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Forewarning


Hello Lovelies,
There is no easy way of saying this. This is a sick story. Honestly, I'm writing this before I have even written a word of their story, but the blurb was enough to inform my brain of the depths of these—psychos.
I look forward to meeting them, and I hope you do, too.
TWs:
Violence, noncon (not CNC), dubcon, gore, torture, serial killing, profanity, breath play, knife play, breeding, removal of birth control & fisting.
This isn't a dark romance. It’s more of a deadly courtship.
Enjoy the ride.
Lots of Love,
LoveBite Shorts xXx
P.S. No bunnies were boiled in this book.
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Chapter 1
Harrison
After taking a few deep breaths, I hit Gail’s number. It rang out again. I stood up and threw the receiver onto my glass table. After glancing at my watch, I marched out of my office to find the useless bitch.
She wasn't at her desk. I searched her desk to see if the courier's envelope was there. After going through her drawers and finding a whole host of food and make-up crammed there, I slammed it shut.
It wasn't lunchtime, and she should be at her fucking desk. I didn't have time for this shit.
I walked out onto the open floor, glancing around the bays of tables. I glanced at the closest person to me.
“Have you seen Gail?” I snapped.
“Uh—no, sorry,” the dimwit replied.
After I’d checked in the break room, I knocked on the lady's bathroom before I went to the floor below to search for her.
When I saw her sitting on a desk, snorting with laughter like a pig, I knew if I didn't get her sacked, I would end up killing her.
After taking a deep breath and composing myself. I approached the laughing hyena.
“Gail, did the courier arrive?”
Her head whipped towards me, and I saw the envelope in her hand. I leaned forward and yanked it out of her hand.
Behind Gail was someone I had never seen before. She had a small smile on her glossy pink lips, but it was her dark eyes. They looked almost black in colour against the white of her eyeball.
My eyes slid down her seated body she was wearing a fitted black skirt suit. The jacket highlighted her large breasts. My lip curled in disgust. It was probably one of those push-up bras or, worse fake tits. She swung her chair around to face me, and my eyes dropped down her tanned legs, and the highest red fuck me stiletto shoes were on her feet.
“Sorry, Mr Malloy. I got caught up with Val,” Gail said with all the humour gone from her voice.
I pulled my eyes away from her red shoes and back towards her black eyes.
“Val? I don't recognise you,” I said before I looked around the quiet accounting department.
“I only started two weeks ago,” she replied softly.
I glanced at her as she held her hand out for me. I gripped her small hand and shook it.
“Valeria Cornell,” she said.
“Harrison Malloy.”
She pulled her hand out of mine.
“Pleased to meet you, Mr Malloy,” her pink lips curved on one side.
She was all wrong. I glanced over her black hair that was pleated and running down one side of her shoulder. She looked professional enough except for her red shoes.
I grunted before turning towards Gail. The hapless twit.
“You have a lunch break for gossiping. Do it in your own time,” I growled at her before walking out of the office and dashing up the stairs.
My thoughts went back to those red fuck me shoes as I reached my office door. I shook my head. I would rather put a bullet through my skull than shit where I ate.


∆∆∆
 
It was almost five past eight, and Gail had yet to bring in my morning coffee. I rubbed my forehead. Thank God it was Friday.
Why was I surrounded by incompetence?
I sighed before going outside to check if she was at her desk yet.
The desk was bare, her handbag wasn't there, and neither was my fucking coffee. I needed to go to the break room to get some coffee. I didn't have time to go to the coffee shop this morning.
I was fiddling around with the coffee machine when I heard footsteps behind me. Hoping it was Gail, I quickly turned around only to be faced by Valeria.
“Need a hand?”
My eyes went towards her hand. My need for caffeine was greater than my pride.
“Yes,” I said sharply.
She walked closer, and I inhaled her flowery perfume. There was a hint of musk and a sweetness in there. I stood back and watched her assemble the coffee machine like a pro. My eyes ran down her voluptuous ass towards her cream coloured fuck me shoes. The back of the long thin heels had an intricate gold design on them. The bottom of the heel was so thin it could be used as an ice pick.
“Why are you here?” I asked abruptly.
She turned around, and her dark eyebrows were furrowed together.
“I work here. I thought we covered this at the beginning of the week,” she said with a smile.
Her expression was friendly, but her black eyes bore into mine.
“No, I meant, why are you in the upstairs break room?”
“Oh, the refrigerator isn't working downstairs. I brought my lunch up.”
It looked like a small black handbag rather than a lunch bag. The bag had a note stuck to it.
Touch my food, and I will hunt you down.
“Nice note,” I said with my eyes returning towards her.
“I can abide by many things, but people who steal are my limit,” she said before turning to open the refrigerator door.
Hmm. She wasn't easily flustered.
I watched as she bent down to stuff her bag into the salad crisper section. Her black skirt slid up, and the slit at the back showed the top of her black stockings. I wondered if she was wearing matching lingerie.
When she stood up and turned around, I had averted my gaze towards the coffee machine. The cup was overflowing around the rim. I lifted my cup and made a hasty exit.
∆∆∆
 
“Well, have you called her?” I asked the HR manager.
“Yes, Mr Malloy, there was no answer,” she replied.
“Sack her and get me a competent secretary. One that doesn't have a life and knows how to tell the fucking time,” I said before hanging up on her.
The day couldn't end soon enough.
∆∆∆
 
Usually, I would wait between each kill, but I needed more with the week I had at work. I watched all the drunken people leave the club. Most hung around for ages, waiting for taxis and lifts. I could spot the loners that lived close by and walked home.
I sat in my car tucked away in an alleyway away from all the cameras. As much as I would like a woman tonight, I would need to make do if I ended up with a man. The street quieted down, and I saw a young woman walk past. I reached for my door handle, but a man ran up behind her and put his arm around her.
I settled back down and waited.
A man walked past my car. I watched him closely before I looked around to ensure no one else was around. He was drunk. His footsteps looked unsteady.
I reached for my Taser and got out of the car. I should have brought my van.
“Hey, you dropped your wallet,” I said, holding my wallet up.
He turned around and began to pat his pockets before walking towards me.
“Thanks, mate,” he said, slurring his words.
When he was close enough, I stuck the taser on his neck and let rip. I loved having it at the highest voltage. You could smell the burned skin if you left it on long enough. I gripped his jacket, holding him in place as I continued to zap him. His body was convulsing, and he was about to drop to the ground when I pulled it away from his neck.
I shoved my taser in my pocket before dragging him towards my car. I had left my boot unlocked. I dumped him on the ground as I pulled the boot door open. The inside had been lined and taped up. I quickly lifted him up and dumped him inside.
My shitty week was finally looking up. 
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Chapter 2
Harrison
James was strapped onto the bed naked. He was a heavy fucker. I had almost pushed him down the stairs, but that would have been no fun since he was still knocked out.
I looked at him in disgust before slapping his face a few times. Sadly, he didn't wake up. He was hairy all over, but the least he could do was trim himself. I looked at his sad little cock surrounded by a bush a 1970s woman would have been proud of.
I checked to ensure his hands were secure before switching the lights off and went upstairs. By the time I got washed up and into bed, it was close to 4 am. It didn't bother me as I knew I would have plenty of time to play with him over the weekend.
I smiled and closed my eyes.
∆∆∆
 
I walked through the office doors on Monday with a wide smile on my face and an extra-large coffee in my hand. The world could fuck off today. Nothing was going to disrupt my mood today.
My firm of solicitors was one of the top-rated in the city. There was never a dull moment. It was a very lucrative business. I loved my little side hobby but still needed to keep a respectable front.
I ignored the empty desk and went into my office. As soon as I walked inside, I paused. I sniffed the air a few times. There was the faintest scent of perfume. I moved the coffee away from me and sniffed the air like a damned dog.
I ground my teeth together. It smelled like Valeria’s perfume. I put my bag and coffee on my desk and moved around the room. Nothing seemed out of place. I knew my office wasn't locked at night due to the cleaners coming in, but all my filing cabinets and desk drawers were locked. I meticulously checked them every night before I left.
I checked my office again, and nothing looked like it had been touched. My eyes went from my bookcase to my desk. I checked my drawers, and they were still locked.
What the fuck was going on?
Once I set up my laptop, I emailed the HR manager for a copy of her CV and any other information we held about her. I didn't have too much time to dwell on it as I had a morning meeting to prepare for.
Monday morning catch-up meetings let me know where all the other cases were. I only worked on high-profile divorces. My employees had a hybrid working plan, but the senior solicitors mostly worked in the office. Clients wanted the face-to-face personal touch.
After the meeting I had almost forgotten about my HR request until I got their email. Eagerly, I opened the email and went straight for the attachment.
Hmm. She was a local judging by her University. She was twenty-seven years old and a fully qualified accountant.
Why the fuck was she here as an assistant in the accounts department?
Both of her references had been checked and they had come back with positive commentary. I scanned all her previous jobs; none of them were in a solicitors firm, so she wasn't a spy. I leaned back into my chair. It didn't make sense. My gut instinct told me she was hiding something.
I looked at her company profile and picture. She had a slight smile on her face, with her hair falling down on either side of her face. I had never seen her with her hair down. I zoomed into the picture to look at her dark eyes. At first glance, it made her look doe-eyed and innocent, but I wasn't buying it. There was something fucking shady about her.
An image of her strapped down in my basement flashed through my mind. I would leave her underwear on, so I could cut through it and watch the fear on her face as she wondered if I would slice through her skin or not. I licked my lips at the image. She would be easy to take down. She was around five foot five without her heels compared to my six foot two. Her frame was petite, and carrying her down the stairs wouldn't be a problem.
My dick approved of everything I was thinking about, but it would never happen. It was my one and only rule. I didn't take anyone I knew or from my workplace.
I learnt that lesson the hard way when I killed a client and her ex-husband. People got so petty when it came to divorce, and after the long, drawn-out battle, I’d had enough of both of them. Of course, I only did it after the invoice had been settled.
I saved her details in my personal folder. It was handy to keep on hand if any other red flags show up. Nothing about her made sense, and her CV didn’t add up.
∆∆∆
 
It had been irritating since I had to share a secretary with one of the senior partners this week until a new recruit was trained to my standard work. The worst part was I couldn't have any more fun this weekend.
James had only lasted till Wednesday. The selfish bastard had died on me. I reread my mum's message demanding I attend the family Sunday dinner. It was always the usual bullshit. My father was quiet, my mother never stopped talking, and my siblings seemed to think that because they had procreated, they had blessed the world with snot-nosed, smelly little humans. Just the thought of it made me feel sick. 
I had managed to avoid the last two dinners, and from past experience, I knew my mother wouldn't stop harassing me until I agreed. After sending her a quick message I went to get another coffee. I had only opened the door when I caught the tail end of Russell from the accounting department asking if Valeria would be going to the pub after work tomorrow.
I paused in the doorway, awaiting her response, but she bent over to get her lunch out of the salad crisper section. I glanced at Russell, and he was smiling, watching her ass.
I cleared my throat as I walked in.
“No work to do, Russell?”
“Ahh. I was just getting a coffee.”
“What's wrong with the coffee machine on your floor?” I asked as he hastily took his mug and pissed off.
That's what I thought, he had come upstairs to chase pussy on my time.
Valeria was standing holding her lunch bag. She was wearing another suit this time it was a short black dress with a matching jacket. I couldn't even accuse her of having her tits out for attention as the dress was up to her neck. My eyes went to her shoes; sure enough, it was at least six inches of fuck me heels. These ones were wine in colour with a shiny finish to them.
“Do you need to wear such high heels in the office?” I blurted out without thinking.
She cocked her head to one side.
“I'm sure I'm within the company dress code. I thoroughly studied the employee handbook,” she said before biting her lower lip. Her eyes drooped, and she looked at me through her long, dark, satanic eyelashes.
She was only seven years younger than me but exuded confidence like a forty-year-old. People are my business. I get to know them so I can probe their weaknesses. It's why I have such a high success rate. I dig through all the dirt.
So before I made a fool of myself, I nodded and walked past her towards the coffee machine. I would need to dig up some dirt on her until I knew her weak spots. Only then would I know how to use them against her. This couldn’t continue.
I got a whiff of her perfume. Sure enough, it was exactly what I had smelt in my office on Monday. While I gathered my thoughts, I picked my coffee cup up and turned to leave.
I was about to ignore her, but she was licking a cream-covered strawberry in her mouth. Her wet pink tongue slipped out as she caught stray droplets of cream on her mouth. The entire strawberry went into her mouth, and she sucked on it before taking it out to bite it in the middle.
My mouth gaped as some of the juices from the strawberry ran down her lip. She quickly licked it away. Her evil black eyes were trained on my face.
“Oops,” she said with a snicker.
She was a fucking cock tease.
I shut my gaping mouth and walked out of the break room. My heart was pounding, but it was with sheer rage because I couldn’t get the image of her wet pink lips wrapped around the red juicy berry out of my head.
As the day passed, the angrier I became, not at Valeria but at myself for letting that dirty little bitch get to me.
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Chapter 3
Harrison
The next day, I left the office early enough to catch around eight or nine staff members going to their Friday night drinking session in the pub around the corner. I had already changed out of my suit into a pair of denims, a hoody, and a cap to cover my face.
Her hair was down today. There was a slight wave running through her dark locks. She wore a tight-fitted black skirt suit, but today, she had a dull yellow shade of shows with a matching handbag. Her lips weren’t the usual glossy pink but a deep, dark wine shade. I was about to leave the car when I realised it was the perfect time to get into her house.
I did an illegal U-turn and went back to the office, collecting everything I would need to keep an eye on the nefarious bitch who was pressing all my buttons. She lived around a thirty-minute drive from the office, so I had time before she returned home.
She had two locks on her apartment door, so picking them took me longer than I’d anticipated. I rushed inside and went straight for her bedroom. I threw my bag on the bed. I was pleasantly surprised at her decor it was in a chic style of white, grey, and black. There was not a feminine colour in sight.
The room permeated her musky floral scent. I walked towards her dresser and picked up the only perfume bottle on it. Twisting the lid off, I sniffed the bottle. The scent was as unique as the woman in question.
I set the bottle down and moved towards a set of double doors. I pulled it open and gaped at the contents. There were several railings full of black clothing, all neatly hung up, but it was the amount of shoe boxes piled up. I pushed the clothing aside to lean into the wardrobe. It wasn’t a single file row of boxes there were three rows in total. I pulled the clothes back as they were and noticed the designer labels.
Frowning, I closed the doors.
How could she afford all this merchandise?
I looked down at the soft, thick carpet. Everything around me screamed luxuriously. I walked into her en suite bathroom. Again, it was immaculate. The frosted white light shade would hide the camera well.
I returned to the bedroom and began to set up all the cameras. Once I was finished in the two main rooms, I glanced at the time. I could do her living room and kitchen. I had zero qualms about watching her. The only thing that bothered me was my near obsession with her.
My time thinking about her was a split between wanting to torture her, fuck her or kill her.
I continued to muse about the options if she wasn’t an employee of mine. I hid the remaining cameras.
By the time I was finished, I decided I could do all three when the time was right. I went back into the bedroom, and one by one, I opened up all of her drawers until I found her knickers. There was a variety of colours, but most were black or red.
There was a treasure trove of lace and silk. I ran my fingers through the soft material. I may not want a permanent woman in my life, but nothing stopped me from admiring the vast difference between both sexes. There was nothing better than slicing open a woman’s soft smooth skin.
I unravelled a red silky thong until I saw the slim cotton gusset. I brought it up to my face and sniffed the material. The disappointment was problematic as I needed to know what she smelled like now. This only smelled of clothes detergent.
Glancing at my watch. I could still grab something out of her laundry. I went into her bathroom and saw her laundry basket in the corner, disguised as a piece of furniture. At this point, it felt like the holy grail. I rummaged through the clothes and grabbed three pairs of underwear. After shoving them into my pocket, I held a black see-through bra up. I put my hand into the cup. She was going to be a lovely handful.
After I put everything back the way it was, I gave a final glance back at each room, ensuring nothing looked out of place before I left. One lock could be locked, and the other would need to remain unlocked.
The last thing I wanted was to bump into her in the lift. I walked towards the stairs. This was the most content I had felt since meeting her almost two weeks ago. I might not have another victim for this weekend, but I sure had something to keep me occupied to see what Valeria got up to in her spare time.
When I got to my car, I decided to wait for her to come home. It would take me close to an hour to get home from here, and I wanted to watch her. Perhaps I might get lucky if she was drunk.
Two hours later, I was infuriated that she hadn’t come home yet. Just picturing her fucking Russell or someone else made me want to slit her throat from ear to ear. I could picture the blood running down her breasts in torrents.
I was angry when I drove home, I was angry when I got into bed, and I was fucking raging when I checked the cameras to see she hadn’t come home. It took me hours to fall asleep because all I could do was picture all the different ways I would make her pay.
∆∆∆
 
By the time Monday came around again, I felt rough. She didn’t come home all weekend, which indicated she had a boyfriend. I don’t know why I felt so surprised or disappointed. She was young, attractive and a free agent.
My demeanour at my parent's house hadn’t gone down well. My mother hounded me, asking me if I was looking after myself or why I looked so tired.
Luckily, my dad tried to divert her attention by asking me questions about work. My father had given me everything I had ever wanted or needed to set up my firm. He was a retired solicitor himself who had been successful in criminal law. I was well versed in it but avoided it because it hit too close to home.
As soon as I opened my office door, her perfume hit me. I calmly put my coffee and bag on my desk and walked past the empty desk of my new secretary because she started at nine today. I raced down the stairs, the soles of my shoes cracking against the wooden staircase.
Once I reached the accounts department, I looked around for her. There were only two or three people on the entire floor. I was about to turn around when I heard the sound of heels clicking on the floor.
I looked at the lift, and there she was. Her footsteps became silent as soon as she stepped onto the carpeted floor. She looked refreshed and donned another black suit.
I stalked over towards her and grabbed her arm. Ignoring her protests, I dragged her into the break room.
“Were you in my office this morning or over the weekend?” I demanded.
She frowned at me while pursing her lips.
“First of all, I do not appreciate being manhandled, and secondly, five p.m. on a Friday night is the last I see of any working environment.”
“Were you in my office this morning?” I gritted out.
Her mouth parted for a second before she answered.
“You just seen me get off the lift,” she said with a scowl.
She tried to wriggle her arm out of my grasp, but I gripped both arms and stared at her. I wanted to shake her and ask her where the fuck she was over the weekend. I wanted to know why she had been in my office. She was fucking lying to my god damned face.
But the more I stared at her, the more fear crept up in her expression, and her dark eyes widened. I loosened my grip on her arms, and she stepped back.
“I don’t know what is going on with you, Mr Malloy, but I have never been accosted in such a manner at work. I am giving you the benefit of the doubt this time, and I won’t report this incident to HR,” she said before walking out of the break room. Leaving her threat hanging in the air.
I ran my hand through my hair.
Fucking hell. I needed to get a hold of myself. I’m sure I came across as a savage to her in a professional environment. Could there be someone else who wears the same perfume? How hard could it be for that to happen?
I needed to give her the benefit of the doubt. If the bitch was fucking with me, I needed to catch her red-handed. In the meantime I would need to remain professional.
∆∆∆
 
I went to the break room at lunchtime, but she wasn’t there, and her lunch bag wasn’t in the salad crisper. I had been hoping to see her and apologise for my behaviour. When I checked with the maintenance supervisor, he told me the new refrigerator had been received and set up in the downstairs break room.
By the time the day ended, I was grateful to put it behind me. Not once had I ever lost my temper during work to that degree. I often felt infuriated by clients, but I had never crossed the line in my office as I had done this morning.
The drive home had been peaceful, listening to classical soothing music. When I got home, I checked her cameras to see if she had returned home today.
Disappointed she wasn’t home, I switched apps and ordered some dinner. I couldn’t be bothered cooking tonight. After I had changed out of my suit, I remembered I needed to repack a change of clothing for my car.
I switched the TV on to catch the sports highlights. I sank onto the couch, needing to wind down and relax for the evening. When the commentary came on, I switched back to Valeria’s cameras to see she was unpacking groceries in her kitchen. I instantly sat up and synced my phone to the TV. If I was spying on her, I would do it on a 52-inch screen.
She hung her jacket on the back of a chair and wore a white sleeveless top. I paused the footage to walk up to the TV. Her white lacy bra was clear to see, and it showcased the nicest set of tits I’d seen in a long time.
The doorbell rang, and I shoved my phone into my pocket to get my food. I practically slammed the door in the driver's face before going to the kitchen and getting some cutlery.
I arranged all my food on the table and pressed play on my phone. She went around the kitchen, stocking up her fridge and cupboards. She shoved something into the oven. I noticed she wasn’t wearing her heels.
By the time she walked into the living room, she was holding her jacket, handbag and shoes in her hand. I switched over to her bedroom, swallowing hard at the thought of her stripping naked.
I watched as she tossed her bag and jacket on her bed before opening up her wardrobe and putting her shoes away. She took out what looked like a cotton nightdress. It didn’t look like something she would wear.
I didn’t dwell on the thought for too long because she began to unfasten her tight black skirt. I almost sighed in relief when it slid down her ass. I had several strategically placed cameras in her bedroom and would be watching the others after dinner.
I saw a brief glimpse of her white underwear before the top slid down her ass, covering it up. It didn’t take her long to whip it off and throw it beside her jacket on the bed. She bent over and slid her white thongs down her ass and legs until they hit the floor. When she reached for her bra, I switched it to the camera I had stuck on top of the canvas. Her tits spilt out of her bra, and I gripped my cock through my sweatpants. They were even better than I could have imagined. The dark peaks swayed with her movement of tossing the bra on the bed. She turned towards her night dress and put it over her head. My eyes travelled down her belly button to her pussy. She had a small patch of dark hair, and I caught a glimpse of her bare pussy lips until her nightdress covered her up.
I hadn’t realised I was leaning over until I sat back against the couch. I gave my dick a tight squeeze before letting go. I had all evening to wank to all the footage. I prayed to God that she would take a shower tonight and not in the morning. The thought of seeing her wet soapy body would make me cum within seconds.
She bent over and pulled a pair of white slippers from underneath her bed before gathering up all her clothes and taking them into the bathroom.
I opened up my food and eagerly switched the cameras, going from room to room to see that they were all still functioning. I didn’t care where she had been over the weekend. I was glad she was home and I could keep an eye on her.
The Valeria show had begun. 
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Chapter 4
Harrison
After watching her all week and knowing the weekend was approaching, I called the PI I used to get dirt on client's partners. I wanted to know everything about her. I needed to know if she disappeared for the weekend again, what she was doing and who she was doing it with.
Her life was rather boring. She came home, cooked, changed, cleaned up, showered and went to bed.
It didn’t make sense why I was attracted to someone I knew should be off-limits to me. The only use she has had was for footage to wank off to. The first day I hadn’t been able to wait and had wanked in my living room. I had been in the bedroom or the shower every time after that.
I sat in my office, tapping my fingers on my laptop before picking up the phone to another firm partner who owed me a favour.
∆∆∆
 
On Friday, I had requested that Valeria come to my office. I hadn’t spoken to her since the break room incident. I fit her in towards the end of the day.
I wanted her gone.
My phone rang, and after checking the time, I hoped it would be my temp announcing Valeria's arrival.
“Sir, I have—”
“Yes, yes,” I said impatiently. “Send her through.”
The door opened, and I had to admit it was fucking good seeing her in the flesh. She had her hair down today, flowing down either side of her face and body. She wore dark pink coloured stilettos today.
“You wanted to see me?”
“Yes. Sit down, please,” I said with an engaging smile.
She sat down in the chair in front of me and put her hands on her lap. I had pushed the chair out before she came as I wanted to see more of her. It had been a good call because her skirt slid up, and I could see her bare thigh.
“I know it's almost a month since you joined us,” I began to say. “After our last encounter, I felt terrible.” I lied through my teeth. “I have found you a much better position in another firm. It has a better salary, and you wouldn’t be an assistant you would be a senior accountant at the firm.”
She sat there blinking at me a few times but didn’t say anything.
“I thought you would be more comfortable with a new firm and a better job,” I said, trying to prompt a response from her because I couldn’t read her expression.
“No, thank you. I am happy where I am,” she said.
“The firm is in the cit—”
“I said no,” she said firmly while cutting me off.
I straightened my back, and she stood up before I could grill her about why she wouldn’t want a better position.
“Is that all you wanted to ask me?”
I pursed my lips in annoyance and glared at her but nodded curtly.
Yes, I watched her fucking ass as she walked out of my office with her fuck me shoes on.
∆∆∆
 
I slammed my door shut before marching towards my office. The bitch wasn’t home all weekend again. My incompetent PI had ‘lost’ her in a nightclub. Fuck all of my rules because Valeria Cornell was about to vanish from the face of this fucking earth.
After the Monday morning meeting, I informed my staff that I would be taking some annual leave in two weeks’ time. It gave me enough time to finish the case I was working on, and if it didn’t, it gave me enough time to hand it over to a senior staff member.
∆∆∆
 
From her basic background check, her only family was a mother she hadn’t seen since leaving Cumbria when she was a teen. Her father was dead. The only strange thing was little to no information about her from the age of fourteen to seventeen. Besides her studies and work, there was little else in her life for the last decade. My PI had hacked into her phone, and there was no trace of any friends or boyfriend. It seemed fortuitous that she was the perfect specimen to vanish, leaving little to no trail. 
I began killing in my final year of University, and I had lost count of how many people I had murdered. The fact that I had never been caught was down to ensuring I was never seen or caught on any camera. My victims ranged from the homeless, prostitutes, and random people out jogging, clubbing, and drinking. There had been a couple of occasions where people had come cold calling on my door that never made it back out. I fucking hated those bastards with a passion.
I had never been more excited to capture, torture and abuse someone as much as  I needed to with Valeria. The closer the time came, the more I felt like I was on the verge of becoming a frenzied animal.
Every day that passed, I had to remind myself that the taking was the most important and there was zero room for errors.
I would make her regret ever crossing paths with me, and only then would I make her regret every little indiscretion she had volleyed my way.
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Chapter 5
Harrison
Her apartment had been stripped of all the cameras. I was waiting in a blind spot close to her home. My PI had told me the daily route she took. I’d had to tell him that I thought she was embezzling funds and was about to do a runner. He was the only one who knew I was investigating her. The last thing I needed was for him to suspect me of her disappearance. After six weeks of her disrupting my existence, I was almost there.
After around fifteen minutes of waiting, I saw her walking towards my van. I pulled my cap down and got out of the vehicle. There was no need to look up because I could hear her heels clicking against the concrete pavement. I went around the back and opened the doors before pulling the taser out of my back pocket.
As soon as she walked parallel to my van, I jumped out and shoved the taser on her stomach. I gripped her neck, holding her face up towards mine. I wanted her to know who was causing her all this pain and suffering.
I grinned at her widened eyes and shocked expression. I continued to hold the button down and watched her head shudder with the convulsions running through her body. When her eyes closed, I picked her up and threw her into the back of the van.
The last thing I was thinking about was her comfort. I wanted her to be in pain when she woke up.
I slammed the doors shut before looking around. The sun had only begun to dip, but it was light enough for someone to have seen me through a window. After inspecting the surrounding houses and being satisfied, no one had seen me. I rushed towards the driver's seat.
I took around four or five deep breaths to calm myself down. I did not need to be caught speeding or any other violation when I had a fresh piece of meat in the back of my van.
I cracked my neck and rolled my head before starting the engine and starting my journey home.
∆∆∆
 
I lay her unconscious body on the bed before I got my knife and sliced off all her clothes, leaving her bare except for her lacy black underwear. She was wearing matching lace-topped hold-ups. I ran my hand down from her throat to her belly. Sadly, the taser had only marked her skin and not burned it.
I cuffed her hands together before binding them to the bed. Her hair was tied up, so I ran my fingers through it, pulling at her pins and clips until her jet-black hair was free. I slapped her face, but she didn't flinch or react to me. I slapped her harder. When that didn't work, I slapped her another four times until her cheeks were bright pink, but she was out cold.
It was my own fault for prolonging the taser.
I wanted to fuck her raw and bite her skin off while my cock was buried inside her. I wanted to fuck her until she was begging me to stop. Until she was begging me for forgiveness for fucking with my head.
Another few hours. She would get a bucket of ice-cold water thrown on her if she wasn't awake. I bent down and licked her from her jaw to her forehead.
I switched the light off because I wanted her to be terrified when she woke up.
She was in my world now.
∆∆∆
 
I was settling down for dinner when I heard her on my phone. I paused, putting my plate down to mute the TV. It wasn't crying, pleading or panic I heard.
I picked my phone up and pressed the side button to increase the volume.
“…dreams we have, the love we share. This is what we are waiting for. And in my mind, in my head. This is where we all came from…”
She was fucking singing. I frowned at my phone. The screen was black because I had switched off the lights.
The chaos and confusion in my brain made it hard for me to focus on what she was singing.
Fuck, perhaps this was a coping mechanism for her. Over the years, I'd seen and heard some weird shit when people realised they were going to die.
I walked to the door leading to the basement and turned the light on. My gut was on fire and not from hunger. It was the same gut feeling that had guided me over the years. It was like a sixth sense of impending doom because her reaction was not normal. I muted my phone and shoved it into my pocket.
Once I was at the bottom of the stairs I slowly turned the lock mechanism for the door before walking into the room. There was enough light shining through for me to see the bed.
The empty bed.
Before I could say anything, I felt a stabbing pain in my arm. I stumbled backwards in shock, lifting my arms up to deflect another blow. It was a bad move; she stabbed me in my thigh, this time twisting the blade inside my flesh. I screamed in agony and rage before I wildly punched the air.
I couldn't see what part of her I hit, but I heard her get winded and topple over. I switched the light on and saw her on the floor holding my good silver knife. The metal cuffs were dangling from one hand.
I kicked the hand my knife was in, ignoring her grunt of pain. I watched the knife slide across the basement floor. She had stabbed me in my forearm. I felt the blood oozing out of me. Without hesitation, I grabbed a fist full of her hair and dragged her back on the bed.
“You want a fight, you little bitch?” I growled at her, holding her head down by her hair.
She raked her nails down my arms before grabbing my wrist and biting my hand. Her teeth locked into the fleshy part of my hand between my thumb and finger. I yanked my hand away, but she was latched onto me like a bitch. I swung my free arm back before punching her face and removing her teeth from my hand.
Shaking the pain from my hand, I reached out for the zip ties. It was a stretch. I almost pulled her off the bed because I  still held her hair.
She was struggling so much that she lurched over the edge of the bed, grabbed my knee, stuck her finger into the denim material, and scraped the knife wound in my thigh. I felt her stick her finger into my wound. I roared in anger and pain before punching the side of her head.
The punch seemed to subdue her enough for me to bind her hands. I ensured they were extra tight. I added another four to tie her bound hands to the silver metal frame at the head of the bed.
I felt the blood run down my arm and hand until all I could hear was heavy breathing and a steady, slow drip of my blood landing on the floor.
Her face was a mess. Blood was running down her nose into her mouth. There was blood smeared down her chin.
She looked at me and laughed.
“Aww. Are you scared of little ol’ me?” She asked with a toothy grin. Her lip was cut, and there was blood inside her mouth, coating her teeth. She batted her eyelids at me in an exaggerated manner.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I exclaimed in shock.
The pain began to register in my head. I was going to fucking beat her black and blue.
“Hey, fuck you. I should be asking you that.”
I reached behind me with my good arm, waving my hand around until I felt the chair. I rolled it in front of me and sat down. I felt a little lightheaded, and looking at the growing pools of blood on the floor, it was likely from the loss of blood.
I rolled the chair to the cabinet to find the necessary first aid items to patch myself up. I laid everything out before checking the cut on my arm first. It wasn't as deep as I thought, so I stood up and pulled my jeans down to my knees.
Yeah, she got me fucking good before sticking her talon in there and making it worse. I drenched a pad with the alcohol and pressed down on the sliced flesh. I clenched my jaw as tightly as I could so no sound of pain passed through my lips. The way she looked at me, she was waiting for me to howl.
“How did you get out of the cuffs?” I said through my clenched teeth, needing some distraction from the pain.
She smiled before wincing in pain. I smirked in satisfaction, knowing she was in pain.
She narrowed her eyes at me.
“I don't think it's a particularly good idea to tell you, considering the current circumstances,” she sniped.
“I see you're back to being a haughty bitch?”
She snorted.
“Look who's talking. How's your leg doing?” She asked, winking with the good side of her face.
I almost stood up, but I knew I would need to stitch up my leg first. I looked at her gleeful expression and decided the stitches could wait. I stuffed another few pads over my wound before standing to and wrapping the thick tape around it several times.
I walked around the bed, ignoring the throbbing pain. I found the bloody knife lying close to the bed. I picked it up and moved towards her head since I hadn't bound her legs. I stuck the blade's sharp side up under her bra and sliced it off from the middle. I trailed the knife down her body before slicing her knickers off on both sides. I tossed the knife towards the cabinet, which bounced back onto the floor. Everything was wrong. I needed to regain my control.
I twisted her body by the hips and turned her onto her face. Her grunt of pain as her face hit the pillow was like music to my ears.
“Get up on your knees,” I said coldly.
“Fuck you,” she said, but her voice was muffled in the pillow.
I slowly walked to the other cabinet and got my bullwhip out. It was made of thick rubber, and the end of it got thinner. The handle was the widest part.
I saw her eyes widen at the whip as I walked towards the bed.
“Last chance,” I warned.
I scowled at my ultimatum. I wanted to whip her raw for stabbing me, so why was I giving her another opportunity to get out of my punishment?
It was just as well she had stabbed my left arm as I was right-handed. I brought the whip down on her back and watched a perfect red stripe form on it. She yelped in pain and writhed on the bed.
I smiled and felt my control return. I brought the whip down on her ass and thighs ignoring her as she kicked against the bed. I soon found my rhythm and whipped her entire back before moving down to her ass and legs. The sounds of her screams were heavenly. I didn’t stop until I saw blood. Her pale white skin was marred with angry red stripes, which oozed with blood. I tossed the whip to one side and slapped her ass cheek.
Her breathing was laboured, and she had screamed herself out. This was why I had soundproofed the basement. Not that anyone would hear her in my detached property. I just didn't want to hear my victims when I was upstairs.
“You are going to be in so much pain tomorrow,” I murmured.
“So are you,” she croaked out.
I pushed my trainers off using my feet before pulling my denims and boxers off. I would fuck her through the pain.
“The only difference will be that I will be able to sit on my ass, unlike you,” I taunted.
She didn't reply, but I could hear her laboured breathing. I climbed onto the bed, ignoring the pain in my leg, and pulled her up by the hips so she was on her knees.
“If you don't stay on your knees, I'm going to stop and whip your ass until you bleed.”
She didn't answer. At first, I thought she was knocked out, but she moved her head to the side.
The whip marks on her ass were now swollen welts. I traced the crisscross pattern on her ass cheeks before pulling the fleshy cheeks apart and spitting on her asshole.
I was going to make her bleed inside and out tonight, just not with a knife.
I spat several times on my palm before rubbing it over my cock. It didn't matter that I had been stabbed. I had been rock solid as soon as I had started whipping her backside.
It took me several attempts, but I couldn't get my cock inside her ass. I growled and shoved harder, holding my dick from the base. I got half of the tip inside before I spat on her asshole and my cock. I gripped her hips and thrust as hard as I could, making her wail.
Fuck. I was in.
I grabbed her hair in one fist, lifting her head off the pillow.
“You take it up your asshole. You're going to take anything I choose to give you.”
I pulled back and slammed back inside her. I didn't stop. I repeated the motion until my entire length was buried inside her ass. She was moaning with pain.
I let go of her hair and pulled back to hold her ass cheeks apart. When my dick pulled out, I could see the pink smear of blood. I gripped her ass and watched as my cock sank back inside her tight asshole. I felt blood drip down from my thigh towards my knee. If I was in pain, she would be too.
The pain spurred me on as I moved back and forth while holding her ass cheeks open. Her blood was making it easier for me to fuck her asshole. I laughed, knowing we would both be bloody tonight. I knew that I wasn't going to last long as I felt my balls tighten. My blood was smeared all over her thigh. Her stocking was probably drenched as well, but I couldn't see it since it was black.
I let go of her ass and held her hips again fucking my cock in and out of her in long hard strokes. She grunted and moaned before crying out for me to stop.
“Oh fuck. Your tight little ass is going to make me cum. Your blood and my cum all mixed together.” I panted out.
My eyes ran over her whipped, bloody back.
Her ass was worth the wait. I reached down and gripped her breasts, holding them tightly as I increased the speed of my now shallow thrusts. I felt my cum explode out of me. I grunted as I sprayed my seed inside her asshole. I rocked back and forth until I had offloaded everything I had inside her.
I put a hand on her back, making her whimper. I needed to catch my breath. I pulled out of her asshole and watched the bloody cum dribble out of her gaping asshole. I grimaced at the pain in my thigh. The fucking bitch must have cut through my muscle. The only consolation was my cum was a lovely shade of pink, and her asshole was smeared with her blood.
I slapped her ass and moved off the bed, returning to the cabinet to get some wet wipes to clean the bloody mess on my dick.
Once I had thoroughly washed my hands, I sat back on the chair and began to stitch my leg up. The cunt had fucked me up real good. I should have whipped the skin off her back. Each time I punched the needle into my flesh, I cursed her.
I was so lost in my thoughts I hadn't looked at her. Only after I finished patching my leg up I glanced her way. I couldn't see her face as her hair was covering it. The tips of her fingers were beginning to look a bluish-purple colour.
Wearily, I stood up with my scissors and cut the zip ties on her hands.
“If you get off this bed, I am going to stab a few holes inside you. You got that?”
She nodded her head on the pillow but pulled her hands in toward her chest. I finished wrapping my arm and leg up before gathering up the knife and bullwhip. Since I didn't know how she got out of the cuffs, I decided to tie her hands and feet up with rope. I pulled my jeans on, leaving my trainers and boxers on the floor before returning to Valeria.
I enjoyed her gasp of pain when I rolled her onto her back.
Her face was a mess I could see the streaks on her face from her tears. I was surprised she wasn’t screaming from the pain.
I took the pieces of rope I had cut and tied her to the bed. Once I was done with her, I took a blanket from one of the shelves and covered her up. It would be a shame for her to die from the cold when I had two weeks set aside for her.
I leaned down close to her bruised and bloody face.
“We are going to have a nice civilised chat tomorrow,” I warned her.
“Your eyes could have been beautiful if it wasn't for the shitty brown in them,” she said.
I blinked at her comment before scowling at her. My eyes were a strange mixture of green and brown, but when I was a kid, people used to compliment the unusual mix. I had just fucked her up, and she lay there insulting me. I was going to end up cutting the bitch’s tongue out.
“And your eyes could have been pretty if it wasn't for the soulless demon black in them, you little cunt,” I snapped back at her.
She widened her eyes comically.
“Aww. Did I hurt your feelings? I'm ever so sorry, Mr Malloy,” she simpered.
I caved into the pain from my wounds and hobbled away from the cheeky bitch before I stabbed her in the heart ending all the fun I intended to have with her.
I switched the light off and was about to close the door.
“Goodnight, Mr Malloy,” she said in a sing-song voice.
I slammed the door shut before locking it.
At this point, I didn't know if I was crazy or she was. 
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Chapter 6
Valeria
He was such a moody bastard and had zero sense of humour. I'm seriously disappointed in him. My entire back was aching, as well as my ass. It had felt as if he had stuffed a baseball bat inside me.
He should have been grateful I hadn't sliced up his femoral artery. I wriggled my feet, trying to tuck the blanket under my cold feet. I slowly rotated my thumb, which I had dislocated when I got out of the handcuffs.
Fucking amateur.
Over six months, I had been following his ass. In the beginning, I had been pissed off to discover him preying on my turf, but after a while, I began to admire his approach towards his kills. I had never come across someone like myself.
I smiled, thinking of him hobbling towards the door. At least he hadn't cried like a little pussy when I had stabbed him.
Perhaps there was hope for him yet.
I started to hum in the cold, dark basement with a smile on my face.
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Chapter 7
Harrison
The stairs were a fucking trial and a half. I was sweating when I got to the top of the staircase. With each step I had taken, I cursed the day Valeria Carnell had walked into my life. I was returning downstairs at the crack of dawn to get another pound of flesh from the dark-haired witch.
I pulled my phone out of my pocket and unlocked it. It was a black screen, so I took it off mute to see if she was crying yet. Her face and back must be aching and throbbing as much as my leg.
I heard her humming. I put the volume up. There wasn't a break from her humming, and it wasn't a sad tune. I ran my hand over my face, wondering what I had gotten myself into.
I walked back into the living room, ignoring the food lying on the table. I needed to deal with it all tomorrow. Food wasn’t required to heal. I needed to dose up on painkillers and sleep if I was going into battle in the morning.
I was done with the day when I came to the next set of stairs. I hesitated, wondering if I should sleep on the couch, but the thought of my comfortable bed was too tempting. I gripped the bannister and hauled my ass up the stairs.
Until my wounds stopped paining me, I would ensure I tortured her ass daily.
∆∆∆
 
The following day, I hadn't made it downstairs by the crack of dawn. I had slept in, exhausted from my injuries and my diminishing mental faculties. It had taken me a while to switch off. Strangely enough, I had left her feed on falling asleep to the crazy bitch’s humming.
I redressed my bandages, and neither looked infected so far. I had seen enough infected wounds to know when I would need to take a course of antibiotics. Some people I wanted to kill quickly, and some I would take my time. It pays to know how to prolong their lifespan.
I sat sipping my coffee and thought of all the women I had fucked before killing them. They had been so easy to manipulate, and if any of them had become hysterical, I would just zap them unconscious or kill them. My first kill had been in my final year of Uni. That had only been the start of a beautiful journey.
I had to admit, man or woman, I had never encountered an individual like Valeria. Even though my leg had been throbbing, I had loved fucking her like a beast.
Like the fucking witch she is, a soft long moan came from my phone. She groaned, and this time, I could tell it was from pain. I glared at my phone. Either she had a twin or some sort of split personality because I couldn't fathom how she was so different in the office compared to her current irrational behaviour.
I sighed heavily. I needed answers and wasn't feeling particularly benevolent towards her this morning.
I locked my phone screen and drained my coffee before slamming the cup on the table. 
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Chapter 8
Valeria
My back fucking ached as I stretched out. I couldn't even describe the pain in my ass. I was going to fuck him up for that. It was only a matter of time before I made his life a living fucking hell. I cracked up thinking about his reaction last night.
When I heard the door unlock, I tried to stop laughing, but I didn't do it fast enough because his expression said it all with his bewildered look. He might have a big cock, but I wasn't convinced about his brain size.
“Why the fuck are you laughing?” he demanded.
A tear slipped down my cheek from my crazed mirth, and I grinned at him. When I didn't answer back, he glared at me. His nostrils flared out, and I saw a pink tinge on his cheeks.
He looked nothing like his firm's cool, calm and collected solicitor. He was in his natural state, a psychopathic serial killer. He was me but the opposite sex.
After I got over my pique and began to stalk his every move, I knew I didn't want to kill him. I wanted to fuck him so hard after each and every time I saw him take a life. I stopped my own activities because it had been enough to watch his. I felt myself gush just thinking about his hands in his last victim's guts as he pulled his intestines out.
“Have you ever gone for anger management classes?” I drawled out.
His breathing got heavier through his nose because his mouth was clamped shut. He looked like a bull about to charge.
He pulled a black Taser out of his back pocket as he walked towards me. His hand gripped the blanket, and he pulled it off me.
“That might not be a good idea,” I said softly.
A triumphant look glazed over his eyes, and he gave me a nasty smile. I rubbed my legs together, feeling the soft, silky stockings between my thighs only made me rub them tighter.
“Why is that? Are you scared?” he said, pressing the button, and I could hear the crackling noise coming from the taser.
“No, I really need to pee, and if you use that, I'm going to piss myself,” I said.
The smile fell off his face, and he stuck the taser on my stomach. I groaned as the jolt of electricity made my body shake. The pain against my belly was so intense. My hands tugged at the rope, and my ankles automatically shook.
“Aaaahhh. Oh f-f-fuck,” I managed to say when he wouldn't take it off.
I clenched down on my bladder, but it was no use. I closed my eyes. It wasn't the best start to my morning, but it wasn't the worst I'd had. I gasped for breath in between moans of discomfort.
When he pulled his hand away, I sighed in relief.
I looked up at him.
“Can you give it to me a little lower, please?”
He recoiled back from me in surprise before looking down at my legs. I'm sure he would notice that I'd pissed myself, but in all fairness, I had warned him.
“What the fuck are you?” he whispered, but I heard a hint of awe in his tone.
He moved closer towards the bed. He ran the taser down my ribs and my belly before he hesitated he sat the taser on my pelvis and ran his fingers down my pussy.
I closed my eyes but raised my hips upward. He pushed his fingers inside me, and he slid inside me, making me moan.
“You're going to answer all my questions. Who sent you to my office? Do you work for the police or the government?”
“How are you going to make me talk?” I asked with the challenge clear in my eyes.
He grinned so widely that all of his white teeth stood out. He had a slight stubble around his face, showing he hadn't shaved.
“You think I won't do it?” he asked.
I shrugged my shoulders.
He pulled his fingers out and picked up the taser, all whilst keeping his eyes on mine. I held my breath as he ran the Taser up and down my wet pussy.
“You want me to fuck this inside you?” he asked huskily.
“What do you think?”
He pulled back and walked to the bottom of the bed. He shoved the blanket on the floor and untied my ankles. After he spread my legs, he climbed between them, and I felt the taser against my pussy. It wasn't a large Taser, but he could potentially do some damage. I was past the point of sane choices right now.
“I think your dirty little cunt is getting off on this,” he said before he pushed the black contraption inside me.
I grimaced at the feel of the rectangular shape of me. He didn't disappoint when he pulled it back slightly, only to shove it deeper inside me. I relaxed my muscles to ease the feel of the hard edges inside of me.
“Oh, fuck this,” he said as he left it inside me and used both hands to unbuckle his belt before he unfastened his jeans to pull out his cock.
He pulled the taser out of me and threw it on the floor before lifting my legs up and throwing them over his shoulders. I let out a small sigh when I felt his hard cock push inside me. He leaned over me and thrust himself against me, and I moaned at the feel of him slipping deeper inside me.
“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped at me before wrapping a hand around my neck.
I stayed silent only because I needed to cum.
I felt him put his weight on my throat as he began to thrust himself in and out of me at such a fast pace his flesh slapped against mine. Even though my back was sore and I was struggling to breathe, my pussy gushed and clenched around his plundering length.
His breathing was fast and heavy as he panted out his exertion. I felt his strength and power each time he thrust deep inside me. I couldn't ever remember being fucked like this before, and I had tried out a lot of freaky shit.
His hair fell over his forehead on one side, and the sweat was beading, and I saw it drip down the side of his face. His hand tightened around my throat, and I choked and gurgled, but he didn't stop pounding into me.
My pussy clamped around him so tightly as I came on his dick. I had no air left inside of me, and I felt my legs shake against his chest.
Thankfully, he loosened the grip on my neck as he groaned and slowed his movements down, enough for me to feel his cum soak my insides. He collapsed on top of me, pushing my leg off his shoulder and leaving the other one on it.
I was gasping in the air, hoping it would reach my vital organs in time. This fucker was going to give me brain damage.
After he was done heavy breathing in my ear, he lifted his head up to look at me. His eyes looked mellow now compared to the angry bastard he was earlier.
“You're definitely not a government official,” he murmured.
“No shit,” I croaked out before swallowing a few times.
Fuck, my throat was sore.
“No government official would piss the bed like you did,” he continued.
I was about to react to his words until I realised he was trying to fuck with me.
“Yet you still fucked me,” I mused with a smile.
He went back to glaring at me.
“You're an annoying little bitch,” he snapped at me before pulling himself upright.
My stockings were down to my knees now, and my ass was soaking wet, but I couldn't help snickering.
“It didn't stop you from sniffing my knickers.”
His hand froze as he was shoving his dick back inside his white boxers.
“It’s no use threatening me or killing me. If I'm not back home, I have contingencies in place,” I said with a smile.
His face blanched at my words.
“I would appreciate it if all my limbs were attached to my body and if you didn't use your sledgehammer on my ribs or joints.”
He looked as if he was about to vomit now. So I decided to go for the kill since my back and throat were aching.
“I wouldn't want to end up like James,” I said with a wink.
I relaxed back on the pillow, watching the panic spread across his face. He jumped off the bed before he bent down and held his wounded leg.
Even if he had tasered my pussy, this moment still would have been worth the internal burns.
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Chapter 9
Harrison
Ifelt the stitches stretch against my flesh as I jumped off the bed. My brain was reeling from each damning sentence she had uttered out of her mouth. She could be blagging about the contingencies, but how the fuck did she know the rest?
I let go of my leg and stood upright.
“What contingencies, and how the fuck do you know all this?” I demanded before grimacing at my near admission of what I do in my spare time.
“I've got footage of you in my apartment when you put all the cameras in and footage of your basement—ah—activities,” she said. “I can picture the headlines now, Harrison Malloy, a respectable solicitor by day and serial killer by night.”
I looked around the basement for cameras only to realise I knew how miniature cameras could be stuck anywhere. I felt the bitter acidic coffee churning in my gut. I needed to get out of here before I either strangled her or puked up.
I turned towards the door.
“Can I have some coffee with wholewheat toast and a poached egg? I like my egg yolk soft and gooey, thanks,” she said with another snigger.
I closed my eyes, grateful she couldn't see my face because, for the first time since my youth, I felt like crying.
Being caught had always been my worst nightmare, but to be brought down by a crazy bitch like her?
This was unacceptable.
∆∆∆
 
There was no other word for it. I felt violated. She had violated my privacy. My home. My inner sanctum. She knew my deepest, darkest secret.
How long had she known for? How did she know? Had she come to my firm to destroy me? Had she known I would target her?
These were just a few of the questions that had been running through my mind for the last hour.
My hand hovered over my phone as I was about to look up how to make a poached egg.
Why the fuck should I cater to her needs?
She was getting a deep-fried egg in butter with burnt toast. Soft and gooey? I would give her a yolk hard enough for her to fucking choke on.
Fuck her. The fucking maniac.
I pulled the frying pan out of the cupboard and slammed it on the cooker before getting the bread and a mug out for her coffee. She was getting full-fat milk and sugar in that too.
I yanked open the refrigerator door as I thought about her being in the upstairs break room. The bitch probably sabotaged the downstairs break room refrigerator.
I pulled out the milk and butter before cooking her breakfast. The whole time, I replayed every interaction I’d had with her. Never once had I suspected the depth of her agenda.
The real question that kept hitting me like a club over my head was, what did she want?
Perhaps that's what she did. Blackmail people, which would explain her luxurious apartment.
Fucking women. Gold-digging whores.
I got a small tray out and laid out her food and coffee. Ignoring the mess in the kitchen, I walked towards the basement door. She was still tied down, so I had the upper hand—for now.
When I opened up the door and walked closer towards the bed she was looking at me. Her nose and chin were still covered in blood. My eyes dropped to the dark marks around her neck before running down her body till I reached the taser burns on her stomach. They looked raw and painful. She was a mess.
I couldn't help but admire her bravery in coming into the lion's den, even if she was a blackmailing despicable bitch.
“I'm not untying you,” I said.
“That's so sweet. I've never had a man hand-feed me before,” she said before scrunching up her face. “Unless it was his cock, but I don't think that counts.”
I pictured her on her knees sucking some next man's cock, and it infuriated me.
“You won't be sucking anyone's fucking cock,” I growled at her reaching out for the chair and rolling it towards the bed.
She was pouting her lips at me when I reached the bed.
“Why not? I love oral sex.”
My bastard two-timing, backstabbing unreliable dick that put me in this position instantly hardened.
“Ooh, it looks like you do too.”
I sat on the chair and put the tray on my lap, covering my dick up. I picked up the toast and put it towards her lips. Her cheek looked swollen and discoloured. Again, I tried to stifle what felt like guilt inside me.
I didn't like it.
Thankfully, she opened her mouth and took a large chunk out of her breakfast. I held onto the egg with one finger, or it would have slid on her face. As tempting as it was, if she was chewing, she wasn't speaking.
“This isn't poached.”
I ignored her and waited for her to take another bite.
“In fact, it's dripping in oil.”
I rolled my eyes and waited.
“That's just mean and petty.”
“For the love of God, woman. Fucking eat.” I shouted at her.
“Wow, you really are not a morning person.”
I would risk it all. I would go to prison and rot in there for life if she would just shut the fuck up. It would be worth it because at least I would have some peace and quiet. Some time to reflect on life.
The thought made me smile because then I could kill her. After torturing her for weeks, perhaps months. Months of having my dick inside all of her holes. I could cut some more inside her and fuck those too.
“I'm not sure I like that smile.”
I sighed and tucked my fantasies away to look at the reality before me, taking another bite of her food. The yolk burst, dribbled all over her mouth, and ran down her face. She looked utterly dishevelled, bruised, bloody and now had a literal egg all over her face.
I burst out into laughter. I laughed so hard I had to lift the tray off my legs. My chest and shoulders shook, spilling the coffee on the tray. For the first time in years, I felt genuine mirth. I couldn't remember the last time I had laughed.
She was looking at me strangely before her eyes softened.
“You're beautiful when you smile,” she said softly.
This stopped me in my tracks. Her words made me feel uncomfortable and embarrassed at my uncharacteristic display.
“Just finish your food. I will clean you up afterwards,” I said gruffly.
She licked as much of the yellow mess from her lips, but she kept her eyes on me. I've had women flirt with me before, but the hot look in her black eyes was pure filth. She looked as if she wanted to devour me.
I put the tray back down because my cock was so hard it was uncomfortable in my jeans. I didn't want her poking fun at the lack of control my body had for her crazy ass.
This is what happens when you don’t listen to your first instinct.
This woman was going to be my downfall.
I don’t know how, but she would leave a mark on my soul.
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Chapter 10
Valeria
His laughter and smile took my breath away. The more I had watched him the more I had wanted him. He had no remorse for what he did, and I saw the times he wanted to kill me. I guess that was normal for people like us. I'm sure I will be stabbing him some more in the future.
He looked happy and relaxed. His eyes looked darker, but the green still shone through. His brown wavy hair was sticking out in places, and he looked as if he hadn't slept well last night, judging by the faint dark circles under his eyes.
I kept my eyes on him as I finished the whole wheat toast and egg. He was practically squirming by the time I finished eating.
“I don't want to burn my face drinking coffee lying down,” I said.
Any amusement or softness vanished from his face.
“I won't hesitate in taking you down if there is any funny business,” he warned me.
“Two tiny stabs, and now I'm not trustworthy enough to drink some coffee?”
“No, I do not trust blackmailers.”
“That doesn't count because I'm only blackmailing you so you won't kill me,” I said, rolling my eyes.
He frowned at me.
“You're not after my money?”
Now, I was back to wondering about his lack of intelligence.
“Why would I need your money when I have plenty of my own?”
“How do you have so much money? You're only twenty-seven.”
“I may have dumbed down my CV and qualifications. I'm a corporate accountant.”
“Huh. I wasn't expecting that,” he said.
“I've probably been killing for longer than you have,” I said with a smirk.
I watched his eyes widen, and the tray slid off his legs and crashed on the floor.
“What the actual fuck,” he exclaimed with shock and disbelief.
My first kill was my dear old dad at fourteen, and my useless cunt of a mother watched him abuse me for years. The spineless bitch. My next didn't happen until I was seventeen. Why men thought they could abuse me and get away with it was beyond me.
“I don't believe you,” he said, scowling at me.
“What do you think happened to Gail?”
“You fucking offed my secretary? What the fuck? That shit could come back on me.” he said, standing up to throw his hands in the air.
I sighed.
“I'm not an amateur. No one is ever going to find her remains.”
“I can't—you are—you can't go around murdering people's secretaries?” he bellowed out in exasperation.
“Why not? You do it at least once a month. Well, I don't know for sure that any of them were secretaries, but you get my point, right?”
“How do you know what I've been doing?”
“Let's just say I saw you take someone on my turf. I've been following your work for the last six months. Can I get another coffee?” I said, looking at the broken mug and spilt coffee on the floor.
“You—coffee. She wants fucking coffee.”
I glanced back at him, and he spoke to the ceiling while holding his hair. I glanced at the ceiling. Maybe he was talking to a God.
“I wouldn't mind a shower.”
“Sure, why don't you move in with me as well,” he said with sarcasm dripping from his voice.
“Personally, I think it's too soon, but I'm willing to do it as an experiment. Ooh, we could see if we are compatible in everything.”
“I was being sarcastic.”
I simply stared at him until he began to curse under his breath while walking towards me and untied my wrists.
Interesting, I was sure I would have been tied up for longer. This was progressing all rather nicely.
∆∆∆
 
He sat on the toilet with his hands in his hair. I loved his hair and hoped he didn’t pull it out. He had been sullen ever since he took me out of the basement. Harrison was a poor loser.
I stuck my soapy leg out of the warm water and draped it over the edge.
“Oh, come on, join me. I know you want to.”
“I would have if someone hadn't stabbed my fucking leg. You could have nicked an artery.” he griped.
Drama Queen, much?
“I would have needed to have stabbed the inside of your thigh if I had wanted to kill you. You're welcome. My ass is still fucking aching.”
“Good.”
I stuck my leg back inside and sat up until my breasts were poking out of the water. I ran my hands down my neck and began to grope my breasts before playing with my nipples. I slid one hand under the water to play with my pussy.
“I’m going to have to clean my pussy inside and out,” I said, moaning when I pushed my fingers inside.
He dropped his hands from his face and sat upright indignantly.
“Don't you fucking dare, Valeria. Get your hand out of the water, now.”
I rubbed my breasts and continued to finger myself, ignoring him. I’ve used my feminine wiles to rope so many men and women in for the kill, but watching Harrison cave into me has been the most satisfying. It was almost as if I had been training to meet this man all my life because this was the only way to survive him.
“You might want to disinfect your office stationery. I enjoyed pushing your Montblancs’ inside my pussy every morning.” I said, pushing three fingers inside me. I loved knowing he was touching his pens that had me all over them.
He gaped at me for a moment before his jaw slackened.
“You fucking bitch. I knew you had been in my office,” he said in a cute fit of rage.
His lips pursed into a tight line, and he let out a low chesty growl before leaping towards me. He gripped my arms and pulled me up out of the water, making me cry out as my back was still painful. Before I could say anything, he flung me over his shoulder and walked out of the bathroom.
“If I tear my stitches, I am going to whip you front and back,” he said furiously.
I slapped my hand over my mouth before my laughter spilt out and watched my hair dangle down, leaving a wet trail behind us. 
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Chapter 11
Harrison
The thought of her in my office fucking herself with my pen pushed me over the edge. She made me want to choke her to death, the need to squeeze her neck until her face was blue, and she took her last gasp of breath until I watched the life ebb out of her black eyes while she was beneath me.
This infuriated me because I would lose the most fascinating human I had encountered. I almost paused in my stride at that thought. My brain couldn’t comprehend what she had told me but upon reflection, she had been skilled in her speed and knife work. She could be telling the truth.
“If I find out you have nothing on me. I'm going to kill you slowly and painfully. I'm going to drag it out for fucking months, if not years, you annoying little bitch,” I grated out, reaching my bed.
I flung her off my shoulder and watched her bounce on the bed.
“That's not very nice. As a professional courtesy, I was going to kill you within a day or two,” she said with a smirk on her face.
I narrowed my eyes at her before I greedily took in her wet body. Only then did I remember why I had dragged her out of the bath. I ignored her threat and began stripping off my clothes. Her hand began to trail downward, and I reached out and slapped her hand, catching her on her stomach.
She glared at me, and I saw the nasty, bloodthirsty look in her eyes for the first time. My heart pounded in excitement, and the need to fuck her so hard until she begged for mercy dulled my rage down a notch.
I kicked my jeans to the side and pulled my T-shirt off.
“I like to cut the skin. Gail had lovely skin. Mmm, I enjoyed slicing her up. Did you know she was hot for you?”
I was still holding my T-shirt in my hand when I stood staring at her in shock.
“I was not happy with her revelation. I was not fucking happy,” she said, shouting the last sentence out with so much rage that her voice echoed around my room, all while glaring at me as if it were my fault.
I wondered if this was how David Attenborough felt when observing dangerous animals in the wild.
“I felt much happier when I took my sledgehammer to her skull,” she said in a calmer voice. “It was similar to cracking open a walnut.”
She covered her mouth as she chuckled.
“It wasn't much fun cleaning it all up, though. I'm normally more prepared for the mess,” she said, rubbing her jaw with a smile.
How did I not see how fucked up she was?
“Do you know what I did afterwards?”
I shook my head slowly and dropped my T-shirt on the floor. I couldn't take my eyes off her.
“I fucked myself with my big long black vibrator,” she said as her eyes dropped to my cock.
She didn't need to say it. I knew she had been thinking of me. Perhaps we had both infected one another.
“You're lucky you didn't fuck her.”
“I will fuck anyone I want,” I gritted out.
She was about to sit up but laid her head back on the bed.
“Try it and see what happens.”
I put my hands on my hips.
“What if I bring another woman here tomorrow and fuck her in front of you?” I asked out of curiosity.
“I would peel all the skin off your dick and make her eat it. Then I would squeeze your balls out of their sack one by one.”
Her hands moved towards her breasts, and she began to fondle them. She was pinching her nipples, causing them to pucker and harden.
“You would both get one each.”
I’d had enough of talking.
“I don't know how you managed to hide your level of craziness at work,” I murmured before crawling on the bed.
“I took an excessive amount of bathroom breaks.”
I frowned in confusion for a moment before deciding it was pointless trying to understand her fucked up brain.
My hand went around her neck, but as I felt my body against her wet skin, my cock jerked between us. I squeezed her neck, pressing down on her windpipe.
“Get your hands off your breasts.”
She couldn't breathe, yet there was no fear or panic in her eyes. I was torn between admiration and annoyance. She was taking all the fun out of this. She raised her hands slowly until they were beside her head. I was just about to release her neck when she stabbed my eyes with her thumbs. I growled when I felt her nails dig into my eyelids.
I let go of her throat, and she gasped loudly a few times. After lifting myself off her, I flipped her onto her belly and lowered myself back onto her. I felt the sting where her nails had caught me. I rubbed my finger along my eyelid to ensure I wasn't bleeding.
I instantly felt better seeing the dark red whip marks on her back. I took a handful of her hair and moved backwards, dragging her with me until I was off the bed and her legs were on the floor.
“You do that again, and I don't care what you have on me. I will shove my knife so far up your cunt that it will come out of your stomach,” I said, yanking her head up by her hair.
“Do you think you have an intestine fetish? James didn't have much of a gut left,” she said while wiggling her ass under me.
Her ass looked as raw as her back. I let go of her hair and gripped her thighs, spreading her legs apart as far as I could. Her pussy was glistening. I pictured her using her toy inside that wet little slit, and it pissed me off. Part of me wanted to make her bleed again.
“You're damn lucky I'm after your pussy, or I’d make your asshole bleed again,” I said through clenched teeth.
I took the base of my cock and ran my cock up and down her slit until it was smeared with my precum and her arousal.
“Are we doing this today, or are you—”
I’d had enough of her mouth. I thrust into her as hard as I could, pulling her back towards me by her hips.
“Oh, fuck me,” she gasped.
I glared at the back of her head. Even now, she was trying to control me. I ran my fingers over her back the marks were still slightly raised. My cock pulsated inside her slick tight hole.
I grinned evilly before rotating my hips, grinding myself against her ass. Her head sunk deeper into the bed, and she moaned as she tried to lift herself up to push herself back on me. My cock slipped deeper inside her, and I felt her cunt gush around me.
I gritted my teeth before pulling back to pile-drive into her. I have her long hard thrusts, and it felt fucking amazing. Her pussy was so wet she not only took my entire length, she began to soak my balls.
I felt her pussy tighten, and her hands gripped the bed. The sounds that came out of her mouth were animalistic. It wasn't until I felt her pussy spasming around me that I realised she came.
Angrily, I kept fucking in and out of her, ignoring the dull throb in my leg. She came within two minutes. Well, fuck her. I wasn't about to stop.
Each time I thrust inside her, those whipped ass cheeks shook. I slapped her ass as hard as I could, every so often alternating sides, enjoying hearing her moan.
“Such a horny little slut, Valeria. Your cunt is dripping all over me. I want you to lick me clean once I've filled your pussy up,” I said, breathing hard. “That's your punishment for desecrating my office.”
I slowed my pace, not wanting to cum yet. I wanted to pummel her pussy until she was sore. I leaned over the bed, placing my hands on either side and gave her deep, slow thrusts. I felt the tip of my cock hit something inside her. She groaned, and her hand disappeared beneath her.
“Such a greedy girl,” I panted near her head. I could smell my bubble bath from her body.
It wasn't as nice as her perfume but still inflamed me. I began to slam into her again the sound of my flesh slapping against hers sounded obscene. She wailed into the bed this time, and as soon as she came again, I let myself go, ignoring my aching leg.
“Take my fucking cum,” I said, moving my hips faster until my balls tightened, and I felt my cum blast into her contracting pussy. Her pussy clamped around me as she moaned into the bed. I felt her cum gush all around my cock, and I closed my eyes with the intensity of my orgasm.
I held myself deep inside of her until I finished trying to control my breathing. My only thought was of watching her lick both of us off my cock, but I decided it was too soon to shove my dick in her mouth. I wouldn't put it past her to try and bite my cock off. 
After all, that’s what I would do if the roles were reversed.
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Chapter 12
Valeria
Ipanted into the bedding. If I had known how good he was with his dick, I wouldn’t have waited this long. It was hard to cum once, but twice? I didn't need to recharge him, which was a bonus.
He groaned and shifted his weight off my back. I winced as his skin rubbed my aching ass. His spanking technique needed some work. I felt him pull out of me before he pulled my ass apart. It was only when I felt his cum spill out of me I realised he was watching me.
“How's your stitches doing?” I asked.
“Like you give a fuck.”
I twisted my head around to see his sullen glance towards me before his eyes dropped downwards. I felt his fingers running along my pussy as he rubbed his cum all over me.
I stretched my arms out and wondered if I ended up killing him, I might keep his dick preserved in a jar as a memorial to him. The thought made me snigger.
“What is going through that corrupted brain of yours?”
“I was just wondering if I had a jar tall enough to preserve your dick in,” I replied honestly.
I heard him sigh heavily before he removed his hand from me. I couldn't help but grin as I stood up. I was under no illusions. I'm sure he had thought of many different ways to kill me.
“It’s a compliment to your cock, Harrison,” I stated innocently as I watched him get some wipes out from the bedside table.
He was about to wipe his cock when I knelt down and held his cock in my hand before swirling my tongue around the tip of his cock. The wipe dropped on the floor beside me, and his fingers gripped my wet hair.
“If I feel a single graze of your teeth, Valeria, I will fucking hammer out every tooth you have.”
I looked up at him as I let his semi-hard cock slip deeper into my mouth. I could tell he was sceptical, so I rolled my eyes at him and slipped my other hand between his thighs, caressing his flesh until I reached his balls. The coarse hair didn't bother me, and I loved the taste of both of us on my tongue. I sucked harder, only for his fingers to tighten in my hair. His dick lurched inside my mouth, and I began to slide my lips back and forth.
The bite of pain along my back and ass only made me hungrier. I widened my jaw and swallowed his thick dick down. He grunted like an animal and used my hair to move me faster.
“I want you to fucking choke on it,” he growled.
My eyes widened when I felt his cock harden. I felt a surge of satisfaction course through me. It wasn't long before he was holding my head in place as he began to fuck my throat hard and fast. As much as I tried to breathe through my nose, I began to gag. I couldn't see for the tears coursing down my face. When I tried to push him back, he gripped my hair harder, causing me to wince with the pain.
I let go of his balls and spread my legs enough to touch my pussy. The feel of my secretions and his cum made rub my clit furiously.
His breath was coming out in heavy pants. He slammed into my throat and held my face squashed against him so tightly that I couldn't breathe. All I could do was focus on keeping my jaw open, or I would be sick all over him.
He finally pushed me back. I put one hand behind me so I didn't fall. I coughed in between, taking in gasps of air.
He moved onto the bed with his cock sticking up in the air. He kept his eyes on me. His expression was inscrutable.
“I want you to ride my cock,” he snapped at me impatiently.
I wiped my chin with the back of my hand while I stood up.
Silly man, he thought he could challenge me?
I climbed up over his legs and reached down for his cock. His perfect hair was in disarray, and his cheeks looked flushed. I groaned as I felt the tip of his cock slip inside me. I let go of his cock and slammed myself down as hard as I could.
His hands moved over my outer thighs until he reached my ass. He gripped my cheeks hard and began to move me up and down his cock. I quickly gripped his chest and used him like I had wanted to for months.
He thrust upwards each time I slammed down, and I felt my pussy clench around him each time. One hand left my ass, and he squeezed my breast so hard I gasped in pain. I felt a gush of fluid inside my pussy and coat his dick easing my path.
He pulled me up by my breast until I was leaning over his head. He didn't disappoint when he clamped his mouth over my breast and nipple and bit me hard. I pushed my hands into his hair and gripped the soft strands between my fingers, and used his head to hold me steady as I fucked myself on his dick as hard as I could. The only sounds in the room were obscene disgusting noises. I fucking loved it. He didn't let go of my breast, and I didn't stop pulling at his hair.
My orgasm ripped through me so unexpectedly that I feared my head back and howled. I ground myself against his pelvis, loving the feel of him against my clit. It felt as if my heart was about to fail. My legs shook with the intensity of it all.
I didn't get a chance to compose myself when he flipped us over and pinned me beneath him.
His green, muddy eyes looked wild as he gripped my neck and began to hammer in and out of me. His hand reached down, and he lifted my leg up. My back ached as he stretched me wide open.
He pummelled my insides painfully for such a long time I was sure he must have taken some Viagra. This shit was not natural. The sweat was dripping from him as he continued to use me. His hand tightened around my throat, and I felt tears run out of my eyes as I tried to pull his hand away. He became blurry, and I heard him shout something before I lost consciousness. 
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Chapter 13
Harrison
Iignored her nails, scraping the skin off my hand. The more I squeezed her neck, the tighter her cunt clamped down on my cock. I felt my balls rear up, and I exploded inside her. I held myself inside her before I began rocking back and forth slightly, enjoying the feel of her tight cunt around me. I relaxed my hand around her neck as I felt more of my cum spurt out. I was panting as if I had run a marathon. I ground my pelvis against hers. Since I held her leg up, I was completely balls deep inside her.
I quickly let go of her neck when I saw her eyes closed.
“Valeria?” I said, slapping her cheek.
Her eyes didn't twitch or open. I panicked and let go of her leg, trying to feel for her pulse.
“Valeria, fucking open your eyes,” I said, snapping at her.
I looked at the marks around her neck.
Fuck.
I moved my fingers around desperately, feeling for a pulse. I let out a long, drawn-out breath when I felt her pulse. My eyes ran over her face, and I swallowed hard.
I needed to get her out of my life.
I didn't doubt she had access to my basement and knew everything about me. Perhaps I could collate the same level of information on her. She was dangerous in too many ways.
The one thing I've realised is that I don't want her dead.
I pulled myself out of her and stood beside the bed. My cum slowly dribbled out of her pussy and ran down her ass. I bent down and scooped up my cum, pushing it back inside her wet cunt. I kept repeating this until there was nothing left. I pushed four fingers inside her pussy. Her cunt was going to be sore, but I wanted her to feel me long after I was gone. I pushed deeper inside her while tucking my thumb in, and I felt her cunt stretch to take my hand. I closed my eyes and imagined fisting her cunt so hard that my cum would never come out.
My eyes snapped open, and I hastily pulled my hand out.
She needed to fucking go.
∆∆∆
 
I looked across at my former employee morosely. The temptation had still been there to finish her off—to get rid of her forever, but I knew she was devious enough to have the evidence to take me down. With a heavy sigh, I exited my car and walked towards the passenger side. The dull ache in my leg was the last thing on my mind.
I opened her door and carefully pulled her out of the seat. I had dressed her in my clothes and put her coat over them. The only suspicious aspect was her bare feet. I could always post her shoes to her.
I gripped her up by her waist, but her head flopped down. Her hair was a tangled mess. I took her keys out of my pocket and unlocked the building door. Luckily, there was no one around. I unlocked her apartment door and dragged her inside.
There was no sign of anyone inside her apartment. I lay her on her bed and removed her coat before laying her under the covers. I considered leaving a camera, but as tempted as I was to watch her, I needed her to know whatever this fucked up shit was that it was over.
It would be hours before the drugs wore off, but there was no point in lingering around. I ran my hand through my hair before giving her apartment a final look over and approached the exit.
The Valeria Carnell chapter was over. She had taught me a valuable lesson, and my ego would need to take a back seat while caution took over.
I closed her apartment door, looking at the black colour of it with a slight smile. It suited the vicious little bitch’s heart and soul. I pressed down on the handle to ensure her door was locked before swivelling around and walking away.
∆∆∆
 
In the end, I had taken a week off work before going back in. My father had cornered me on our Sunday night dinner, asking me what was wrong. I brushed it off, making a weak excuse around work.
Part of me had been disappointed that Valeria hadn't gotten in touch with me, but this was what I had wanted. I looked at my office building. There would be no more perfume haunting my office. There would be no more fuck me heels driving me to distraction. There would be no black witch-like eyes. I clenched my jaw, gripped my laptop bag, and stormed into the building.
Anybody who fucked up today was going to get fired.
I walked past my secretary, ignoring her greeting. When I opened my office door, her perfume assaulted my senses. I paused before closing the door. I inhaled deeply, and sure enough, it was her scent. My eyes scanned around my office, but nothing was out of place.
I remember what she had said, and I walked to my desk, tossing my laptop onto it. Yanking my top drawer open, I pulled out my pens. My silver Montblanc was patterned. I inspected it, and I could see it was dull in colour. The polished silver would normally sparkle. I sniffed the pen but couldn't smell anything besides the perfume in the air. I licked the pen and tasted the salty residue on the pen.
My heart pounded against my chest as I stuffed the pen in my pocket and marched out of my office.
The Secretary said something about work, but I had to see if Valeria was downstairs. I took three steps at a time and pushed my hair back before opening the office door. Her desk was empty. I glanced around, but she was nowhere to be seen. I heard her tinkle of laughter, and my head snapped towards the break room.
She was with the cretin.
“Get the fuck out of here,” I snarled at him but kept my eyes on Valeria.
She was wearing a long-sleeved silky black blouse with a red skirt and impossibly high heels that matched her skirt in colour. The blouse was high around her neck, covering up my marks.
“I need a word with you in my office, Ms Carnell,” I snapped at her, ignoring the cretin running out of the break room.
Her eyes finally came towards me. I swallowed when I saw the black orbs glaring at me. She touched her hip and tapped one foot on the floor.
“You can speak to me here,” she replied in a frosty voice.
“Don't test me, Valeria,” I said with my jaw clenched tightly.
She placed both hands on her hips and gave me a hard stare.
“Fine,” she snapped.
I held the door open and watched her ass as she walked past me. The more it swayed going up the stairs, the harder my cock became. My eyes ran down her calves towards her long red heels. All I could think of was how tight her cunt had choked my dick while I strangled her neck. I mentally slapped myself.
What the fuck was she doing here?
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Chapter 14
Valeria
Istomped up the stairs and walked towards his office. I had woken up groggy but happy, only to realise he had dumped me back in my apartment. If he had been anywhere near me, I would have slit his throat. I had been enraged before going through everything I had learned about him. If he thought he could toss me aside like a used-up whore I would make him think again.
No sooner had I stepped into his office. I heard him slam the door shut and lock it.
“What the fuck are you doing here, Valeria?”
I composed myself and plastered a smile on my face before turning around to face him.
“Why, this is my place of employment, Mr Molloy.”
His eyes blinked rapidly as his eyes ran down my body. I pursed my lips before I ended up grinning like the cat that caught the canary.
He took a step towards me, and I backed up a step, but he didn't stop, and neither did I until I felt myself hit something. Glancing back, it was a chair.
“You're fired,” he said, glaring at me.
“For what reason?”
“For shoving my £650 Montblanc up your cunt.”
I bit the inside of my lip to keep a straight face.
“Can you prove that in front of a workplace tribunal?” I drawled out lazily while looking at my hot, red-painted nails.
When I looked back at him, his fists were tightly clenched on either side of his body.
No one fucking dumped me. I would tell him when I was done with him and his fat cock. I narrowed my eyes on him, prepared for battle.
He stepped closer towards me, but I had nowhere to go. He gripped my arms and pushed me back, causing me to yelp when I felt myself fall backwards. I clutched at his suit jacket, but he pulled me past the chair until I felt the table under my back.
For the first time all week, I felt something other than anger.
I watched as he pulled the chair away and shrugged out of his jacket. He tossed it onto the chair. I looked behind me as I felt something dig into my back. He stood over me and pulled a laptop bag from underneath me.
“We are done,” he said unconvincingly.
“Sure we are. So tell me, Mr Molloy, why do you have me on your desk?” I asked, keeping my eyes on him.
“Because I want those fuck me heels wrapped around my back,” he blurted out.
I frowned at him, but before I could say anything, he was pulling my skirt up and running his hands across my red lacy thongs. He pulled my thongs to one side and pushed his finger inside me. He moved it in and out before pulling my legs apart so he could watch. His eyes moved towards mine as he pushed a second finger inside me. I tried not to move, but my pussy was so wet his fingers slipped inside with ease. He felt so good. My pussy had ached for days from his dick.
He ripped my thongs off and threw them on the floor before pulling his fingers out of me. He brought his hand closer to my face.
“Soaking wet,” he said before pushing both fingers inside his mouth.
I watched him suck his fingers. He hadn't shaved, and his lips looked more defined, surrounded by dark, scruffy growth. I wanted to bite him till he bled for me. He pulled his fingers back out and licked his lips.
“Just as I thought. It is your pussy juice on my stationary,” he said triumphantly.
I propped myself up with my elbow.
“I doubt that evidence will go down well with the judge presiding in our work dispute tribunal case,” I said with a grudging smile.
He moved the chair and sat down on it before rolling it towards me. “It’s best I make certain.”
He pulled my thighs apart, and I felt his tongue trace down my opening, making me moan and lift myself up towards his face.
His hands slide under my ass as he pulls me towards his mouth, and I feel his hot tongue push inside my pussy. His mouth opens wider, and I feel his mouth cover me.
I feel a finger inside my pussy alongside his tongue, but it's not there long as he traces it along my ass, and I feel him push against my asshole. I grind myself against his face as his finger breaches the tight muscle.
He slides it back and forth until I relax my ass and enjoy his mouth and his hand. I rock my hips, needing more.
He pulls back to look at me. His green eyes look darker than usual.
“I want to fuck your ass. Your pussy doesn't deserve my cock after this morning,” he said in a husky voice.
“As long as I cum I don't give a shit.”
I heard his secretary knock on the door.
“Go away, I'm busy for the next hour,” he said, bellowing at her.
I raise an eyebrow at him.
“Really? An hour?”
He pulls his finger out of me and walks behind me.
I hear him rummage around in his desk before he appears again.
He is holding a small tub of Vaseline.
“It will need to do unless you want me to rip your asshole up again.”
I tighten my lips before replying.
“No, the Vaseline will do.”
He unzips his trousers, and my pussy flutters as I see his fat cock spring out of his boxers. He smears the lube all over his cock before he puts the tub back on the desk.
“Unbutton your blouse.”
I untie the long sash around my neck before slowly unfastening my blouse. He pulls the lace from my breasts and bares my nipples. He leans down to suck my nipple in his mouth, but this time, he didn't bite. He flicks my nipple with his wet tongue and sucks me into his mouth. I feel his cock nudge against my asshole.
He didn't stretch me out, so I knew it would be problematic to get access. I felt his hand reach between us, and the insistent pressure increased.
“Relax your asshole for me, Valeria, or I will make it hurt so fucking bad you won’t be able to sit down all day, let alone walk,” he said, lifting his head away from my breasts.
I run my hands through his hair before tightening my grip. I relax my muscles as he continues to push at me harder. I groan when I feel the painful stretch as the tip of his cock forces its way past my tight opening.
“Are you ready for the pain?” he asks, breathing heavily against my face.
I stare into his eyes before nodding.
“Give it to me.”
He thrust forward, pushing a few more inches inside me, making me gasp. He leaned over me, pulling my hands away from his hair and slamming them against the desk.
“Keep your legs open as wide as you can, and I want to feel those heels dig into me.”
I don't get a chance to reply he pulls back slightly and slams into me. I cried out, but he smothered my mouth with his. His tongue slips into my mouth, teasing my lips before sliding along mine.
He begins to give me slow long thrusts fucking my ass deeper with each thrust. I force myself to keep myself relaxed.
“Do you like getting your dirty asshole fucked? Did you enjoy it when I fucked you bloody?” he grunts close to my ear.
I wrap my legs around him.
“Fuck my ass, Boss,” I said defiantly.
His mouth curved up slightly on one side before he increased his pace.
He continued to fuck my ass hard and fast until I felt the soft material of his trousers against me. I felt so full, yet my pussy ached.
The feel of his shirt against my chest and his hot breath panting over me. His grip on my wrists hurt, but I needed his hands around my throat.
“Your hole has opened up nicely,” he said, standing upright. My legs dipped down, but he lifted them upright.
I gripped my breasts and played with my hardened nipples.
He was looking down at my ass as he moved back and forth.
“Finger your pussy. I want to feel them against my cock. Stuff your cunt full,” he demanded.
I rubbed my clit before pushing three fingers inside of me, and I felt his thick cock surge in and out of my ass. I moaned loudly.
He slapped my face so hard that my head spun, and my cheek instantly stung.
I glared at his grinning face. Instead of deterring him, he gripped my thighs open and began to slam in and out of me.
“Cum on my dick. I want to feel this asshole suck my cum up.”
I pinched my nipple hard and savoured the heat on my cheek.
He put a hand on my shoulder and continued to fuck me harder. I slid my fingers against him and used my thumb to rub my clit. I bit my lip as I felt my orgasm shatter through me. My asshole gripped onto him hard as my pussy fluttered around my fingers.
He didn't stop hammering in and out of me, but his breath was uneven and loud.
“Fuck. Yes. Swallow up my cum,” he grunted out.
His rhythm faltered, and I felt his hot cum spurt inside my ass. He pulled back slightly, and I felt the cold air against my ass before more spurts of his cum shot into my ass.
I looked down at him, and he was furiously wanking his cock staring at my ass. I felt him push himself back inside me, giving me the last few slow but deep thrusts. He slid inside with ease because of his cum.
I pulled my fingers out of my pussy but rubbed my clit, enjoying the last few moments of relief.
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Chapter 15
Harrison
Iblinked down as she slid her fingers up and down her pussy. Her swollen pink lips were bare, showing all her arousal. I glanced down at my dick still embedded inside her asshole. Watching her ass gape open as my cum spurt inside her dark hole was the best thing I'd ever seen.
My eyes flicked back up to her wet pussy lips before travelling to her face. She had her eyes closed as she relished in rubbing herself while my dick was still in her ass.
I calculated my options.
“Why don't we have a friend-with-benefits set up?”
Her dark eyes snapped open, and she opened her mouth but closed it again. Her dark brown eyes had a calculated look to them before she smiled and nodded. It looked like I would need to watch her every move.
I stared at her for a moment longer before I pulled my dick out of her ass. I smirked when her hole struggled to close up again. I didn't see any of my cum leak out. I kept my hands on her legs so she wouldn't move.
“Has my asshole passed your inspection?” she sniped at me.
My smile widened. Fucking Valeria had definitely helped my bad mood.
I let go of her legs.
“It's a shame about your panties. You're going to have to go downstairs with your boss’s cum dripping out of your ass,” I said gleefully.
Her eyes sparkled with mischief.
“I will send you a picture,” she said with a wink.
I licked my lips at the thought.
Yes, being fuck buddies could work out nicely.


∆∆∆
 


I sat at the family table, tapping my fingers impatiently on the dinner table. I glanced at the clock again. This was eating into my fucking Valeria time. We had fucked everywhere in my office. After hours we fucked in the break room and on the roof. She came in early most mornings and used my cock instead of my pens now.
The only thing that bothered me was I didn't know where her second home was. Her supposed kill and my evidence house. I still needed to either get some evidence against her or find what she had on me.
“Everything okay, Harrison? You seem extra fidgety tonight,” my mother asked.
“Uh, yeah, mum. I just have some work to finish off tonight.” I lied.
The doorbell chimed, and I glanced up towards my mum.
“We have a special guest tonight,” she said excitedly.
Fucking hell. Not cousin Rowna. I grimaced. I needed to get out of this, but before I could say anything, my mum had left to open the door. I looked at my dad for help, but he smiled and shrugged. I ignored my nephew's bickering in the background. Why couldn't my siblings control their offspring?
I looked up and saw Valeria standing in my parent's dining room doorway. She wore a respectable black silky dress that flared out at her hips. Her long hair was hanging down, highlighting her beautiful set of tits. My eyes went lower, and I saw she was wearing her mustard coloured fuck me shoes. I glanced at my brothers, and I could see them gaping at Valeria. One of my sister-in-law’s elbowed the ape.
“Shame on you for not telling us about your fiancée, Harrison,” my mother said. “It was lovely of Valeria to call me and introduce herself,” she smiled towards Valeria.
I looked around at my family, who were all grinning and congratulating me. My father gave me a sly smile but didn't utter a word.
What was happening right now?
My mother shrieked, and I shot out of my chair, ready to take Valeria down, but my mother held Valeria’s hand up.
When she looked back towards me, she had tears in her eyes.
“Son, you did so well choosing the ring. How could you not tell me?”
I felt my dinner come up slightly, and I coughed until I pushed the feeling of vomit back down. My serial killing fuck buddy was in my family home, and I was engaged to her.
Valeria was wearing a massive rock on what I presumed was the right finger. I tugged at my collar, feeling myself break out into a cold sweat.
“Darling, I'm so sorry to spring this on you but I was beginning to feel like a dirty secret,” Valeria said before she covered her mouth and dipped her head down.
“Oh, no. No, dear. Not at all. I am so sorry. I promise you I raised Harrison better than this,” my mother said, wrapping both arms around Valeria.
I opened my mouth to try and justify myself but slapped it closed again when my mother shot daggers at me.
“Honestly, Harrison. How could you behave like this?”
Valeria let out a sob into my mother's shoulder.
I sat back down in my seat because my mother was in protection mode. My shoulders slump down, and I glance at my snickering dumbass siblings. When I looked at my father, he scrutinised me as if he had never seen me before. He glanced at my fake fiancée, who was still latched onto my mother like a fucking blood-sucking leech, before looking back at me with a wink.
“Here, come sit down beside me. Let me introduce you to everyone,” my gullible mother said before introducing her to everyone, ensuring she gave me the stink eye in the process. I tried not to look at Valeria as she chattered to my family.
My fury at her turning up to my parents’ house was immense, and the more she acted like Mother Theresa, the more I want to beat the shit out of her. I took long, deep breaths as I pictured my hands around her neck.
“Come with me, son.”
I looked up, and my dad was standing beside me. I sighed and nodded before getting up. Why didn't I trust my first instinct with her? Oh, that’s right, my cock wanted her.
My dad led me outside into the garden and lit up a cigar.
“An interesting young lady you have there,” he finally says.
“Dad, I'm not engaged to her. She is a fucking psycho,” I said angrily before I began to pace up and down the garden path.
“Hmm,” he said, staring at me before taking another draw of his cigar.
“Dad, I'm being serious.”
“Do you know what I did in my spare time and all those work trips?”
I stopped pacing and moved closer towards him.
“It was for the court cases, wasn't it?” I asked, confused by his question.
“Life can get stressful. I had hobbies similar to your own. Being a criminal lawyer, I saw a lot of scumbags, and for a while, I enjoyed getting rid of them.”
I immediately think of my dad's large garden shed. We were never allowed inside it. He would travel a lot sometimes. Mum used to tell us it was for work. I blinked at my dad. We are very similar in appearance.
“I’ve kept an eye on you, son. You've always been more like me.”
I frowned at him because it seemed as if every fucker was spying on me.
“I know about your little fiancée, too,” he said with a chuckle.
“Wait, does Mum know anything?”
He gives me an incredulous look and I instantly feel bamboozled again. He glared at me.
“No, she doesn’t, and she never will.”
I raised my hands up in surrender.
“Okay, calm down, old man. I'm trying to get my head around what's happening right now.”
My dad taps his cigar ash to the side before taking another long draw and blowing the thick smoke out.
“Son, the point I'm attempting to make is that I had the firm, my wife and children and my little hobby. You're thirty-four and getting old. Perhaps it's time you settled down.”
“Dad, she isn't like mum.”
He gave me a devilish grin.
“I know. I love your mother. She is innocent and never saw what I was. I would rather die than disappoint that woman,” he said with a serious tone, with all trace of his smile gone.
“Your firm is more than established. You can kick back more now and enjoy some time with your beautiful fiancée. Have some more babies for your mother and me.”
I cringed at the thought before I thought of Valeria tied down with a big swollen belly. She would carry my seed, and perhaps fuckers would stop hitting on her. I scratched my head. I wouldn't know what to do with a small, smelly human.
“You learn. I had to acclimatise normal behaviour as a husband and a father.”
“I'm not sure if I'm cut out for that, Dad.”
“Okay, and how would you feel if Valeria married someone else?”
I immediately thought of Russell standing in a church next to Valeria.
“They would both be dead,” I said flatly.
I put my hand on my forehead and squeezed my head. My brain felt scrambled tonight.
“How about a deal?”
I drop my hand and glance at my dad.
“Make your mother happy, and I will tell you where her other apartment is.”
My jaw dropped open in shock.
“I couldn't let anything happen to you. It would have killed your mother,” he said solemnly.
“Why didn't you tell me any of this? It wasn't planned the first time it happened, but I enjoyed it. You could have helped me,” I said.
“My job as your father was to protect you. Some shit you need to learn on your own. Do you have a sense for the people you choose?”
I give my dad a curt nod.
“Have you spoken to Valeria about her experiences?”
“Dad, I'm telling you she isn't like us. She is erratic and—well, it's hard to explain.”
“So you don't want her address?”
I glared at him. Everyone was out to get me.
“If you know everything, then you know I need her address,” I said in a tight voice.
“Great, your mother will love planning another wedding.”
I watched as he flicked the remnant of the cigar over the brick wall and turned towards the house, whistling a cheerful tune. I took a few moments to compose myself before I returned to the mental asylum.
How many more bombshells were going to hit me tonight?
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Chapter 16
Valeria
His mother was so attentive I felt the guilt creep up on me. I might have overdone the drama slightly. The rest of his family had left. They had been very welcoming. The little boys had been rambunctious, but I loved their energy.
My eyes nervously moved around to see if Harrison was back yet. His mother flipped the page, and I laughed at the picture of two kids and a baby all dressed up in dresses. Harrison looked adorable, dressed in pink lace.
“I wanted a girl so badly, but after Harrison, there were some complications,” she said as her fingers traced over her daughter's pictures. Well, sons, but they all look too cute.
“He was my last, so I might have spoiled him slightly. If he gives you any trouble at all, I want you to tell me,” she said in a militant voice.
Damn. That escalated quickly.
I look at her, taking in her appearance. She didn't look ancient. In the album, I could tell she was a stunning lady who still carried that grace and beauty. She used to have long, fiery red hair, and now it was slightly cut shorter. When I was looking into Harrison and his family, it made me a little jealous. He had loving parents.
“I love the red hair,” I said.
“We have Irish roots, so it comes with a temper.”
I grinned at her.
“I have Spanish roots, so I’m the same.”
“Oh, it's why you have this stunning dark hair,” she said with a sigh. “Harrison’s dad had similar dark hair. He was the most handsome man I had met who had the most impeccable manners,” she said with a dreamy look in her eyes.
“I still am.”
I swivelled around to see his dad smiling at his mum.
Wow. They were the real deal. It kinda made me feel sick.
I glanced at Harrison, who was rolling his eyes at his parents before his gaze landed on me. I could see the promise of retribution in his eyes. I gave him an evil smile.
Bring it on.
“Oh, Harrison. Why didn't you tell us?”
I patted his mother on her hand.
“It's not entirely his fault he has a stressful work time. Sometimes, he can't always perform. I guess we all have to make sacrifices.”
I heard Harrison choke on something.
“Your dad takes this fresh beetroot and apple juice, which helps every time. He lasts—”
His dad cleared his throat.
“They get the idea, love.”
His dad looked at me with a twinkle in his eye, but not in a creepy way.
“We will write the recipe down. It has some celery in it, too.”
“Dad, she is lying! There is nothing wrong with my performance.”
“Harrison! I don't know what is wrong with you, but this is the first time your future wife has entered our home. How long would it have taken you to tell us if Valeria hadn't messaged me?”
Harrison glared at his dad before his shoulders slumped downwards, and he walked over to his mum and sat on the other side of her. I smiled as he put his arm around her.
“I’m sorry, Mum. It won't happen again.”
“Did you ever hear your father raise his voice to me?”
He looked sheepishly at his mother before he shook his head. She stroked his hair.
“We just want you to settle down and be happy, son.”
He hugged his mother and tucked her head under his chin, but his eyes were on his father.
“Come on, Valeria. Let me show you Harrison’s teen room. He still has some stiff socks under his bed when his performance used to be better.”
I sniggered and followed his dad out of the room.
His dad showed me around the house. True to his word, he showed me Harrison’s bedroom. I loved seeing teen Harrison’s bedroom, and unashamedly, I rummaged through his drawers. He had a lot of sports trophies, football, cricket and swimming. I was tempted to find the stiff sock
“Have you set a date for the wedding yet?”
I put his school picture down and turned towards his dad.
“That's up to Harrison.”
I couldn't exactly tell his dad he hadn't even proposed. I glanced down at the beautiful ring I had bought myself.
“His mother is right, have a little patience with him.”
I was about to reply when the door burst open.
Harrison looked between us both.
“Is everything okay here?” he asked cautiously.
“Yeah, your dad was about to show me your sock.”
He relaxed, and I wondered if he thought I would off his dad.
“Let's go, Valeria. My mum gave us some ingredients for juicing.”
I looked at him suspiciously for a moment but decided I was glad he wasn't angry anymore.
We went downstairs, and his parents saw us off in the driveway. Harrison opened my door for me. I kept waiting for him to try and slam the car door on my arm or leg but he waited until I was inside before he closed the door. I watched him walk around the car, and before he got inside, he gave a final wave to his parents.
As soon as we pulled out of the driveway, the interrogation began.
“How did you get my mother's number?”
“From your phone.”
“How did you know my passcode?”
“From the footage in your house.”
He turned around to glare at me.
“Hey, keep your eyes on the road.”
“Just wait till we get home,” he said, turning his face towards the road again.
“Aren’t you dropping me off to my place?”
“No, you're staying over at mine. Your behaviour merits some punishment.”
My heart skipped a beat.
“Can we make you some juice first?” I asked.
“Fuck you,” he grumbled under his breath. “I’m never going to hear the end of this from my brothers.”
I smiled and looked out the window. It was too dark to see anything, but I felt—content.
I felt his hand on my thigh, and I turned towards him.
“Are you wearing any underwear?” He asked as he bunched up the skirt of my dress until I felt his hand on my bare skin.
“Yes, this wasn’t the office. I was meeting my future in-laws.” I scoffed.
“How much did your ring cost me?”
I glanced over at him in surprise.
“It didn’t cost you anything.”
“No. You will give me a figure, and I will transfer it tomorrow. There is no way in hell that you’re telling my mother that you had to buy your own engagement ring,” he growled at me.
I was confused. I had been certain he was going to fight me on this. He pulled my legs apart, jerking me from my thoughts. 
“You’re driving.”
“Ten out of ten for observation skills.”
I was about to retort back to him, but I felt his fingers push my panties to one side.
“Mmmm. My dirty little bitch, your pussy is always wet for me.”
I grip his hand and push myself up as I pull his fingers deeper inside me. I closed my eyes and pushed my head back against the headrest.
I felt the car jolt to one side, and I opened my eyes as the car slowed down and turned off onto a small, dark road.
“Get out.”
I blinked at his words. He was going to dump me in the middle of nowhere or kill me out here.
“I want you fuck you outside.”
I couldn’t reply because he was already out of the car and opening my door. He reached over and unclipped my belt.
“Bend over the hood.”
I walked around to the front of the car and bent over the warm car. He had left the car headlights on. I felt him lift my skirt up.
“I should have parked at the side of the main road so people could see what a cock-loving whore my fiancée is,” he said, but there was no anger in his voice.
I squirmed against the car.
“Spread your legs.”
I pressed my hands on the hood of his car and spread my legs open.
“Did you have fun at my expense tonight?”
“Yes. Thank you,” I said politely.
He smacks my ass, and I suck in my breath at the sting.
“If I didn't need to fuck you so much, I would be looking for a switch.”
I heard him unzip his pants. He pulled my things to one side, and I felt his cock against me. One hand came around to my breasts, and the other he wrapped into my hair.
“Do you want to be my wife?” He asked as he pushed himself inside me.
I pushed my ass back towards him, but my foot slipped, and I fell flat on the hood again.
He pinched my nipple.
“I asked you a fucking question.”
“Yes.”
He let go of my hair, and I felt his hand on my hip. That was the only warning I got before he thrust the rest of his cock inside of me. The feel of his thickness inside me made me moan.
He gripped my hip and breast before he began to thrust in and out of me. All I could see was his car and the pitch-black wooded area.
His hand left my breast and wrapped around my neck. My pussy clamped down on his dick in anticipation.
He gripped my throat, pulling me back towards his chest as he fucked me harder. I grunted each time he thrust inside me. When I couldn't breathe, I felt my orgasm approach. His fingers dug into my throat as I shuddered with the intensity of my orgasm. I rasped a breath out as I heard him groan. His fingers loosened on my throat, and he held himself inside me.
I felt the last of my convulsions fade away. I loved his punishments.
I turned to look behind me.
“Did you cum?” I asked in confusion.
He grinned at me.
“No, squat down in front of the car. I want to watch you swallow my cock.”
Fair enough.
After the marathon sex sessions we had this week, I was used to getting skull fucked by him.
I slid off the hood of his car and squatted down. It helped wearing heels. I opened up for him and watched his cock slick with my cum bob in front of me.
He moved closer to me and gripped my hair. I placed my hands on his thighs for support.
“You're going to choke for me again.”
With that, he slammed his cock down my throat.
I was ready for him and kept my throat relaxed.
“Such a good cock sucker. Go on, use your tongue.”
I rubbed my tongue beneath his dick. I could taste my salty essence on his dick. I did this until my legs began to ache. He eventually began to fuck himself in and out of my throat. His thrusts were long and deep. I felt his balls hit my lips with each thrust. My face was a mess, and I could feel everything drip down from my chin onto my chest.
I felt his cock harden, and I rubbed his balls. He yanked my head back, and I gasped for breath. I felt his hot cum spray my mouth, face and forehead.
“Keep your mouth open.”
I panted, but I stuck my tongue out for him, and. I saw the tip of his cock before he placed it on my tongue and more of his salty cum sprayed inside my mouth.
He took several deep breaths before he squeezed his cock wanking himself on my tongue.
“Suck it all up. Clean my dick.”
I did as he asked, savouring the taste of him as I licked and sucked him clean, trying not to let any cum escape my mouth. I swallowed it all down as soon as he pulled it out of my mouth.
He held his hands out for me, and I placed my hands in his as he pulled me up. He inspected my face for a moment.
“Leave my cum on your face and be grateful this is your only punishment.”
In the grand scheme of things, that was a price worth paying.
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Chapter 17
Harrison
Her dark eyes were staring up at me, but the spray of cum all over her face and hair gave me a heavy dose of satisfaction. She was mine. I took my hand and rubbed it all into her face. She closed her eyes immediately.
My dick twitched as I rubbed it all into her skin. Her hair would be all crusty, but she should have thought about that before she hijacked my Sunday night dinner.
I took her back to her side of the car opening the door for her again. My parents were right. No matter how I met her, I wanted to emulate what my parents had. I waited until she was inside before closing the door. I looked around the quiet road. There was no way anyone would have seen us. Not that I cared. I tucked my dick back inside and zipped up my pants before climbing back into the car.
It didn't take us long to get to my house. It felt a little strange having her back where I had anticipated using her before I disposed of her.
My thoughts kept going back to my father. I wanted to know more about his ‘hobby’ and if he still did it.
Valeria was showered and naked in my bed.
I rubbed the towel through my hair. I untied the towel from my waist and tossed them both into the laundry basket.
“We can take the day off tomorrow and celebrate our upcoming nuptials,” I said sarcastically.
Her dark brown eyes slid down my body.
“That's not a bad idea.”
I got under the covers and pulled her beside me as she tried to reach the light switch.
“I'm not done fucking you yet. Performance issues, my ass.”
I could get used to having her at my disposal. Her skin felt so soft against mine. My cock lengthened against her curvy asscheeks. I reached behind me to get the lube.
I smothered my dick with the lube before I rubbed some on her ass until I felt the puckered hole. I squirt some more lube on my fingers and push my fingers inside her ass.
Her hungry little hole swallows my fingers up.
I pull my fingers out and lift her leg up, and I slide down slightly so I can fuck into her better in this position. I rub my cock against her crack until I find her asshole.
I hold the base of my cock until the tip slips into her tight opening. I love the initial feel of sliding my dick inside her. She is always incredibly tight. I grinned, thinking of how much she loves being choked out. She never fails to cum.
“Do you love me fucking your ass?” I asked close to her ear.
She moaned and pushed her ass backwards, impaling herself further into my dick.
“You know I do,” she said.
I loved how filthy she was with me. I don't care about the number of men she fucked before me. I only care that I'm the last one she will ever fuck.
I gripped her soft inner thigh and slowly moved my dick in and out of her widening hole. All of her holes were fucking perfect. She took my cock like a good girl. Even when I knew I was hurting her, she would still want more.
I slid my hand under her neck so I could grip her throat while I plundered her ass. I felt her hand move over mine. It was a far cry when she scratched my hand, trying to breathe.
I let go of her thigh and reach for her soft breasts. I loved how much she craved pain in equal measure to pleasure. I pumped in and out of her ass rapidly squeezing her tit and her throat at the same time.
“Rub your pussy, baby. Let me feel you cum,” I growled.
My fingers found her pebbled nipple, and I pinched it so hard she screamed. Her asshole clamped down on my dick, but I continued to fuck her. She let out a low animalistic groan as she came on my dick. I slowed my pace down, wanting to savour the feel of her cumming with my dick deep inside her guts.
I felt my cum spurt out.
“Fuck, yes. Take my cum. Take it all.”
I let go of her nipple and hold her hip as I unload inside her. My cock twitched and throbbed until I emptied my balls in her ass.
Exhausted, I pull the covers over us and left my dick inside her.
∆∆∆
 
We had breakfast, and I thought over what my dad said. We were sitting in a comfortable silence. She was sipping the last of her coffee and looking at her phone.
“Sticking me into my mother again?” I asked, still feeling salty from last night.
She glanced up from her phone before she put it on the table.
“No, I was checking my news feed.”
“Have you killed anyone since Gail?”
She smirked at me.
“Have you killed anyone since James?”
“I was supposed to kill you, but you know how that ended,” I said, hiding my smile as I sipped my coffee.
“That was rather mean of you,” she said with a pout. She wore nothing but my white T-shirt.
“I regret nothing. You told me you were going to off me to get me out of your hair.”
“That was before I shadowed your work and became a fan.”
“I wouldn't mind seeing you in action,” I said, picturing crimson blood splattering all over her face and white T-shirt.
“It all depends on who I find. You wouldn't like my methods of seduction. You barely controlled yourself when I had some friendly banter with Russell.”
I glared at her for a moment.
“Who do you choose?”
“Bullies. I'm not sexist. I go for men and women, but mainly men love to get aggressive.”
I frowned at her.
“Would you class me as a bully?”
“No, you're simply pigheaded.”
I reached for the plate of mixed pastries and threw a croissant at her head.
She caught it with one hand.
“Thanks,” she said before biting into it.
If nothing else, she would keep me on my toes.
∆∆∆
 
We went to her apartment to get most of her belongings. We decided to see how long we could tolerate one another under the same roof. I did warn her if she stabbed me again that, I would reciprocate in a similar manner. I did agree that I would keep the taser, knife and hammer at bay. It was a positive start to our social experiment, as neither of us had lived with anyone since adulthood.
I brought my kidnapping van with me because of her insane amount of shoes. We heard raised voices once we were finally loaded and about to leave the building. Valeria narrowed her eyes at me and moved back inside the building, listening in on one door before moving to the next one.
I looked around the hallway for security cameras, but there were none. The longer she listened, the colder her expression became. She eventually moved away from the door. I held the door open for her as she walked outside. She avoided any eye contact with me.
When we were in the van, I finally asked her.
“A mark?”
She was looking out from her side of the van, so I couldn't see her face.
“Yeah.”
In all the time I had known Valeria, I hadn't seen this side of her. I could usually feel her energy, even if it was subdued when she was at work with me. I glanced back at her apartment building before starting up the engine.
It would be nice if I brought her a welcome-home gift.
∆∆∆
 
The week had passed quickly, and I was excited that it was Friday. A whole weekend with my new fiancée. I watched her ass as she walked into our home. She wore all black today with a pair of red fuck me of shoes. Her red toenails had poked out of them. I don't ever remember shoes giving me a hard-on. It seemed only her feet and shoes did it for me.
She stood there watching me with a smirk on her face.
“You really like these ones.”
“You know I do,” I said with a smile.
“I sold pictures of my feet and shoes when I was in Uni.”
I rubbed my hand over my face.
“Great, now I will picture guys wanking off to your feet.”
“Pictures of my feet. I made good money on them back then. Now everyone and their granny is doing it,” she said before pausing. “Do you think your mum—”
“Don't even think about it,” I snapped at her.
She chuckled.
“Fuck, me. You are so easy to rile up.”
“Go get changed. I have a surprise for you.”
“If you're cooking dinner, that doesn't count as a surprise.”
She was surprisingly unorganised when it came to personal chores. I had a place for everything, and she would leave her random shit lying around. I was sure she was switching my things and hiding shit from me to wind me up.
I smiled as I loosened my tie and walked towards the kitchen. I wasn't as pissed as I made it out. I simply enjoyed fucking her like a damn animal.
I opened up the freezer and took out some lamb tagine. Once I had put dinner in to thaw and heat through, I went upstairs to change.
Valeria was wearing a white tunic-type top and was flopped down on the bed, staring at the ceiling. White and red were my two favourite colours for her.
“What's wrong with you?” I asked, nudging her tiny foot.
I wondered if, by scarring both of her feet with my knives, she would be able to sell foot pictures again. I shook my head, looking at her cute painted tootsies. Assholes would still buy them.
“I was wondering if I rushed into your wedding proposal,” she said.
My head snapped up towards her face, but her expression gave nothing away as she stared at the ceiling.
“I don't give a fuck what you think. You accosted me as my fiancée, and are you fuck going to have second thoughts,” I said as calmly as I could, but I was fucking livid.
“Valeria, if you ever try to leave me or think of being with someone else, I will massacre every single fucker involved. I will keep you locked up in my basement for the rest of your fucking life,” I spat out. My dad was right, and I needed to get her pregnant. Let's see her leave when I fuck a kid into her every year.
She glanced over at me.
“Wow. You're such a drama queen, Harrison. I hoped for a better proposal since I didn't get the first one, not a massacre.”
I threw my hands in the air.
Fucking women. Were they born armed with some sixth sense in how to drive men insane?
“Get off your birth control.”
She spread her legs open and pulled the thin white cotton material up.
“Why don't you take it out?”
She wasn't wearing any underwear. I licked my lips at seeing her bare pussy. If I could plunge my hands through intestines and organs, I’m sure that I could find her birth control contraption inside her pussy.
“How soon can you get pregnant once it's removed?” I asked, moving between her spread thighs.
“It's a copper IUD, so immediately,” she said with a smile.
And just like that, I knew I would accept becoming a father. I caressed the hair on my soon to be fucked full of cum pussy before tracing her opening with my fingers.
“Anything of mine been inside this cunt today?”
I can't be inside my office 24/7, and it constantly smells of her perfume. Who knew what she does in there?
She stuck her bottom lip out in a pout.
“You told me I wasn't allowed to abuse your Montblancs anymore.”
I pushed my fingers inside her pussy. My fist would be inside her tonight when I took out her birth control. My dick was so hard it strained against my trousers.
I pulled my fingers out and licked her juices off each finger while I stared into her dark eyes. I saw her throat gulp, and I pictured choking her out until she was unconscious.
Fuck her gift and dinner. I needed to get that IUD out.
“Get the lube out and lie back on the bed. I’m taking your IUD out once I've washed up.”
“Yes, Dr Molloy,” she said, fluttering her dark lashes at me.
A mixture of emotions ran through me: relief, bliss and pure, unadulterated lust.
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Chapter 18
Valeria
Iwatched him change into a T-shirt and shorts before going into the bathroom. Never in my wildest dreams did I think I would meet someone like Harrison. I spent some time fantasising about fucking him, killing him and fucking him while killing him. Meeting him at work and observing him close up made me want to fuck him more than kill him. He was a touch temperamental, but I was the same.
He came out of the bathroom, looking at his phone.
“This looks simple enough,” he said, glancing at me.
I stared blankly at him.
“The IUD,” he looked around the bed. “Where is the lube? Or do you want me to fist your cunt without it?”
I considered the options since my pussy was gushing at the thought. Did I really need the lube? The tenderness after a long, hard pounding always made me—
“You’re so fucked up,” he said, interrupting my thoughts.
I frowned at him as he got the industrial-sized tub of lube with a hand pump on the container.
“Why give me a choice if you will ignore my preference?” I snapped at him. I glanced at his shorts and saw his cock was causing the material to tent out.
Nothing beats grey sweatpants or shorts on a man.
He dropped the tub onto the bed and climbed over me, settling over my belly. He placed his hands over my breasts and played with my nipples through the thin cotton material.
“You will never stop surprising me, will you?” he said with a faint smile on his face.
I considered his question while I ran my nails over the naked flesh of his legs. Since I didn't know half the shit I was going to say or do, I agreed with him.
“It's my mission in life to keep you on your toes,” I said sincerely.
He leaned down, and I inhaled the scent of his cologne by lifting my head up slightly. He buried his face into my hair.
“It's going to be my mission in life to keep fucking my kids into my tight little pussy. You’re never going to be empty.”
“Woah, hold your horses and your horsing cock,” I said, trying to push his shoulders. “I did not sign up to become a broodmare.”
I had no idea why I used so many horse references, but I was too upset to care.
He moved the hair from my face and licked my cheek.
“You’re all mine, especially your womb.”
He sat back up and looked down at me with satisfaction.
“You did sign up for this,” he continued.
I dug my nails into his chunky knees.
“You know damn well that I didn't,” I said, trying to buck his solid fat ass off from me.
“You're lucky you're not pregnant, or I would think you were trying to get rid of my kid.”
I paused to look at him for a moment. Perhaps he was fucking with me.
“You signed up for all this when you stepped foot in my damn office. When you let your crazy ass get kidnapped by me and when you waltzed through my parent's house with a rock on your finger proclaiming yourself as mine,” he said with a triumphant smirk on his face. “I accept.”
I narrowed my eyes on him. The show isn't over until the fat lady sings.
“Fine. As you wish.” I said, laying my head back on the bed.
Suspicion crept up on his face.
“What? Just like that?” he asked in confusion.
A discombobulated Harrison was my absolute favourite. He was livid when I kept tilting the canvas in the living room off-angle. How was he going to cope with one child running around his perfect house? Never mind the hundreds he has imagined in his fucked up head.
“Yes, of course, dear. We are a team.”
He muttered something under his breath before moving off me before he pushed me further up the bed. He walked around the bed and took a pillow before tossing it on the floor before him.
His leg and arm had healed up nicely, much like my back. However, I wouldn't have as much scarring as he will. I wish I'd carved my name out on his chest.
“Whatever you're thinking about, keep thinking it because your pussy is flowing like a fountain,” he said.
He pulled me from my bloodthirsty thoughts as I glanced down at him, and he was on the floor, kneeling in front of my pussy. He pulled my legs apart until I felt like a frog.
I had no doubt he would remove my IUD, and I knew for a fact I would enjoy this far better than the nurse doing it.
He didn't hold back as I felt him push all his big fingers inside me. He kept sliding them in and out, coating his fingers so he could push deeper inside me. I reached down and rubbed my clit.
He gave me no warning as he pushed his hand deeper inside me. My breath caught in my throat, and I felt the uncomfortable stretch as the thickest part of his hand slowly slid inside me. He paused and moved my hand away before licking my clit. When he sucked on me, my hips moved upwards. I needed more of him.
“Fuck, your cunt looks incredible,” he said in a low husky voice. “I can feel everything each time your cunt clenches down on my hand. I’m going to reach near your cervix. Keep your pussy hole nice and relaxed for me.”
My body relaxed because I knew that had been the thickest part of him.
He moved his hand back and forth for a few minutes. He used his other hand to rub my clit harder.
“Oh yeah, keep that pussy nice and relaxed for me.”
I moaned when I felt his hand move deeper inside me.
“Almost there.”
I tried my best not to move, but it felt so good.
I felt a nudge inside me, and I tried not to tighten around his hand and arm.
“Don’t move.”
It felt weird knowing his fingers were hitting the entrance to my cervix. I let out a snort of laughter.
“Got it!” Harrison exclaimed.
I looked down at him, and it wasn't another triumphant look. It was a predatory look. I felt a sharp tug inside me, and he slowly pulled his hand out. He showed me the tiny contraption before throwing it towards the bin in the corner of the room.
He began to move his fingers in and out of me again and pushed his hand inside of me again. This time, I didn't feel his fingers.
He looked up at me.
“I'm going to fist your cunt before I fuck my first load inside you.”
He continued to rub my clit as he began to slide his arm back and forth until I felt his fist move inside me.
“Oh God,” I groaned out with the intense sensations.
He slapped my clit.
“It's Dr Malloy.”
“Sorry, Dr Malloy, but I need to cum.”
He doesn't reply he continues to move his fist inside me. After a few minutes, he began to pummel me with his fist. My hips reared off the bed as he continued to fuck me with his fist. His fingers continued to rub me.
“Cum for me. Let me feel your cunt,” he snarled at me.
He sounded like a vicious animal, and I loved it because I wailed out a loud cry as it came all over him. Every muscle clamped around his fist. My hands flayed around before I tugged on the covers I lay on. My pussy still contracted around his fist, but I felt him pull backwards, and I forced myself to relax so he could pull his hand out.
I was still catching my breath when he rolled me over onto my belly.
“Take your top off. I want you naked.”
I pressed my hands on the bed and managed to pull my top off before slumping back down. He could do what he wanted.
I was more than satisfied.
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Chapter 19
Harrison
Ilooked at my wet hand in amazement before glancing at her swollen and pink cunt. I can't believe I not only got my entire hand inside her, but I fisted her cunt so hard. I’d killed a few women. Some I had fucked, some I hadn't, but no one inspired me like Valeria.
I could hear her heavy breaths on the bed. My eyes trailed her back, her ass and her dainty little feet on the floor.
I shoved my shorts down my legs and kicked them to one side. I rubbed my cock, twisting my fingers around the head and giving my cock a hard tug. I needed to nut deeper than I ever had in my life.
I kick her legs open wider before I shoved my cock inside her, and with one thrust, she took my entire length. I gripped her neck with both hands and lifted her torso off the bed. Her ass pushed back onto me just as I needed it to.
I tighten my grip around her throat and begin to jackhammer in and out of her pussy like a madman. The lewd sounds of our flesh slapping together are like music for my soul. I ignore the choking noises she makes because her cunt juice is dripping down me, and her pussy is tightening around my cock.
“Are you going to take my cum before or after you pass out, Valeria?” I panted out.
She groaned, and I felt her cunt convulse around me. I drop one hand from her throat and grip her by the stomach holding her in place as I continue to thrust my cock inside her in an upwards motion. I slid my other hand fully around her throat and squeezed harder.
Her body quivered against mine as she let out a distorted scream and came all over my dick. My balls reared up so hard that it was almost painful, but I held her belly and pushed deep as my cock pulsated and jerked in her cunt. I felt the ecstasy of pleasure and the relief of knowing my cum would take root in my woman’s womb. I let out a raspy breath with each spurt of cum that shot out of me.
My hand slid from her belly to rub her wet clit, and I felt her pussy flutter around me as if squeezing anything that remained inside my dick. I didn't care if she was conscious or not her pussy was wide awake.
I lowered her onto the bed, breathing heavily. I felt our combined sweat between our bodies, and I pulled her hair off her back and licked her salty essence. I kept my cock embedded inside her and placed my hands on the bed above her head. She moved her head to one side, so her cheek lay flush on the bed.
It was good to know that she was conscious for her first breeding session. I gently rocked my hips back and forth, hoping to push more of my seed towards her cervix.
I was going to relish breeding Valeria.
∆∆∆
 
I fucked her another two times until her stomach began to growl.
“Noooooo,” she wailed. “I don't want to move. Just bring me my food upstairs, please.”
“This is ironic,” I mused. “I’m the one with the supposed performance issues.”
She sat up, causing me to turn to look at her.
Her hair was a wild, tangled mess; her full lips were pink and swollen. She had my finger marks around her throat, but the soft, content glow emanating from her dark eyes made my heart speed up.
She clasped her hands together. She would have looked like the classic villain if she had rubbed them together.
“The look on your face. That was so much fun.”
I grunted before swinging my legs off the bed.
Fun for her. Other than my dad, my whole family probably thinks I can’t fuck properly. A two-pump chump or taking Viagra in my thirties.
I walked around the bed and looked for my shorts before pulling a baggy white T-shirt out of my drawer. I rolled it up into a tight ball and tossed it towards her head.
She caught it long before it hit her. Again.
“Thanks.”
I ignored her because I was a sore loser.
“I'm going to check on the state of dinner. Don't be long.”
I chuckled going down the stairs she made me feel like a kid again. I was always serious when I was younger. My brothers had been closer in age and I wasn't included in their activities.
My mind went to her other apartment. I had been tempted to go check it out today. I'm not patient at the best of times, and my curiosity was getting the better of me.
I pulled the oven open and wrinkled up my nose. Dinner was a decimated, dehydrated mess. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and ordered some pizza.
I glanced up and saw Valeria walking towards me. Her eyes homed onto my upper chest. She walked past me and picked up a small knife from the black set I had on my counter. Her walk was slightly off, but I guess when you get fisted and fucked multiple times, there are repercussions.
“I want my name on you,” she said with her chin tilted upwards, placing the silver blade beside her jaw.
“My little bloodthirsty bitch. Didn't you butcher me enough the first time?”
“Are you a pussy?”
I narrowed my eyes on her.
“What's wrong with tattoos?”
“Everyone has tattoos. I want to carve out every letter of my name on your flesh.”
She had a point. This was us. Unique.
“Fine, but I get to reciprocate.”
She grinned and moved closer towards me. I placed my palm on my vicious little killer’s forehead to stop her from moving any closer.
“With a disinfected knife.”
“You suck the fun out of everything,” she grumbled but put the knife on the counter next to us.
I needed to sleep with one eye open tonight.
∆∆∆
 
I downed the last of my beer as I watched Valeria savour the last piece of pizza. It was the best pizza place in town, but it really hit the spot tonight since we were both famished. She stretched out on the couch like a starfish and rubbed her stomach.
My T-shirt had slid up her thighs.
“Are you wearing any underwear?” I asked, thinking about offloading inside her again.
She instantly went from relaxed to alert, causing me to smirk.
“We are done for tonight. All I want to do is sleep,” she said, lifting her hands and showing me the cross sign with her pointer fingers as if trying to ward off evil.
“I don't have a problem with that. You can sleep, and I can still fuck you. It's a win-win situation.”
Her forehead creased as she thought it through.
“I could live with that.”
I raised an eyebrow.
“That's good to know, but I was going fuck you regardless of what you said.”
“If I could reach something to throw at you, I would,” she said, eyeing up my empty bottle of beer.
I rolled up a napkin and tossed it towards her face.
She caught it with both hands.
“Thanks.”
I watched as she opened it up and used it to wipe her lips and fingertips before tossing it into the empty pizza box.
If I wasn't invested in her, I would try and shoot her to see if she could catch a fucking bullet.
“Why do you have an evil look on your face?” She asked cautiously.
“It’s nothing. Let's go downstairs. I have a surprise for you,” I said, standing up.
“I'm not sure I can trust you after that look.”
“Don't tempt me,” I grumbled, holding my hand out for her.
She wasn't wearing anything but fluffy socks on her feet. They would need to do. It wouldn't be a long session tonight. I yanked her up by her hand and pulled her along towards the basement. To my knowledge, she hadn't been down here since her last visit.
I pushed the door open and saw the man I had deposited here earlier today. I told her I had a court hearing to attend while I picked this piece of shit up.
She walked towards my table and looked at him. She slanted her head to the side to see his face better.
“Who is he?”
“It's the guy from your old apartment block.”
She straightened her head to look at me briefly. I saw the moment she realised who he was because a smile appeared, causing her lips to curve upwards, and a malicious look entered her eyes.
“Pass me a knife, scalpel and some gauze, please?”
I wandered around and gathered what she needed.
“Do you have any smelling salts?”
“Do you think I'm a fucking amateur?”
I heard her heavy sigh as I went to the drawer with all the chemicals in it. When I turned back around, I noticed she had unfastened his belt. I glared at her but didn't say anything because this was her gift. I put everything that she had requested beside the guy’s leg.
“How old are the salts?” she asked as she picked up the small glass bottle.
I crossed my arms over my chest.
“One month,” I sniped out.
She raised her dark eyebrows at me.
“If you're going to be a little bitch, why don't you go upstairs?”
There was no way I was leaving her alone with some random asshole, so I bit my tongue and brought my chair close enough to the table but far away enough to catch anything she decided to throw at me in case I couldn't keep my mouth shut.
Relationships are challenging.
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Chapter 20
Valeria
Iwatched as he walked away, but instead of going towards the door, he brought a chair near the table and sat down. We had fucked, ate, and drank. This was our entertainment, and I couldn't understand why he sometimes acted like a petulant child.
Perhaps we moved in together too quickly.
I shook my head and focused on cutting Handy Andy’s jeans and boxers off. I slit his jeans down to his knees. Harrison kept his knives razor-sharp. Next, I sliced off his boxers and made sure his cock and balls were hanging free. His cock wasn't very big, so it made his balls look much bigger.
I almost jumped when Harrison scraped the chair along the floor, moving closer to the table. His eyes were on Andy’s dick.
“Babe, can you grab me some tape, please?” I asked him politely, hoping his resting bitch face would change.
“Don't you want some gloves before you touch that?”
“No gloves make it too slippery. I prefer flesh on flesh.”
He nodded and as he went to get me the tape. I swiftly stuck the sniffing salts under Andy’s nose and watched with amusement as he jerked awake. Harrison had well and truly strapped him down.
“Good Evening, Andy,” I snickered.
“What—what’s going on? Where am I?”
“I heard you like punching women. Broken jaw, was it?”
He looked at me angrily for a moment, but when he saw Harrison, he looked cautious. That really pissed me off.
“I don't know who you people are, but you better let me go,” he said.
I pulled his boxers out from under his ass and shoved them into his mouth. Once his mouth was held open, it was easy to shove the rest of the greying material in.
Harrison was standing on the other side with white tape in his hand. I pushed Andy’s shirt over his hairy, protruding belly. I gripped his three-inch flaccid cock and yanked it upwards.
“Can you tape this down for me?”
Harrison glanced over at me, and I could see the amusement in his eyes. Whatever he had been annoyed about appeared to have been resolved.
He used several pieces of tape to strap his cock onto Andy’s hairy pelvis area. He had so much dark hair that I was tempted to use hot wax on him and rip that shit off.
“Thanks,” I said, grabbing his arm where I stabbed him a few weeks ago and puckered my lips for a kiss.
He pulls me over Andy and slams his mouth over mine. We both ignore Andy’s distressed moaning as we devour one another's mouths. Any fatigue I felt earlier was gone. I felt the excitement of having a victim and sharing this moment with Harrison.
He pulled back and released my arms. Instead of sitting back on the chair, he remained standing.
“Does the table go down? It's a little high for me.”
He doesn't move but must have hit a pedal or lever as the table drops down. I pinch the skin between Andy’s balls and pull it up. I use the scalpel and slice the skin from under his cock down between his balls. The blood oozes out and runs down his balls.
The balls are so fucking ugly. It's not something Andy will need to worry about. I make an incision above each ball, cutting through the veins before peeling the skin away until I see my prize. I yank each egg-shaped ball out, ignoring the blood and muffled screams. I hold the beige balls and show them to Harrison.
“Did you know lots of people eat these?” I asked. “Well, not human balls but animal balls.”
“Lovely.”
His expression said the opposite. If anything, Harrison looked a little peaky.
“Maybe you should sit down.”
“I’m fine,” he gritted out.
Great, he was back to normal.
Andy was sobbing on his boxers. The tears streaming out of his blue eyes. More balls for me to have fun with.
“Have you ever considered circumcision, Andy? Apparently, it’s cleaner. Less cheese around your knob, if you know what I mean.”
Harrison brought me a wad of paper towels. I wiped my hands and put the rest between Andy’s legs to soak up the excess that his jeans hadn't absorbed. I had to admit that it was handy having an assistant.
I carefully sliced through the middle of his cock. It cut through the tape, but I was done with it since I had de-balled him.
“I hope you're watching this carefully, Harrison, because this will happen to you if you ever look at another woman again,” I said loudly so he would hear me over Andy’s muted screaming.
When the scalpel reached his foreskin, I stabbed it in deeper. I pulled his cock down and carefully sliced around the base. I tore a dry part of the paper towel and used it to pull the skin off his cock. It took a few minutes as I had to keep adjusting my grip on the skin and pulling at it until his cock was skinless.
“Men always think because they have a set of balls, they can hurt women and kids. That's not something you need to worry about anymore, Andy.”
I looked up at him and saw he had passed out.
Pussy.
Harrison was holding a dark brown glass bottle. I saw the label, and it said Iodine.
“I've got icky hands. You pour it on, but let me wake him up first.”
I shoved the smelling salts back under his nostrils. It took longer this time, but he jerked awake again. I nodded towards Harrison and watched as he poured the iodine over Andy's useless cock.
The pain and anguish on Andy’s face was exquisite.
I leisurely stretched my back and raised my arms. It had been too long since I had done this. All my time had been spent in stalking Harrison. My eyes flicked across to his, and I could see the desire in his eyes. My pussy felt tender, but I couldn't deny that I loved his gift, and I was more than prepared to take him down when we got upstairs.
I walked over to the sink to scrub my hands.
This was going to be such a fun weekend.
∆∆∆
 
“I don't understand. Didn't you like the first ring?”
I smiled at his mum.
“I did, but Harrison decided I needed something bigger.”
His mum held my hand and stared at the platinum solitaire diamond ring.
“Hmm. He wasn't very good at sharing his things. It’s probably to ensure everyone can see that you're taken. I guess we should start to make the wedding plans.”
I winced at the thought of it.
“Actually, I was hoping for a very small one, just everyone from Sunday nights?” I asked hopefully.
His mum frowned at me.
“But it's your big day. A once in a lifetime event.”
“I don't have any family, so I'm not comfortable with large events.”
“I’m sorry, of course. You have us now. Will it be a church wedding?”
She braced herself for my answer, and I felt bad for her. Harrison was her baby.
“Yes, a church wedding will be fine,” I said with a fake smile.
“Are you ready, Valeria?”
I glanced up to see Harrison standing in the doorway.
I nodded eagerly. I was done with the wedding talk and needed some Andy time.
Harrison could deal with the wedding preparation.
I did my bit in getting us engaged.
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Chapter 21
Harrison
It had been nine weeks since we had been living together when Valeria dropped a bombshell on me.
“Absolutely not.”
“You tried to sack me so many times.”
“You know damn well that was before.”
She smirked at me and leaned back into her chair.
“Before what?” She asked.
I pursed my lips tightly.
“The work here isn't challenging me mentally,” she continued.
“You should have thought about that before you took the position.”
My mind whizzed around until I could think of a valid reason for her to stay with me in my office.
“What if someone like Gail comes along and tries to seduce me?”
“Then you would need to say goodbye to your balls,” she replied with a nasty smile on her face.
“If you leave now, you won't get any maternity benefits with a new employer.”
“I have savings, investments, and a rich fiancé.”
I straighten everything out on my desk before glancing at her.
“I would miss you too much,” I said softly.
She looked annoyed for a moment before her face softened.
“I will stay, but it's on your head if I get frustrated and kill one of your employees.”
I smiled at her. I could live with that.
∆∆∆
 
I close my eyes and rest my hands on Valeria’s thighs. I take a sharp breath as I feel the knife penetrate through my skin. A sterilised knife.
The fucking maniac.
Between the knife strokes and her hot ass on my abdomen, my dick is leaking inside my boxers. I had to admire her knife skills. She had more finesse than me. She spent weeks with Andy to the point there wasn't much left of him. It made disposing of his body easier. My dick poked out of my boxers and began oozing precum all over me.
I couldn't decide where I wanted my mark on her. I love her neck and throat, but that wasn't practical. Her tits were too perfect to mar. It was either above her ass or on her shoulder blade.
“There, all done. Let me clean it up so you can take a look.”
I opened my eyes in confusion.
“That was quick,” I said, lifting my head and trying to see her handiwork.
She pushed my head back down, leaned to my side and began to wipe me down before dabbing at the cuts.
“You can look now.”
I looked down, and above my right pec, she had carved her name out in perfect script-styled font. It was perfect, and I loved it.
I glanced up at her.
“How did you get it so perfect?”
“I took calligraphy classes.”
“What? Recently?”
“Yeah, I can do my shit job in a few hours, so I have plenty of time to kill.”
“You're such a devious little bitch,” I said with a chuckle. “My turn.”
“Nope, sorry. You're going to have to wait.”
“Why? You said I could reciprocate,” I said with a frown. She was not going to renege on our deal.
“And you can—when I'm not pregnant.”
It took me several moments to comprehend what she meant.
She patted my cheek.
“I finally broke him,” she murmured to herself.
“You're serious?” I asked, swallowing hard before staring at her stomach. “You're pregnant. We are pregnant.” I placed a hand over her belly, covering the two small faint burn marks from when I tasered her. That seemed like eons ago.
She ran her fingers through my hair.
“We are going to have a baby in seven and a half months.”
I felt the euphoria, the anxiety and the deep-seated satisfaction of knowing I nailed her cunt so early on.
I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her closer towards me. I slid my hands down to her ass cheeks and massaged the thick globes of flesh. My filthy brain went straight to the fact that I could fuck her ass again. I brought my hand and placed it over the back of her neck.
“Strip and kneel on the edge of the bed for me, baby. I need your tight little asshole so bad,” I whispered into her ear.
I felt the quiver run through her body. It looked like she had missed getting her ass fucked too. She climbed off me and took her top off while I moved everything off the bed and grabbed the tub of lube.
I put some pillows down for her because this would be rough. As she got into position, I pulled my boxers off.
“Kneel down with your legs closed and your feet under your ass. Put your elbows on the pillows,” I said sharply. “You're going to cum from the feel of my cock pounding your ass tonight.”
She moaned but followed my instructions. Her feet peeked out from under her ass. Her pussy was soaked with anticipation. I stroked her back, which still had my faint whip marks. I hope they never faded away completely in the same way my scars would be with me until the day I died.
I slapped my cock on her ass before slipping it into her pussy. I ignore her moaning and focused on the hot wet hole that sucked my dick up. This is the only cunt I would ever breed. My pussy. My dark, beautiful psychopath’s holes. I rock back and forth but reach for the lube and rub it into her ass before pulling my cock out of her pussy. My cock glistened from her horny little cunt. I spread the cold lube from the base to the tip before adding another dollop on the tip.
I take a few deep breaths. The last thing I want to do is cum before I am balls deep inside her ass. I'm going to miss choking her out, but I would never do anything to risk our child. I push the tip of my cock towards her tight, puckered ring. It takes a few attempts until I can get in that tight ass.
As soon as her ass opened up, I gripped her waist and slowly fucked in and out of her giving her shallow strokes of my cock.
“Do you like that, baby? Do you like taking my cock in your ass again?”
All she does is groan. I widened my stance, held her hips, and slammed into her so hard I felt her try and pull forward as she cried out. I pull back and fuck her ass in a  deep fast stabbing motion.
“Did you miss my fucking cock in your ass?” I shouted at her.
“Yes. Yes, you crazy fuck,” she screamed back at me.
“Good,” I said with a grin. 
I continued to screw into her until my balls slapped against her flesh. I’d missed her tight ring and hot little ass. I gasped and kept the pace up. It wouldn't take her long to cum her ass was clenching around me erratically. She let out a guttural moan as she came on my cock.
“Fuck, that's it, my filthy slut cum on my cock.”
Her ass shook as her orgasm continued to rock through her. I could relax now that she had cum, but I wanted to fuck her as long as I could.
I used her ass long and hard. Each time I felt my balls rear up, I stopped to top the lube up again before continuing to plunder her asshole. It wasn't until she started to beg me to cum that I felt my control slip. I could see her hole staining around my dick.
“Yeah, your ass needs my cum.”
I leaned over and gripped her shoulders, and fucked her with shallow but hard thrusts. I could feel her tight ring rub the head of my dick, and I let go when my balls tightened. I gave her a final thrust and felt my cum hit her insides jet after jet of it. I grunt with each spurt. I let go of her shoulders and stand upright.
I pulled out of her ass and watched as some of my cum dribbled out and ran down her pussy. More thick cum runs out, and I reach to the side table and grab some tissues to clean her up.
She took that ass fucking well, she deserved some pampering.
∆∆∆
 
She glared at me as she gingerly sat down at the dining table the following day. I placed two boiled eggs, toast and fruit topped with organic yoghurt in front of her.
“Hmm. This does look good,” she said as her glare faded away.
“Only the best for my cra—I mean my fiancée,” I said, correcting myself midway.
I sat down with my breakfast minus the coffee. It didn't seem right to have it before her when she was restricted from having any. She insisted she was fine with it, but if she could do without it, so could I.
“I got rid of the evidence I had on you.”
“When did you go to your other place?” I asked carefully.
She looked at me and rolled her eyes.
“I have a lot of spare time at work.”
“Perhaps you could do some extra PA work for me.”
“No thanks. Neither of us would get anything done.”
She had a point.
“I've cleared most of that apartment out. I might rent them both out.”
“It’s up to you, baby. If you need any help with anything, let me know. You can get standard tenancy agreements from work.”
She put her spoon down.
I frowned at her.
“Why aren't you eating?”
“This feels weird. Normal,” she said.
I snorted out aloud. “Neither of us is normal.”
She picked her spoon up again and continued to eat her fruit.
“True. How many parents do you know that would actually kill you if they fucked around with your kid?”
That reminded me of an asshole kid from my last year in primary school. His dad disappeared not long after I had a bust-up with his kid. I wondered if my dad did something to him.
I thought about anyone harming or bullying my kid. I’d do the same. Glancing at Valeria, I think she would do worse.
I grinned and continued to eat my breakfast.
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Epilogue
Valeria
Thank God his mum stuck to the wedding rules. I just wanted to get back home. Watching my new husband's demeanour he was the same. He was standing beside his father, who was chatting to the priest.
He was about to walk over when his dad said something to him. He nodded and gave me an apologetic look before walking towards his brothers. The priest shook his dad's hand and walked away.
It wasn't long until Harrison’s dad came over to me.
“You're both so alike.”
He didn't know the half of it, so I just smiled and nodded.
“Our first Granddaughter. We are so excited. It makes me ever so glad you didn't kill him.”
I felt nauseous as I stared at him in horror.
“No one else knows,” he said, patting my hand. “I would have hated to have had to hunt you down to avenge him.”
I scrutinised him, and irrespective of his quiet nature, sure enough, he had the same fucked up eyes as Harrison. Only his Dad’s were slightly faded with age.
“We are all family, and families look out for one another.”
I nodded because I still couldn't speak. I was going to kill Harrison for not telling me. Then, a thought occurred to me.
“Do you still—ah—”
“No, I just used to make sure Harrison was safe. That's how I became aware of you. Now I don't need to worry as much, and I can finally enjoy retirement.”
“So we won't be psychopaths forever?” I asked uncertainly.
He chuckled.
“No, that shit is always there. You just get better at disguising it.”
I rubbed my hand over my belly.
“She will be fine, don't worry.”
“I hope so,” I murmured back.
“Well, your husband is coming. My time is up,” he said before kissing my cheek. “Welcome to the family, love.”
I smiled at his warmth.
“Thank you.”
Perhaps this shit ran in families. My dad had been a freak of nature. My first kill.
My heart skipped a beat as I watched Harrison reach me. His hair was styled immaculately, and he looked handsome in his tux.
“Are you okay?”
I glanced at his father, who had reached his wife and began to twirl her around as she laughed. I felt my eyes well up.
“Yeah, I’m all good. Just feeling the hormones again,” I said, deciding to keep his dad's conversation to myself.
“How about we run someone over on the way home?”
I grinned so widely that my cheeks hurt.
He was perfect.
∆∆∆
 
“I swear I will fucking stab you with the screwdriver. I will repeatedly stab it into your filthy black heart.”
He looked up from the cot assembly sheet he was reading with wide eyes.
“Wow. All I said was—”
“I know what you fucking said,” I snapped at him.
“I won't say it again, I promise.”
“Good,” I said before tossing the screwdriver on the floor and trying to gracefully leave the nursery, which didn't help my case.
I was not giving up my shoes for anyone, no matter how vertically challenged I was right now.


∆∆∆
 


“Holy fuck. I thought the nurse would call the exorcist priest in for you.”
“I wasn't that bad,” I said, lying through my teeth. “Any way you were worse, I only threatened you. You threatened the entire maternity ward staff.”
They had told him he couldn't stay overnight with us, and he told them either they let him stay or he was taking us with him.
He cradled our tiny daughter in his arms. I know he would never harm a single hair on her head. I eventually told Harrison everything about my dad, about being homeless and living in homeless centres, lying about my age to get a roof over my head. He has been my rock.
I'd never had this before.
Trust.
I closed my eyes, utterly exhausted, but I wanted to see our little angel again. Harrison had sat down beside the bed with Alanna. He always knew what I needed. We went with his heritage, and we chose a Gaelic name. Her name meant serenity.
“Don't let her out of your sight,” I murmured as my stupid eyelids refused to stay open.
“Never. Sleep, baby. We will be here when you wake up,” he said softly.
His words allowed me to give in to the darkness.
∆∆∆
 
I woke up with a jerk and tears coursing down my cheeks.
“Alanna.”
“Right here. I've been with her the whole time. She never left my sight.”
I held my arms for her, and he placed her in mine.
“He is gone, baby. Nobody can harm our baby girl. No one ever will.”
I nodded but couldn't bring myself to look at him. Everything changed from the moment she was born. I couldn't bear the thought of anyone hurting her. I touched her soft cheek and felt a solitary tear run down my cheek.
“You're killing me, Valeria. What do you need?” he asked in a pained voice.
“I want to take her home,” I said, knowing I would feel safe at home.
“Done.”
He stood up and began stuffing our belongings into my bag.
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Harrison
Thankfully, within a few days, Valeria’s fear left her. Everything about her made sense now, and I wished I could raise that cunt up from the dead just to kill him again for her. I felt sick every time I thought about him. I could never raise my hand to my daughter, never mind try to—it didn't bear thinking of.
My wife, the mother of my daughter and my dark twisted killer. She was a far better person than me. I didn't care who I killed. I just needed it to take the edge off. My dad had offed criminals or nasty clients who were outwardly respectable people but worse than criminals.
I sighed and rubbed Alanna’s tiny foot as her mother fed her.
“When are you going back to work?”
“When she is 36,” I replied because I never wanted to leave her side.
“That's a weird age. Plus, you will be 70 by then. No one will want you back in work.”
“Okay, when you're pregnant again.”
I couldn't believe I wanted more tiny humans. All this one did was eat, shit and piss, but she was so fucking precious.
“I'm getting the IUD put in again.”
“You just want me to fist you again.”
She was crazy. Didn't she see the perfect human we had created?
“No. I just want to spend some time with Alanna before the next one.”
I smiled before looking up at her.
“Or I can pull out super fast.”
She lay back on a million pillows like a pampered Queen. Her hair had grown longer throughout her pregnancy, and I loved it. More to pull on since I couldn't choke her while she had been pregnant. Alanna had her hand curled up like a fist on Valeria’s breast. Her dark nipples were bigger, and her tits were heavier.
She snorted, making me look up at her face.
“You look as if you're about to cum from looking at my tits, and you expect me to believe you would pull out in time?”
She could say whatever she wanted to, but I would rip any IUD out of her cervix, so it was a moot point.



OceanofPDF.com




Extended Epilogue
Six years later
Valeria
The kids were all in school and nursery. My husband’s schedule was wide open. I donned my knee-length fitted navy jacket that flared out from my hips like a dress. Harrison always complimented me when I wore it.
My pussy contracted, thinking about all the times he had been determined to breed me. He got me pregnant with Alistair straight away. He had managed to wait a year after Alistair before he fist fucked me and removed my IUD again. I squirmed on the car seat, remembering how fucked up it had been. That's how we got our devil child, Alejandro. He was me through and through, from his black hair and eyes to his wild behaviour. After Alejandro, Harrison decided 3 children were enough.
I fucking begged to differ.
The car slowed down before we stopped in front of his office.
My driver/bodyguard exited the car and escorted me to the building door.
“Not a word, Anton,” I said in a low voice.
I knew he was a Judas because Harrison always knew everything. He didn't talk or smile unless it was with the children, but I could see the amusement in his eyes before he gave me a curt nod and stood waiting for me to go inside.
I felt the excitement and lust rocket through me as I walked into the lift. I took a few deep breaths to try and calm my nervous energy. I smiled at his secretary, who winked at me as I walked past her. She was happily married and nothing like Gail, so she is still alive.
I pushed his door open, and he immediately looked up angrily. His face morphed into surprise before he covered the phone with his hand.
“Give me a few minutes, baby.”
His eyes drank me in and lingered on my white peep-toe heels. I felt for the lock behind me and discreetly locked his door. He began talking on the phone again as I slowly walked to his desk. He gestured for me to sit down.
I unbuckled the belt of my jacket before working on the buttons from my neck to my stomach. The silky inner lining made it easy for it to slide onto the floor.
Harrison gasped or tried to because he began to choke and cough.
I wore the diamond choker-styled necklace he got me for our first anniversary, and two silver nipple covers with diamanté strands dangling down.
His eyes went down towards my bare pussy, and he told the other person on the phone he had to go. After he hung up, he left the phone receiver off the hook.
“If this is a new ploy to induce a fucking heart attack—”
I walked around his desk and he pushed himself away from the desk and swivelled the chair towards me. His eyes moved towards my swaying breasts. He seemed hypnotised by the sparkly nipple covers.
I dropped down in front of him and pushed my hair back over my shoulders.
“Get your cock out, I’m feeling ravenous,” I said in a husky voice.
His eyes dilated and took on a darker look. He kept his eyes on mine, but his hands worked away at his waistband.
“I have no idea what's gotten into you today, but you are going to leave this office on a fucking stretcher.”
I grinned at him as he stood up. He kicked his shoes off and removed his trousers and boxers. His cock was dripping on the floor, and I leaned over and caught the clear strand of precum in my mouth.
“If you're hungry for cock get it down your throat,” he growled as he pulled his tie off and threw it on the floor.
I gripped his ass cheeks and pulled him forward, opening my jaw as wide as I could. The thick head strained against the back of my throat until I swallowed and dug my nails into his ass. As I pulled him deeper down my throat, I pushed my head closer to his pelvis. He groaned as his dick slid down my neck. My nose pressed against him, and I felt his balls squashed up on my chin.
I glanced up at him, and he was ripping his shirt off. He gripped my hair and began to fuck my throat. His movements were so vicious that my face slapped against his pelvis with each thrust.
“God damn.” he gasped.
He paused and held my face against him as he rotated his hips and ground his pelvis against me. I could feel the prickle of his trimmed hair on my nose. I kept swallowing and pushed my tongue out to lick anything my tongue could reach. I felt his cock pulsate and twitch in my mouth and throat.
He quickly pulled me off, and I panted before wiping the tears away from my eyes.
“You fucking left the house like that?” he asked, glaring at me now.
“I’m fertile right now. Desperate times call for desperate measures,” I said, looking him straight in the eye. “Unless you're not up for the task.”
He looked perplexed for a moment.
“The IUD?”
“I got it taken out yesterday.”
“You came here for me to breed your pussy?” he asked in a low voice.
I nodded my head. It would be nice to have another girl for Alanna and me. I was still thinking about even numbers when I felt Harrison’s hand on my throat, and he pushed me back on the floor. When my back hit the hard floor, it took my breath away. His hand kept me pinned to the floor, and I felt him squeeze my neck.
“Spread your legs.”
I moved my legs and opened my legs as wide as I could. I gasped, trying to get some air in my lungs, but he didn't let up. I felt him rip the tassels off before he eased the pressure from my throat. I quickly dragged as much air as I could before I felt the thick tip of his cock push into my wet pussy.
“My perfect little slut with her hot wet pussy drooling for my load,” he said with a smirk on his face.
His hair was out of place, falling over his darkened eyes. He raised his hand and slapped my face before slamming his dick inside me. I gripped his arm and whined. His hand tightened on my throat again.
“Yeah, baby. Squeeze that cock. Work for my load. This is what you wanted,” he said while he hammered in and out of me like a wild animal.
He slapped my breasts so forcefully that tears instantly blurred my vision. He let go of my throat, grabbed my ankles, and pinned them on the floor. He grunted as he fucked into me so deep that I cried out in pain.
I hadn't thought this through because, after a few minutes, I was wishing he had a smaller cock.
The maniacal determination was all over his face. He looked every bit of the psychopath that I married. He stared into my eyes before releasing my ankles as he lowered his mouth on me and bit my lip. I could feel my blood dripping down my face before he released my lip and began to suck on it.
My pussy rippled around his cock from the exquisite pain and pleasure.
“That's it, baby, suck it all out. You wanted this.” he rasped out as the rhythm of his movements faltered.
I threw my head back, arching my neck up, and I cried out as I came suddenly and violently. I felt him give me another thrust before he sprayed my insides with his hot cum.
“Fuck.” he groaned before making several grunting noises. “Good girl. Take every last drop of my seed. You've fucking earned it.”
My pussy contracted to his words as the last remnants of pleasure washed through me. I wrapped my legs around him.
He snaked his hand around my waist and used his other hand on the table to pull us upright. I lazily wrapped my arms around his neck. He carried me to the black sofa and sat down with me still impaled on his cock.
He pushed my head onto his chest, making me smile as his hand went to the H on my shoulder blade. He was such a pussy he didn't give me his full name, saying it would be too large on my small frame. I fingered around my lip, trying to see how big of a chunk he took from me.
“Here, let me see.”
He pulled my chin up and inspected my lip before his eyes flickered toward mine.
“You’ll live,” he said, giving my ass a squeeze and making me tighten around his cock. He groaned. “Give me twenty minutes.”
I snickered, ignoring the pain in my lip.
“You had a desk, chairs and a couch, yet you broke my back on the fucking floor.”
“Actions have reactions,” his low voice rumbled through his chest.
After giving birth to three children, my body wasn't quite what it used to be, so his reaction eased my insecurities.
“It's been a long time since you let go like that,” I mused.
“Seeing you naked with your freshly waxed pussy begging to be bred seemed to do the trick,” he replied in a dry voice. “Anton can pick the kids up. I fucking meant it when I said you're leaving this office on a stretcher.”
“Order two. You're past forty now we have to be careful with your ticker.”
“Fuck you,” he said with a chuckle before nuzzling his face into my neck.
As is my motto in life, Carpe diem.
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Harrison
The kids were all asleep, but I lingered in Alanna’s room. I loved them all, but my little princess had such a beautiful caring heart. She was the peacemaker of the three. Her heart was the most sensitive, and I drummed it into Alistair to look out for her as he was only a year younger than her. Alejandro was my wildcard, but he understood the meaning of family. Valeria and I ensured they all cared for one another more than petty squabbling.
My parents visited often, and I could see my dad’s temperament helped calm Alejandro. Alanna was still the only granddaughter in our family, so she could do no wrong.
I kissed Alanna’s soft cheek and pulled her covers over her little shoulder.
Since Valeria came into my office earlier, all I could think of was her carrying another child of mine. I fucked her on my desk, over my couch, and she rode my dick like a professional jockey.
I grinned as I closed my baby’s door.
She was still getting fucked tonight. I’d made a jug of my mother's beetroot concoction, and it was Friday night, so I had all weekend to fuck my hot wife. I'd asked my dad to take the kids over to his tomorrow.
She had no idea.
I snorted when I saw she was asleep. I went into my wardrobe and got the handcuffs and knife out. She had left my lamp on for me, which was helpful towards her demise. After gently pushing her to lay on her belly, I cuffed one wrist to the metal bar. I had the wooden bed frame designed with the headboard for this sole purpose.
She was the only entity I needed in my life to take any edge off now. I paused for a moment, trying to think which hand had the dislocating thumb before I tightened the handcuff. My dick was so hard it poked its way out of my loose shorts. I quickly snapped the other cuff on her wrist and attached it to the bed.
I rubbed the stubble on my chin, wondering if I should choke her or gag her to prevent her from screaming. The kids didn't need to be traumatised like my secretary was.
She wasn't pregnant yet. Choking it was.
I quickly stripped off and picked up my trusty knife. I could feel my heart pounding in excitement. I rubbed my balls before stroking my cock, imagining the white bedsheets covered in our blood. Watching the droplet of blood running down her jaw earlier had made me want to spew endless amounts of my cum inside of her.
I let go of my cock and tugged the covers down the bed until they landed in a heap on the floor. I stuffed my pillow under her hips before reaching for my knife. I cut off her shorts and top with ease. Alejandro didn't wake up much during the night anymore, but she had gotten used to wearing shorts in bed.
I stared at my wife’s ass raised on the pillow. It was bigger than before, and I loved those fat globes of flesh. There was more to grip, and when I fucked her asshole, I loved seeing those cheeks move.
I put the knife to one side and pulled her thigh to one side so I could kneel between her legs. I pulled her ass cheeks apart and licked upwards. Once I reached her asshole, I spat on it and began to push my tongue into her tight hole. I poked her again and again until I pushed past the tight ring.
I heard the cuffs against the metal bars, so I shoved two fingers inside her pussy and tongued fuck her asshole. It’s been over six years, and I'm still fucking obsessed with Valeria.
She moaned out my name.
Damn fucking straight. I thought I was going to kill her when she let out Russell’s name almost four years ago. I still get pissy every year when that date comes around. He got sacked and then mysteriously ran over three weeks later. A tragedy.
I pull back and beat her ass cheeks until both my palms were sore.
“It was a joke. When are you going to let it go?” she wailed into the pillow.
“Fucking, never,” I snapped at her because I would never have done that to her.
I stuck my fingers inside her pussy, pulling her ass up. I felt a little better when her cunt soaked my fingers. It's not as if I've come out of this unscathed my crazy bitch stabbed me in my sleep when she had thought I was seeing another woman when I was working late on a major client's case.
I chuckled, remembering how it went down.
She glanced back at me, but her hair covered most of her face.
“You're fucking bipolar. You crazy bastard.”
“And yet you want my cum to procreate with me to create more chaos,” I said, taunting her.
“I’m having second thoughts,” she said in a huff.
I glanced at my black wedding ring with the sliver of platinum running around it. Our entire union was unnatural, so our rings were designed to reflect that.
“You remember our wedding night, baby?” I asked as I began to fuck my fingers in and out of her wet pussy hole.
When she didn't answer, I continued but pushed my pointer finger into her asshole.
“No backing out. No second thoughts, and you will never leave me. Till death do us part,” I said as I finger fucked both of her holes.
She was breathing heavily and pushing herself back on my fingers. I sighed heavily when I felt my cock leak all over her reddened ass. It didn't matter what she did. I would do anything for her. To this day, she doesn't know I have cameras in her car, in the house. I'm so fucked up that I have several in our bedroom and bathroom.
As happy as I was that she wanted to stay home with our children when I first returned to work after taking almost a year off, I resented my own firm. I constantly worried about Valeria because she was heavily pregnant with Alistair and Alanna because I missed my precious girl. It was then that I perversely fitted all the cameras.
Now I use it to spy on her, and I have amassed a collection of personalised porn. I've watched Valeria cum in every position possible and every time from my cock, mouth and hands.
I smiled when she made an exaggerated snoring noise.
If only she knew.
I stand up and close her legs before dropping down with my knees on either side of her. Once I’ve rubbed all my precum on her pussy I push the thick head inside her juicy pink pussy.
“Oh, yes. Finally,” she said with a long sigh.
I push her hair off her back to see my mark on her shoulder before placing my hands on the bed and closing my eyes as I slowly plunge in and out of her pussy. Her ass is like a cushion each time I thrust myself inside her. I grind myself against her ass, enjoying the feel of my balls being trapped between us.
“You like me being deep inside you, baby?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Do you want another baby?” I asked, gripping the back of her neck.”My baby?”
She snickered before answering.
“Since you can’t take a joke, I guess the answer is, yes, I want your baby.”
I squeezed her neck, digging my fingers and thumb into her before I began to fuck her with long hard strokes. Her pussy was tighter than usual because her legs were closed, and I knew I wouldn't last long. I gripped the sheets and continued to pound into her.
When her guttural moans and groans got too loud, I grabbed her hair and shoved her face into the pillow so I could enjoy the sounds of flesh slapping off one another.
She pushed her ass backwards each time I thrust forward. Her hands held the metal bars as I continued to use her pussy.
My family was my entire world, but Valeria was my universe. That was my last thought before her muffled scream into the pillow brought me back into reality, and I let go of her neck and placed my hand on the bed so I could fuck through her orgasm.
The gush of her cum drenched me, and I snarled before slamming into her. As soon as she was done, I gave her another few thrusts until my balls tightened, and I let myself go. I closed my eyes as I felt my seed shoot out spurt after spurt.
Breeding my wife would always be special. I may not want to stop at four.
∆∆∆
 
The following morning, I had packed the children up while their mother slept and sent them with their grandparents. My dad had given me a sly look when he asked me where Valeria was. My mother was oblivious, as always, saying she must be tired. My dad looked me straight in the eye and said she must be sleeping like the dead.
I did not take the bait.
My mind went back to Valeria, and I cringed, thinking about the state of the bed. I pulled the bedroom key out of my shorts and jogged upstairs. There was no way the kids were going to see the sorry state of their mother. She could FaceTime them later.
I peered inside once I'd unlocked the door, but it was safe. She was still asleep. A hot bath and food would keep her calm. I crept into the room and went to run her a bath. When I returned to the bedroom to uncuff her wrist, I paused to take her in. Her legs were tangled up in the covers, leaving her neck and chest bare.
I couldn't help myself. I climbed onto the bed and licked her nipple before sucking it into my mouth. It wouldn't be long until I was sucking her sweet milk out. I squeezed both her breasts gently, knowing she was bruised.
I reluctantly pulled away from her to look at her face. She was in a deep sleep. I gave her little to no sleep last night. I unlocked the handcuff and rubbed her wrist.
“Wake up, baby. I need to get you into the bath.”
She said something, but it sounded garbled. I picked her up and carried her into the bathroom. I sat her in the bath, but she began to slip under the water.
I splashed some water on her face, and her head jerked up. She looked confused before she moaned.
“This feels so good.”
I hid my smile.
“I'm going to change the sheets and make us some food. I sent the kids to my parents for the weekend.”
“Nooo. I didn't get to say goodbye,” she said, frowning at me.
“FaceTime them later. Don't fall asleep in the water,” I warned her.
“I won’t,” she said as she closed her eyes and lay her head back against the edge of the tub.
I frowned at her before splashing more water on her face.
“Don’t drown, or I will come back up here and choke you out.”
Her eyes snapped open.
“I might drown myself to get away from your dictatorship,” she said before she threw water on me using both hands.
Feeling better that she was awake now, I quickly left the bathroom.
“And FYI, if I'm dead from drowning myself, choking me out will do nothing to me. Dumbass.”
I ignored her and went to put a fresh T-shirt on since she soaked the one I was wearing.
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Valeria
Idevoured breakfast, but I still felt tired. I was glad we had the weekend to ourselves. It was a rare occurrence. I felt his foot run over mine before he trailed his leg upwards.
“Aren't you a little old to play footsie with me?”
I would cut him some slack since he got my bath ready, changed the bedding and made this epic breakfast. I couldn't remember the last time he was this horny. We had a good sex life, but this was like going back to the old days.
He pushed his foot between my thighs.
“I just wanted to check if you were wearing any underwear,” he said with a smirk.
“The kids aren't here. I can prance around naked if I want,” I said before sipping my coffee. I casually placed my cup down. “What got into you yesterday?”
His foot stops moving and he rests it on my chair.
“You did. You came into my office and literally and figuratively blew me away. It made me remember how we were in the beginning. I love you all, but I miss us,” he said, staring at me intently.
“I miss us too, but our children come first.”
He tapped his fingers on the table.
“Hmm. I’m considering cutting back on being in the office and dealing only with major clients. I want to spend more time with you all. I don't want to miss out on the new baby. We need to have more time together.”
I smiled at his stubborn tone of voice in the last sentence.
“I'm not sure my ass could take it,” I said, rubbing his foot with my hand. It wasn't often Harrison got sentimental.
“Don't underestimate yourself, babe, your ass can take a great deal.”
I wondered if it was worth stabbing his foot with my fork.
∆∆∆
 
“Mum, can my friend come over for a sleepover this weekend?”
“Sure, which one is it?” I asked because there was one annoying little boot and I hoped it wasn't her.
“It’s Zoey. The new girl in my class.”
Alanna was looking up from
“Can I have my friend stay over too, Mum?” Alistair piped up.
I quickly looked at Alejandro, but he was too busy licking the cookie dough from his spoon. He was too young to have any sleepovers, but he always wanted to copy his siblings.
“It might be best if your friend comes over the following weekend.”
I could picture the additional squabbling involved.
“Let’s get your cookies into the oven. Alejandro, do you want me to help you?”
He gripped his mixing bowl tighter and shook his head. He had most of it on the baking tray, so I count that as a win.
I stood up and took Alejandro’s tray towards the oven.
“Bring your trays over, and then go wash up.”
Alanna and Alistair handed me their trays. Alejandro had his head inside his bowl. Harrison could give him a bath tonight.
Alanna stayed in the kitchen as the boys ran off. She had a pensive look on her small face.
I ran my hand through her hair. It was exactly like Harrison’s. She was a prettier version of her father.
“What’s wrong, baby? I thought you would be happy that your friend is coming. I can speak to her mum to arrange it.”
She glanced up at me.
“I think her new dad hits her.”
My hand froze in her hair as I tried to compose myself.
“What makes you think that?”
“When we changed for sports day, she had green and black marks on her arms. They were different,” she said. “I only hurt my knees or here,” she pointed to her elbow.
My heart sank. They went to a private school and nursery. This was the first time any of the kids had an issue.
“Zoey didn't say anything, but one time she said her stepdad shouted at her mum a lot, and it was scary,” she said before frowning. “She said she has a good hiding place.”
“Try not to worry about it. I’m going to sort it out,” I said with determination in my voice.
Alanna hugged me.
“I knew you would. I know Daddy is scared of you. Maybe you could teach her mum.”
I snorted at that.
“Daddy isn't scared of me.”
“He told me one time that you're the boss.”
Hmm. That might have been after I accidentally stabbed him in his sleep.
“I heard you say you were going to ki—”
“We joke around a lot,” I said quickly cutting her off and bent down to pick her up.
My baby was growing up too quickly.
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Harrison
Iwatched Valeria lift Alanna up and give her a hug. Alanna wrapped her arms around her neck. Valeria pushed her leg over her small baby bump.
This was a fucking problem. This was too close to my world. In my kid's fucking school. My hands shook with the fury I felt racing through my veins.
My daughter had inadvertently given my pregnant, hormonal, homicidal wife a target.
I kept my eyes on the screen but reached for my phone.
Anton had best not lose sight of her, or I would be taking him apart piece by fucking piece.
∆∆∆
 
I narrowed my eyes on Valeria. She was like this with every baby. I would be a bundle of nerves in fear and excitement, but she just lay there as cool as a cucumber.
“You look a bit peaky. Why don't you sit down?” She said, staring back at me with a smirk.
“It’s a girl. Congratulations, Mr and Mrs Molloy.”
My head swivelled back to the black screen, and my eyes honed into where she was pointing. My heart skipped a beat as I remembered holding Alanna for the first time. I could picture Alanna holding her baby sister, and I felt a range of emotions course through my black heart.
I felt Valeria touch my hand, and I clasped it tightly. I would not give her the satisfaction of seeing me this emotional, so I kept my eyes on the screen.
Now, I had to keep Valeria out of trouble while she baked our newest daughter.
∆∆∆
 
The fucking things I do for this woman.
I looked at the scumbag's feet. I didn't have the patience to work on his toes, but slicing off the skin from the fleshy part of his feet has been easy.
“This part might sting a little,” I said as he whimpered.
I twisted his toes back and poured the extra fine-grain salt over the bloody patches of his foot. I ignored the muffled screams of pain and proceeded to do the same with his other foot.
I wrapped his feet up once I had added more salt to some bandages. Satisfied with my work, I stood back and pulled my gloves off. I wouldn’t touch any cunt without my gloves.
I walked up to his head and spoke in his ear.
“Are you ever going to hurt your wife and step-kid?”
He vehemently shook his head while he cried through the washcloth in his mouth. The blindfold would remain on him when I drove him a few hundred miles and dumped him in the middle of nowhere tomorrow. He could walk or crawl to civilisation. I didn't give a fuck.
“I know where you live, where you work, where you drink and when you take a shit. If you move away, I will know. This is nothing compared to what I am capable of.”
He nodded his head, but I decided I wasn't quite done with the cunt that upset my wife and daughter. I walked to the corner of the room and dragged the metal sledgehammer along the floor until I reached the table only pausing to eye up his kneecaps.
∆∆∆
 
I slowly opened my bedroom door and put one foot inside to look for any movement or sound from Valeria. The room was pitch black. She could be awake. I stayed there for a few moments to see if she moved. She wasn't as tired in this trimester. I missed it when she slept like the dead. It was safer for me.
I'd changed my clothes downstairs so I could sneak back into bed. I tiptoed towards the bed before slowly lifting the covers up inch by inch. As soon as my back was fully on the mattress, I took a sigh of relief.
“Do I need to stab you again?”
I clenched my jaw and almost closed my eyes, but I decided that might be a mistake.
“I needed to have a chat with Zoey’s stepdad,” I gritted out. It was better to be honest with her than to have a knife stuck in my gut again.
She moved around before the lamp went on.
“Is he dead?” she asked, looking a touch crazy with the excitement in her eyes.
I pursed my lips tightly. This is how she should have been when we were at the baby scan.
“No. We have rules to protect our home, Valeria. To protect our children,” I said pointedly.
She smiled and crawled over me. I felt her swollen belly against me, and I felt my cock swell up. I grabbed her breasts and pushed her upright so her ass was on my dick. She dragged her hips back and forth along my dick until I was fully erect. I put my hands on her hips to help her.
“Tell me everything,” she said as played with her breasts.
My eyes stayed on her hands as she tweaked and pinched her nipples. I reached over and pulled her strappy top down. I wanted to see it all. I leaned over to get my knife.
Once I’d cut her clothes off, I told her how I took him, what I did to him and how he would be ‘released’ tomorrow, all whilst she rode my cock creaming herself to my words.
My life was fucking perfection.






The End.
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Afterword
Hi Lovelies,
I hope you enjoyed Valeria and Harrison’s story. I didn't want to leave them after their twisted journey ended, bringing me to their extended epilogue. How do two psychopaths live a ‘normal’ life? They don't. They continue to make their own rules. Plus, I wasn't ready to leave these two. I loved them too much. I hope you did, too. Feel free to drop a wee review if you have the time. It would be much appreciated. xXx
Until next time, Lovelies.
Stay happy & stay healthy.
Lots of Love,
LoveBite Shorts xXx
P.S. Look out for Alejandro *wink wink* this turned out to be a duet. 
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