears, leaving them cold and lifeless. “We’re playing truth or dare and I didn’t pick truth, Dominic.”

“Xina, must you be so difficult?” Disappointment prickles my chest. I was so close to getting an answer out of her. She was pliant, responsive, and receptive after that milking and kiss.

But now she shuts down again. She peels off my lap, going back to her seat. Putting distance between us.

I urge myself to be patient. I’ll have to play the long game if I want her to confess.

“Let’s eat. We’ll continue our game later.” I pour wine into the two glasses I brought. Xina sipped on the wine, emptying its contents before I unpacked the food my cook made for us. I leave it on the table.

She must be ravenous because she stuffs herself like she’s starving.

I was hoping for a conversation but the meal passes in silence. Xina's constant chewing and drinking sounds fill the air. In the end, she eats everything and I don’t even get a bite.


SEVEN


THEN

Xina

They say there’s no such thing as the perfect crime.

I committed one when I was eighteen. When the director of the orphanage groped my ass and tried to force himself on me once I left the orphanage, I stabbed him with a knife. I washed it with bleach, of course, so it bore no stains. I cleaned up the crime scene perfectly.

Then, I dissolved his body in a vat of concentrated hydrochloric acid. There was nothing left of him after a day except bones. I buried his bones in the bottom of a river.

The police never found his body. He was reported as missing, not dead.

That’s why nobody came knocking on my door. Not a soul in the world except me knows that I’m a murderer.

Until someone found out a day before my wedding. That’s why I couldn’t marry Dominic. I didn’t want him to be associated with me. I was blackmailed. I had to leave him or risk my crime coming to light. There would be no proof, of course. The body was still missing.

But Dom would be ruined. And I couldn’t allow that to happen.

So, on the day of our wedding, I ran away. I ran away so he could be happy.

But me? I was only happy when I was with him.


EIGHT


NOW

Xina

I grow frustrated waiting for Dom to visit me every day. After our tender, beautiful date, I have been craving Dominic's company. He broke down my walls and now I can’t build them back up.

Our relationship was deep and emotional, not just physical. When he reminded me of the romance we used to share, it dissolved my resistance faster than the sex.

Does he know being loved by him is my weakness?

He looked at me like I was the reincarnation of an angel, believing in my innocence. Maybe I should tell him the truth today. Break his heart forever. He might let me go once he knows about what I did.

I’m so lost in my thoughts that I miss his approach. I jerk when he tucks two fingers under my chin and pushes my face up. “Good morning, little sparrow.”

I meet his gray eyes. There’s hope in them. I shift my gaze to the table. He brought wine again today. Will he make me play truth or dare again? Will I be forced to give him another part of me that I kept hidden?

I sigh. I knew it was inevitable. This day was destined to come. My words will change all his love for me into hate and revulsion.

“I will give you the answers you want,” I say when Dominic unlocks my handcuffs. “I’ll tell you why I ran away.”

The lines on Dom’s face deepen. He curls his fingers into fists. “I’m listening.”

“I killed someone,” I say. “When I was eighteen, the director of my orphanage tried to take advantage of me. I murdered him and disposed of his body. The police think he’s still missing. Only I know he’s dead. But someone found out. They blackmailed me before the wedding, threatening to go to the press. I was scared. I don’t want to go to prison, Dom, even if what I did was wrong. He was a terrible man. He deserved it. But you don’t deserve me. I’m a killer and I have no remorse. I’m not just a bad girl, I’m an evil girl. Don’t you see I can’t be your wife?”

Something shifts in Dom’s gaze. It’s like the final piece of the puzzle has clicked into place. He’s likely recalling all our interactions, wondering how he missed the clues. I was so obvious, constantly telling him how I was a bad girl who wanted his love.

Did he think I was being metaphorical?

“Is that why you think you’re bad?” Dom asks. His fingers trace my jaw slowly. He moves his head closer to mine, trying to eat up all the space between us.

When he’s so close to me, I feel both safe and raw. I can’t lie, not when his breath is hot against my skin, making my nerves tingle with desire.

“I needed you to punish me,” I reply. “Nobody else can hold me accountable for what I’ve done. Only you have the power to erase my darkest sins and fill me with pleasure. Every time you praise me, the past matters less and less. I forget who I am when you love me. But the world will never forget.”

“My little sparrow, you have carried so much guilt inside you.” Dominic cradles me against his chest. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I thought you’d leave me. I’m a cold-blooded murderer, not a pitiable orphan. I know you’re out of my league. You come from a respectable family. They don’t want you marrying someone like me.”

Dom kisses my ear dragging his jaw along the curve. His stubble prickles my skin, filling my core with heat and need. “You’re my light, Xina. I’m nobody without you. If I have given you salvation, you have given me beauty. I feel less of a monster when I’m with you. We’re birds of a feather.”

“You’re not a killer,” I quip.

“You were a survivor. You did what you had to,” Dom says. “If I had been in your place, I would have done the same thing. He was a powerful man and you were just a girl who had nothing and no one by your side. The world, the law, and society would all believe him. But I believe you. I don’t hate you for protecting yourself. You survived and came to me. That’s all I care about.”

Dom hugs me tighter. His acceptance, love, and the safety I feel in his arms trigger a waterfall of tears. All the pain, rage, and guilt I had been holding back spills out as he slashes me open with his gentleness. I wail loudly.

“Can you live with me knowing I killed someone?” I scream. Emotions are crumbling in my chest, rising to my throat. Tears are violently spilling from my eyes. Telling Dom about my past changed something inside me. The tightness and guilt I always clung to is receding, leaving me with empty space.

“I cannot live without you, Xina.” Dominic rubs the side of my neck, moving his fingers up and down the line of my throat. His touch is deeply comforting, keeping me grounded even as my body purges the heavy sensations in my belly. “I always knew you were hiding something from me. I suspected it might be something like this. And I chose to fall in love with you and keep you anyway. Nothing you say or do will ever make me love you less. Do you still not get that?”

“Dom…” My voice trembles. Words won’t emerge from my lips anymore. What more can I say to him? He isn’t fazed by my crime. He is looking at me like I’m an angel, a pure, untainted creature. Maybe to him, I will always be his Xina, his little sparrow.  

“I’m willing to shoulder all your darkness because I’m your dom and your darkness is for me to hold, nurture, and protect.” Dominic sets his arms on my shoulder. Then he kisses my chest where my dark heart is beating wildly. The touch of his lips feels like acceptance, like coming home. All my life I was afraid I would never find a place to belong because of what I did. But now I have found a beautiful sanctuary in the arms of my dom. “Forget about the past, little sparrow. Forget about what you did. I forgive you, Xina, and I still want you. I’ll take care of whoever is threatening you.”

“Dom, are you crazy? You could get so much backlash if this ever gets out.”

“It’ll never get out.” When Dominic assures me in that powerful, authoritative voice, I’ll believe anything. “I’ll make sure your past stays hidden. I’m your master. Do you trust me?”

I nod. How could I not trust Dom? He has given me more than any other man, more than I deserve. I will never be able to repay him for the rest of my life. He plucked me from my miserable existence and showed me a world filled with intense depth, honesty, opulence, and true love.

“I trust you,” I say. “And I love you. You’re right. I never stopped loving you. You are the best man I have ever met. I was afraid of telling you the truth. I didn’t want to lose your heart. I’m surprised you accepted me but if you change your mind, at least I’ll die happy knowing I was loved despite being a killer, even if it was only for a few days.”

“I’ll always love you, Xina.” Dominic kisses my heart again. “That’s a vow.”


EPILOGUE


NOW

Xina

He didn’t let me go. I’m still his captive.

I await Dom’s footsteps. I confessed my sins and he said he’ll bear my guilt. But he didn’t free me. Is his revenge not complete?

My throat tightens when he approaches my cell. There’s a somber expression on his face. He’s wearing a tuxedo with a bowtie. Is he coming back from a gala?

He puts the sheaf of papers he’s carrying on the table and kneels before me. I tense, wondering whether he plans to hand me over to the police. Dom is already mad that I left him and now he has incriminating information to use against me.

What if this is his final revenge, the reason he kept me imprisoned? Fear burns my throat as I consider the terrible possibility of his betrayal.

I inhale when Dominic reaches into his pocket. He flattens his palm. There’s a velvet box on it. His fingers carefully lift the lid, revealing the two rings within. A simple gold band for him and a diamond solitaire for me.

“Dom is that…”

“A ring. I’m going to marry you. Right here, right now. In this dungeon, with you in chains. I think this kind of marriage fits us better than a lavish wedding in a hotel.”

“I don’t mind,” I reply. My fears dissolve. I should have known Dom wouldn’t disappoint me. Relief rushes into my tight chest. “But nobody will know we’re married.”

“It doesn’t matter anymore. Back then, I was arrogant. I wanted to show you off without realizing you weren’t comfortable being showed off.” He takes my hand, brushing his lips over my knuckles, back and forth until my chest explodes with love for this phenomenal man. “I don’t want the world to know you’re mine. We know we belong to each other and that’s all that matters.”

He plucks out the diamond ring and slides it onto my ring finger. “I’m sorry there are no vows. But at this point, I don’t think we need any. We have given more to each other than empty words.”

“You’re right.” With trembling hands, I grasp the golden ring and slide it onto his finger. I love its dull shine, and how it glitters without being noticeable. Dominic is right. I never wanted a loud, public proclamation of togetherness. We have always lived in the dark, within the protective cocoon of each other’s warmth. Our relationship was hidden from the world and that’s how we liked it.

Dom watches me silently, rubbing his thumb over his new wedding band.

“Won’t you kiss me?” I ask, lips quaking. “I’m your wife now.”

I see the way his jaw tightens at the word ‘wife’. Dominic grabs my face. His lips crash down on mine. All the pain and trauma of the past fade into the background as his lips caress mine, filling me with gratitude, devotion, and love. A lone tear snakes down my cheek.

I didn’t believe everlasting, eternal love existed. I didn’t imagine anybody would accept me once they knew I was a killer.

But Dominic is my husband now. I’m proud to call him that.  

He doesn’t deepen the kiss with his tongue. He keeps it chaste and pulls away.

He bends down and inserts a key into the thick metal around my limbs. The cuffs holding my hands and ankles click open.

“You’re free now, Xina.” Dominic whispers. He helps me come to my feet. I wobble since I haven’t walked for over a week. I lean against his strong body. Letting him take control comes easy to me.

He leads me to the desk in the cell.

“These are marriage registration papers. Sign them,” he says. “I’m not forcing you to, but I want you to.”

I squeeze the pen and scrawl my signature across the pages. Dominic has already signed and filled out our details.

“I found your blackmailer,” he says. “It was my brother. He didn’t want us to get married. But he doesn’t have any real dirt on you. I assured him it’d be in his best interests to forget about the matter altogether.”

“Did he want the company?” I inquire.

“He did, but he won’t get it.” Dominic shrugs. “He won’t get anything from me. His threat was more of a prank, in my opinion. I don’t think he had the guts or the proof to go to the press.”

“Thank you,” I say. “That was weighing on me.”

“The past is the past, Xina. You’re my wife now. Whatever you did before doesn’t matter to me. I’ll take responsibility for keeping you safe and protecting your secrets.”

“I’m sorry I left you,” I say. “You’re way too good for me.”  

“No, we’re perfect for each other.” Dominic’s smile is full of teeth. It’s infectious. Before I know it, I’m smiling, too. He picks me up bride-style, carrying me out of the cell. “Let’s celebrate our wedding night. There’s a feast waiting for us in my room.”

“I love you.” I cry, locking my arms around him. “I will never take your love for granted, Dominic. Or your forgiveness.”

“There’s nothing to forgive.” He stares at me. “I told you, didn’t I? Our relationship isn’t like other relationships. I love your darkness as much as your light. We’re both ugly. We’re meant to be soulmates.”

“Soulmates?” I guffaw. “You believe in that stuff?”

“Don’t you?” Dom’s gaze is soft and loving. My inner critic gives up. What is the point of negativity when there’s no reason for it?

“I do,” I reply. “I never did, but when I’m with you, I do.”
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