
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
      The Scotsman’s Obsession

    

    




      
        EMMA BRAY

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Emma Bray

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Aaron

      

      

      

      I sigh and run a weary hand down my face. I get that my boss wants to expand his reach in America and that entails a bit of negotiation with the Russians. Everyone knows that the Scottish mob’s relations with the Russian mob haven't always been the best. That's part of why we've stayed out of America for the most part. Gerard is a forward thinker, though, and he sees potential in the U.S.

      Don't get me wrong. I don't have anything against the great old US of A. I just love my homeland.

      It's why I’m grumpy as fuck. I didn’t want to be the one who was sent over here to rep our Scottish organization. I get it that Gerard is tied up at home, and I should be honored that I'm the only one he trusts for this task, but fuck.

      I don't want to be here.

      To make matters worse, I have to attend a costume function to get close to this Russian motherfucker to even start a discussion.

      So, can anyone blame me for being a surly prick right now?

      I refuse to dress up in a ridiculous costume. About as close as I'm going to get is throwing on my family's colors. The red plaid fills me with a sense of nostalgia and reminds me of home. Plus, it will make it clear to these Russians exactly where my loyalties lie and just who the fuck they're dealing with.

      I enter the lavish estate where this costume ball or whatever the fuck you want to call it is being held. My eyes are sharp as I scan the vicinity and immediately find the key players of all the organizations in attendance.

      I catch the eye of the Irish mafia king and give him a quick nod of respect.

      We don't have anything against the Irish motherfuckers anymore since we came to terms with them a year ago.

      Now, if we could just set things straight with these Russian motherfuckers. Then, I can get back to my homeland where I belong.

      My irritation grows when I don't spot the head of the Russian mafia. No doubt he's in a backroom somewhere pretending to be a busy and important fucker.

      I tamp down my growl of frustration. I really don't want to spend all night trying to find this prick. I just want to get this over with as quickly as possible.

      I grab a drink from one of the passing waiters as my eyes sweep the room for anyone who can get me closer to my goal.

      I have the drink halfway to my lips when I suddenly freeze as my eyes land on the most beautiful girl I've ever seen.

      I blink and shake my head as if to make sure what I'm seeing is real and isn't really a vision, but no, the girl is still there.

      She’s an angel. And it’s not just that she’s dressed in all white in what is clearly supposed to be an angel costume. It wouldn’t matter what she wore. She could be dressed in all red with horns on her head, and I swear she’d still look like a fucking angel.

      She's a tiny little thing with hair as blonde and bright as a summer day. It ripples every time she moves, as does the hem of her dress that barely falls mid-thigh. Oh, she’s got a perfect young body, but that’s not what captivates my attention. What holds me captive more than anything else is her face and whatever it is about her—her energy, her aura, whatever the fuck you want to call it—that’s drawing me to her.

      I tear my eyes away from her legs and hone in on her porcelain face again. Her little bow-shaped lips are perfectly pink, and dark lashes cover her eyes.

      I’m dying to know the color of her eyes, but she’s chatting with a friend—some brunette whom I barely spare a glance.

      I can't turn my eyes away from the pretty blonde, and when she finally lifts her gaze so that I can see the color of her eyes, my breath fucking stops.

      Her eyes are as green as the rolling hills of my homeland. I've never seen anything more beautiful in my entire life. The force I feel sweep through my body is enough to make me want to fall to my knees in reverence of her.

      Those green eyes are my undoing. My feet began moving in her direction. It's like there's a magnetic force pulling me to her. I've never felt a connection with another human being in my entire life. but as I gaze upon this beautiful blonde angel with green eyes, something clicks into place inside me.

      This girl is mine. I just know it. Every fiber of my being is screaming at me that she's the other half to my puzzle—a piece I never even knew I was missing.

      I've got to find out who she is.

      I fight the urge to murder the Russian motherfucker who steps in my path, blocking my girl from my line of sight. I growl and start to push him away, but he grabs the top of my arm and levels a look at me.

      “Volkov will see you now,” he states in his lilted English.

      I have half a mind to thrust this fucker away and keep on my mission toward my woman, but I remind myself that this is important. The future of the entire organization rests in my hands.

      Still, I can't help glancing over the Russian fucker’s shoulder. A flare of panic lights my chest when I don't see my angel anymore.

      My eyes scan the room desperately, but she's nowhere to be found. I tamp down the crazed mania clawing at my skin and grit my teeth as I force myself to go with the Russian motherfucker.

      The sooner I get this out of the way, the sooner I can embark on my newest and most important mission.

      Finding my green-eyed blonde angel.

      I will find her, and then I’m taking her home with me.

      Where she belongs.
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      I hate this. I might be a girly girl who loves dressing up in pretty outfits and getting all dolled up, but I've come to hate it simply because of what it now means.

      My father only lets me come to these functions because he's essentially parading me around in front of his “associates” so he can sell me off to the highest bidder—a.k.a. whichever one can benefit him the most.

      When my father first started letting me come to his parties, I felt so grown up. I thought that him including me made me somehow special. Eager to please him, I always tried to look as pretty as possible.

      Yet, he still looked at me with those cold, dead eyes. My father’s eyes are always assessing. I’ve never seen him look on me with love or kindness, and I finally figured out why.

      I’m not a daughter to him. I’m just a pawn he’s waiting to play when the moment is right.

      Once I caught on to the real reason why my father wants me at these functions, I did everything I could to try to get out of them. But even when I fake sick to try to be excused from them, my father makes it clear my presence is mandatory.

      My father is the head of the Bratva, and it's understood that his daughter is a bargaining chip he's going to use at the opportune moment to further his ambitions—which means I've never been allowed to date, and every male within a one-hundred-mile radius of the city knows better than to look at me—much less touch me.

      Hell, most of them are so afraid of my father they won't even speak to me without his express permission.

      “Come on, Bianca. Try to have a little bit of fun.” Liz, my beautiful best friend gently tries to coax me.

      I give her a half-hearted smile, but my heart just isn't in it. How can I even pretend to have fun when I know what’s really going on? Liz does too, and while she says she understands my predicament, she can’t really.

      She’s not a mafia princess, so she could never truly understand what my life is like. And I’m glad for that. Truly I am. I would never wish my life on my sweet friend.

      All the big players of all the mafias are here, and they're all looking at me like I'm a prized piece of meat to be won.

      It makes my skin crawl.

      Liz is the only meaningful person I have in my life. Maybe my father does feel some sort of compassion for me because he's always allowed me my friendship with Liz.

      But, no, I'm probably giving the man too much credit. My father doesn't care about what I think or feel. He probably only allows Liz in my life because he thinks if I have her to keep me distracted, it'll keep me out of trouble. Spending time with Liz keeps me from trying to sneak around with boys—what good it would do. In addition to my father putting the word out for everyone to keep his hands off his daughter, I’m sure there’s no way I could sneak around with anyone even if I wanted to. My father keeps a close eye on me at all times. I know it’s to keep me pure for my future husband. It’s archaic, but it’s still a big thing in the mafia world for any bartered wife to be a virgin.

      Yeah, I'm sure that's the only reason he allows my friendship with my very American Liz.

      And I’m thankful as hell to have her.

      When my father moved us over here from Russia to set up his dominion in the States, Liz immediately became my friend. She didn’t care that I was the foreign girl, and she never questioned how how odd things in my father's household must have seemed. No, Liz doggedly pursued our friendship, and it's exactly what I needed.

      She's my soul sister and the only one who keeps me sane. I’d have spiraled into a deep depression by now had it not been for her.

      A wave of gratefulness washes over me, and I hug her to me, suddenly blinking back tears.

      She feels my emotion and hugs me back tightly. “Aw, I love you, B. You know that, right, girl?”

      I finally release her and pull back, discreetly wiping away the moisture from my eyes. “Yeah, love you too, bitch.”

      “Hey!” Liz feigns hurt. “You’re the bitch, bitch.”

      We both burst into giggles, but we quickly sober when we notice my father's right-hand man towering over us.

      He barely spares Liz a glance before he nods his head at me, silently summoning me to follow him.

      My heart instantly falls, and I share one last glance at Liz, who looks at me sympathetically.

      “You know the drill,” she chirps. “Get it over with and find me later, girl.”

      Swear to god I love her to pieces. Her lighthearted optimism gives me the bravery I need to get through my father’s bullshit.

      I summon up a false smile for her before I sigh in resignation and follow Ivan.

      I know better than to disregard a summons from my father. I don't know what he wants me for, and I try not to worry about it. It's become a normal part of my life for him to summon me to wherever he's at and have me just stand by him while he talks to some of his associates. It's always awkward as fuck since I just stand there with my hands clasped and stare at the floor while the men that he talks to stare at me. No words are ever exchanged about me and my presence, but I'm not stupid.

      I know why I'm brought in. It's to show me as potential collateral to seal a business deal, but, apparently, my father has never been able to find terms that he thinks are good enough because here I am still unwed and very much a virgin at nineteen years old.

      Not that nineteen is old. I'm grateful that he didn't pawn me off to the first man that came along as soon as I turned eighteen—though that's what I actually expected to happen.

      But now it’s just nerve-wracking wondering when he’s going to do it and whom he’s going to sell me to.

      Ivan stops walking when we reach a big set of walnut double doors. He pushes the doors open and then stands by the side to motion me forward.

      I inhale a deep breath and step through, already retreating into the back of my mind.

      Just stand here and look pretty and don't say a word. Just get through this and then you can find Liz and hopefully be allowed to go home.

      I already feel the eyes of every man in the room on me, silently undressing me. I fight the urge to run and hold my head high.

      No matter what happens, I am a mafia princess. I must look strong, even if I don’t feel it.
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      I'm impatiently waiting for my turn to speak. Volkov is talking to the head of the Irish mafia first, which makes sense. He pulls a higher rank than me, but still. It doesn't mean that I'm happy about it.

      All I can think about is—

      My mouth goes dry, and I have to make a concentrated effort to keep my features impassive when the door opens and the blonde angel who hasn’t left my mind comes striding through it.

      She doesn't look at anyone as she crosses the room to stand directly beside Volkov.

      Every muscle in my body stiffens as I wonder what she is to him. Jealousy is already taking root deep inside me at seeing her standing next to another man.

      “Dunn,” Volkov speaks to the head of the Irish mafia, “I'd like you to meet my daughter, Bianca.”

      Bianca. I have to grind my teeth together to keep from tasting her name. So perfect. So beautiful. Just like her.

      My eyes flick to Dunn, and I grasp my hands tightly behind my back to keep every man in the room from seeing me ball my hands into fists at the way Dunn’s eyes sweep over Bianca's tiny form appreciatively.

      I noticed that Volkov doesn't waste time introducing his daughter to me, and I’m not surprised in the least. I’m the head of nothing. Now, if Gerard were here himself, Volkov probably would have introduced her to him. That thought causes another wave of jealousy to surge through me. Gerard is my closest friend, but he’s a good-looking motherfucker, and I don’t like the thought of him being introduced to my Bianca.

      She’s mine dammit. As crazy as that sounds, I know it’s true.

      For her part, Bianca doesn't speak. She doesn't even look up. She keeps her eyes trained on the floor as I can only suppose she's expected to do.

      My stomach churns as it becomes clear just what her father is doing. He uses her to further his business deals. I'm under no illusions that he's pimping her out or anything of that nature. No, I know the way our world works. Mafia princesses and their virginity is strictly guarded so that they can be married off to the right candidate at the right time to strengthen families.

      The thought of her marrying or any other man's hands on her makes my vision blur.

      I struggle to maintain my breathing and try to think of anything other than another man touching her before I snap and lose it right here in front of everyone.

      Not only would that likely end in a bullet in my chest, but I'd probably scare the shit out of my little angel.

      She doesn't even know who the fuck I am, and I don't know how in the hell I'm going to make this work, but I'm more determined than ever now to make her mine.

      I don't give a fuck if she's Volkov’s daughter.

      I can almost hear Gerard's warning now and see him shaking his head, but he should know better.

      Once I set my mind on something, there's no stopping me, and Bianca is mine. I know it down to the core of my soul just as surely as I know my name. This girl was made for me, and nothing is going to stand in the way of that.

      I try to keep myself from staring at her. There's no need to draw attention to my obsession with Volkov’s daughter, but I keep a close eye on her out of the corner of my eye, and when she lifts her head, her green eyes glittering into view, I can't help it. I turn to her fully for just a moment—just long enough to look directly into her eyes and for her eyes to meet mine.

      Her mouth falls open in surprise when our eyes meet, and my chest tightens with the sudden emotion flooding me. Her green eyes are searing straight through to my soul. I want to stare into them forever, but I also have to tread carefully. I don't want to draw any attention to us.

      So, I allow myself to stare at her for just half a beat before I tear my gaze away from her. As if she realizes the danger too, she looks back down, but I can see her trembling across the room.

      The connection between us is pulsing so thickly I'm surprised it's not a visible thing every man in the room can see.

      Fortunately, they're all oblivious as they continue to drone on about their bullshit.

      I'm only half paying attention now. I'm just waiting my turn, ready to say what Gerard would have me say to seal this deal, and then I’ll find out how in the fuck I'm going to get close to Bianca.

      Don't worry my little Russian princess. I'll save you.
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      My cheeks are still burning from when my gaze met the Scotsman's.

      At least, I assume the man is Scottish. He's tall, dark, and handsome and dressed in Scottish garb.

      Maybe he's just dressed in a costume, but my suspicions are confirmed whenever my father finally speaks to him, and I hear his thick Scottish brogue.

      Oh yes, the man is definitely Scottish.

      I chance another peek up at him, my breath hitching when his gray eyes find mine again. He doesn't hold my gaze for very long at all. In fact, he studiously keeps it trained away from me, yet I still feel like he's staring at me, keeping me in his eyesight in his peripheral.

      I don't know what it is about this man, but my heart stills every time our eyes meet. He's big and muscular and something about him does something to me. I have the insane urge to burrow my head into his chest and beg him to hold me and never let me go.

      And that's insane, right, because I don't know this guy from anyone?

      So, why do I feel this hot, pulsing connection every time our eyes meet?

      I don't really understand the logistics of what he and my father are talking about, but my mind does latch on to one word.

      Aaron.

      My father says the man's name, and it reverberates throughout my brain like a beacon.

      From what I can glean from their conversation, Aaron is representing the head of the Scottish mafia, who can't be in attendance.

      My heart sinks as I realize that since Aaron isn't the head of the organization, my father will have no interest in introducing me to him. He introduced me to the head of the Irish mafia, but he's made no move to do likewise with Aaron, and I know he won’t. My father is only interested in the big players—ones he deems on his level.

      I don't even know why I want to be introduced to Aaron so much. It's just something about the man’s stormy gray eyes. I want to get lost in that storm and have him rain down on me.

      I know I'm being ridiculous because this guy could be just as ruthless as all the others in my Father's world.

      Yet, somehow, my mind balks at the idea of this Scotsman being like that. Something tells me that he’s different. I don’t know how I know that. I just do.

      “Bianca,” my father's harsh voice interrupts me from my thoughts. He juts his chin toward the door where Ivan is waiting for me, and I obediently move to walk over to it, recognizing that I've served my purpose and am being dismissed.

      When I walk past Aaron, I feel the heat emanating off of him, but it's nowhere near as burning as his stare.

      I chance a glance up. Our eyes clash together like lightning striking a field, and I swear to God no one has ever looked at me with such intensity.

      My breath catches, and it could just be the hopeful thoughts of a desperate girl, but I think I see a message in his gaze.

      Hold on, everything's going to be okay.

      Tears prick the back of my eyes.

      Whether Aaron is indeed sending me that kind of message or not, I guess I'll never know, but strangely enough, it gives me hope anyway.

      The door closes behind me, and my heart plummets with the thud.

      For the first time in my life, I wish my father would pawn me off on a man, and I wish that man was Aaron.

      I wouldn't mind that at all, but I know it'll never happen.
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      I lower the big fucker gently to the ground as his body goes limp with the injection I just slipped in his neck.

      I'm usually not one for such foul play. I prefer to knock a man out cold with my fists, but discretion is of the utmost importance if I want to get close to Bianca. Her father has her locked up like a princess in a tower. Of course, his house is nothing short of a castle.

      The staircase leading up to Bianca’s room is littered with drugged guards.

      I'm acting like a crazed lunatic. I haven't thought this fully through yet. I can't very well just steal Bianca and take her back to my homeland. There is no way I'll ever be able to hide that I'm the one who took the Russian mafia princess, but I'm not thinking that far ahead yet.

      All I'm thinking about is getting to her.

      I just want to talk to her. Feel out this connection between us. I'll die if I don't get her alone. When I open the door, she sits up in bed with the covers clutched up to her chin, her eyes wide and alarmed.

      Thankfully, her alarm settles into surprise as she breathes my name, “Aaron…”

      I swear to God I have never loved the sound of my name more than I do as it comes dripping out of her lips.

      “Bianca…” I breathe her name back at her. I revel in the way her cheeks turn pink, and I have to fight the urge to take her in my arms then and there.

      “How did you get up here?” She asks, her eyes wide as saucers as I cross the room, moving slowly so as not to startle her.

      She pulls the covers tighter under her chin, and I pause. “I'm not going to hurt you,” I assure her.

      The tension eases from her shoulders. She looks down at where she's clutching the covers as if she's just now realizing she's doing so.

      “I know that,” she says in a quiet voice before she drops them and then turns that beautiful, green-eyed gaze back up at me.

      My mouth goes dry as the covers fall down to her waist.

      She's wearing a pink spaghetti strap top, and I can see the hard points of her nipples poking through it where she's not wearing a bra.

      I swallow thickly and tear my gaze back up to her eyes. That long blonde hair is flowing down her back. A few wisps fall over the front of her shoulder and curl tantalizingly around her breasts.

      “Do you want to get out of here?” I ask her, my voice husky. I can't chance staying here too long because sooner rather than later, someone is going to notice all those guards down and security will be up here in a flash.

      Bianca doesn't even hesitate. “Yes.” She bobs her head and kicks the covers back.

      When she stands, the skin-tight little sleep shorts she has on grab my attention. The fuckers are white, and I can tell even in this darkness that she's not wearing any panties.

      My dick starts leaking on cue, pressing against the zipper almost like a rabid dog panting to get out.

      I ignore it and take her hand. She gasps, her eyes flicking up to mine as our skin touches for the first time. Electricity runs up my arm from where our palms meet, and I can't resist pulling her hand up to mine and placing my lips on the back of her hand.

      I feel her body trembling as I gently squeeze her hand and pull her along behind me.

      We move stealthily through the hallways and out the secret entrance I found to Volkov’s estate. No doubt that entrance was meant to be an escape route in case they were ever assaulted, but Volkov didn't count on someone with my skill set finding it and using it as a way to breach his security.

      No doubt he's going to be pissed as fuck when he figures it out, but I'm not going to think about that now. To hell with the consequences. All I can think about is getting Bianca as far away from here as possible.

      Bianca follows me trustingly. She’s quiet as a mouse. I’m sure she recognizes the danger in this too, but she’s also desperate for a bit of freedom. I’d bet my left nut she’s never been off Volkov’s radar.

      We make it across the grounds, but I don't relax even when I finally get her in my vehicle. I take off speeding down the highway intent on my destination.

      I won't be able to settle down till I have her far away from here. I keep checking the rearview mirror, but no one's following us.

      Bianca still hasn't spoken, and I haven’t even, though I can feel her shy gaze on me every now and then. I studiously don't look at her, afraid that if I do, I'll pull the car over right here, and that would be too dangerous to us both.

      No, we’ve got to get out of the city, away from Volkov’s reach.

      Finally, I finish the climb up to a secluded hill overlooking the city. It's the one place in this entire country that I actually like.

      We can see the city lights twinkling down below, and while the view is gorgeous, that’s not why I brought her here. I brought her here because it's the one spot where we can get away from her father and all his lackeys. It's the place where I always come when I have to do business in America and just need to get away from the hustle and bustle of the city.

      I throw the car into park and step out to open Bianca's door. I hold my hand out to her, letting her know once again that she has a choice. I don't want her to think that I'm kidnapping her or forcing her to do anything against her will.

      She looks at my hand and then up at my eyes, hesitating for a moment.

      “I just want to talk to you, angel,” I assure her, my voice coming out gravelly with all the emotion beating through my chest.

      Her green eyes search mine for a moment before she makes her decision.

      My chest squeezes as she holds my eyes while she places her hand in mine.

      “I trust you,” she says.

      Those words flay me open.

      This sweet angel has no reason to trust me, yet when she places her tiny hand in mine, I vow here and now that I will always do everything in my power to be worthy of her trust.

      This girl deserves everything, and I’m going to be just the man to give it to her.
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      The thunderclouds in Aaron's eyes roll at my words, but I'm not afraid. I want to get lost in his storm because something tells me that I would be safer in Aaron’s storm than my father's sunniest day.

      I don't ask him why he brought me here. There's no sense in playing coy. No, neither of us can deny the electric current that pulses between us every time our palms touch.

      I didn't imagine it. There is definitely a connection between me and this man, and he feels it too.

      He lifts my hand up to his lips and kisses my knuckles, his eyes never leaving mine. My entire body trembles at the way he looks at me. I'm in way over my head, but I'm happy to drown in him.

      “One look,” his voice is deep and husky as he lifts a hand to cup my cheek, running his thumb along my jawline. He tips my head up, his eyes boring into mine before he continues, “One look into those beautiful green eyes was all it took for me to become hopelessly obsessed with you, Bianca.”

      My heart trips at his words. Maybe I'm insane. Maybe his admission should scare me, but I feel it too.

      I've never done anything I shouldn't do. My entire life has been one of following my father's rules and doing what's expected of me, but damn, it feels so freeing to be here with Aaron knowing that my father would be furious if he found out.

      Thoughts of my father and his anger bring me crashing back down to reality and make me start to shake with fear.

      It’s not fear for myself, though. My father wouldn't harm me. I'm a priceless commodity. No, I worry about what he would do to Aaron if he finds out what he's done.

      “My father…” I begin, my voice shaky.

      Aaron takes both my cheeks in his big hands, his eyes reassuring me before he ever speaks. “Fuck him, Bianca. Don't worry about him. No one will ever hurt you. Not now that I'm here.”

      “I'm not worried about me,” I admit.

      Aaron's eyes soften as his eyes flick to my lips. “Nothing and no one could ever take me away from you, angel,” he tells me. “I'm yours and you're mine.”

      My breath hitches as Aaron continues to hold my gaze, staring at me intently.

      He slowly lowers his head down to mine. My heart literally skips a beat the closer he gets, and then his lips graze mine—softly at first, just enough to tease.

      Of course, I've never been kissed, but I've always wondered what it would be like. Never in a million years could I have imagined it would be like this.

      It's a simple kiss at first, just the faintest press of his lips against mine, and then I feel his tongue snake across my bottom lip. My mouth opens on a gasp, and that's when Aaron groans, his arms wrapping around me, his hands splaying against the small of my back.

      He presses me flush against his chest. His tongue slips into my mouth and oh. My. God.

      My knees tremble and threaten to give out from underneath me. His hot tongue finds mine and coaxes it into a dance.

      I tentatively kiss him back, unsure of what I'm doing but just following some deep instinct.

      Aaron's arms tighten around me as he growls into my mouth. It’s a sound that excites me and causes the tender place between my legs to throb.

      I whimper at the sensation and press my legs together to try to ease the ache.

      Aaron notices because suddenly I feel his knee wedging between my thighs.

      I moan, my head falling back when his hard knee presses against my mound. I begin to hump against his thigh instinctively. I don't know what I'm doing, but it feels so good.

      “That's it, lass,” Aaron encourages me. “Look at how pretty you are dragging that pussy along your man's thigh. Ride me, lass. Do what you need to do.”

      My cheeks flame at his words, but I couldn't stop now if I tried. It feels too good.

      He keeps me gently wrapped in his arms as I grind against him. I feel his hardness pressing against my stomach through his pants.

      I reach between us and grip him through his pants. His breath hitches at my touch.

      “Bianca, I need you, lass.” His Scottish brogue is thicker with his lust, and something about that excites me.

      I wrap my arms and legs around him as he picks me up and carries me across the hilltop.

      He settles us on the ground with me straddling him. He leans against a tree, and I feel his hardness pulsing directly against my center now.

      I rock my hips on it, grinding on him like I did his thigh, but he stills me with a hand on my hip.

      “I'm sorry,” I whisper, my cheeks flaming, afraid I've done something wrong.

      “No, sweet lass,” he assures me as he kisses my lips. “You haven't done anything wrong. You're doing everything right. Too right. It’s just you can't grind that pretty little thing on me or I'm going to make a mess in my pants before I ever get inside you.”

      “I want you inside me.” The truth comes tumbling out before I can stop it.

      Aaron’s nostrils flare at my admission, and then it's like he’s flipped into overdrive.

      He lifts me up and pulls my shorts down while he frees himself from his pants. I barely have a chance to see the rigid column of his flesh in the moonlight before he's lowering me back down on top of him.

      He presses his fingers between us to test my wetness before he groans appreciatively. “Look at how wet you are for me. You know this pussy belongs on my cock, don't you?”

      I whimper as he positions me at the top of his pulsing cock. He holds me up with my ass gripped in his big hands.

      “Go as slow as you want, angel.” His voice is deep and slurred. “You're in control here.”

      Tears form in the back of my eyes. I've never been in control of anything in my life but here is this man I just met knowing exactly what I need and giving it to me.

      I lower myself down onto him, my eyes widening when I feel his hardness stretching me open impossibly wide.

      I bite my lip and whimper as I feel him stretching me.

      “Easy, lass,” his chest is heaving up and down, but his concerned eyes are trained intently on me. “Take your time. Don’t hurt yourself, honey.”

      I keep slowly working him into me until I feel some resistance and stop.

      Aaron's eyes are trained on mine, his nostrils flared, but true to his word, he doesn't rush me. Instead, he holds me in his hands and lets me hover half on him.

      “Are you okay, lass? We don't have to do anything you don't want to do.”

      I look into his stormy gray eyes and see that he’s serious. He’s giving me an out even now. I truly believe he would stop now if I asked him to.

      I shake my head stubbornly. “I've never wanted anything more in my entire life,” I tell him truthfully.

      His eyes darken. He licks his lips, and I lean forward and kiss him.

      He groans, but he lets me control the kiss. I deepen it at my own pace until he finally groans deeper, his hands flexing on my ass.

      I pull back and look into his eyes before I grasp his wrists and pull them away from me, dropping myself down on him.

      I scream as I feel him ripping up into me, tearing through my hymen.

      He throws his head back and groans. It’s a deep, guttural sound of intense pleasure. His legs tense underneath me, and I feel him pulsing inside me.

      His hands come back to rest on my hips as he holds himself deep inside me.

      “Fuck, Bianca,” he groans, every tendon in his neck stretched taut. “I've never felt anything so good.”

      I don’t know what to do, so I just wrap my arms around his neck and stare into his eyes. “You feel so good,” I whisper.

      Aaron's hard length jumps inside me at my admission. He groans as he grabs the back of my neck and crushes our lips together. He kisses me passionately like he’s trying to memorize the taste of me before he whispers, “Fuck, I can't sit still any longer, lass.”

      I try to lift up, sliding on him, giving him silent permission to do as he will with me.

      He grunts as he gets the message and thrusts up into me. I moan at the pleasure that courses through me when he hits a spot deep inside me I never knew existed. I feel my walls clench and flutter around him in response.

      “You like that?” he croaks out.

      “Yes!” I whimper.

      He stabs upward again, hitting that spot harder.

      I groan again at the ticklish, white-hot sensations flooding through me as Aaron continues stabbing up into me, hitting that same spot over and over again.

      I can do nothing but cling to him.

      He holds my ass in his hands as he starts to bounce me up and down on him, hitting that place harder and deeper.

      “Aaron!” I scream out his name as something unfurls inside me and then pops.

      Stars burst behind my eyes, and my vision goes blurry as wetness gushes between us.

      “Fuck yes!” He moans. “Come all over my cock, honey. That's a good lass. Look at you, angel. So perfect.”

      I've gotten very little praise my entire life, and Aaron's words warm me from the inside out.

      “Tell me you’re mine,” Aaron's voice demands desperately.

      “I'm yours!” I readily agree, still clinging to him.

      “Oh fuck!” Aaron cries out before he roars my name, and then I feel him spilling deep inside me.

      Our wetness drips between us, and I burrow myself as tightly against his chest as I can get, loving the way we're joined, loving the feeling of him giving all of himself to me.

      We're both just sitting there clinging to each other, absorbing the immensity of the moment when I hear a voice that makes my blood run cold.

      “You motherfucker.”

      I don't even have to turn around to know it's my father.
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      My first thought when I hear Volkov’s voice isn't for my own safety. It's to shield Bianca from any other man's eyes—even her father's.

      I wrap my arms tightly around her and turn her so that I can shield her with my body as I pick her shorts off the ground and slip them over her legs. I make sure her shirt is pulled down, and then I zip myself up.

      Surprisingly, Volkov is silent throughout the entire thing, but when I turn around, I see his eyes glittering in cold rage.

      Fuck, this isn't good. It doesn't mean I regret anything about what we just did, though.

      I position myself in front of Bianca protectively, and I watch Volkov’s eyes narrow at the movement.

      A few of his men behind him start to move forward, but he holds his hands up to stay them.

      I don't know how the fuck he found us, but maybe it was foolish of me to think that he wouldn't. The man is the head of the Bratva here in the U.S. I should have known that he would have ways of knowing things.

      I don't even attempt to speak. I wait for Volkov to go first.

      “Tell me why I shouldn't kill you right here and now.” His voice is soft and lethal. “You kidnapped my daughter and took her virtue so that she is of no use to me now.”

      I see Bianca wince out of the corner of my eye, and I put my hand back to gently touch her arm, reassuring her that I’m here for her as my protectiveness of her rises to the surface.

      “She's not worthless.”

      Volkov raises a humorless eyebrow at me.

      I stand there stoically, though on my guard. I'm mentally sizing up his men and trying to figure out if I can take them all to get Bianca out of here safely, but the situation isn't looking good.

      That still doesn't mean I'm going down without a fight. I don't care how many motherfuckers I have to fight. I'll do whatever it takes to protect Bianca.

      Volkov shakes his head dismissively. I tense as he reaches into his pocket.

      I'm sure he's going to pull out a gun, but he pulls out a cell phone instead. He punches the screen and then holds his phone up to his ear, glancing between me and his daughter in disgust. “Yeah, your man just fucked up everything. I found him with his dick in my daughter.”

      My stomach plummets. Gerard. He's talking to my boss.

      Gerard and I might be best friends, but he's going to be pissed as fuck that I've messed this up. Irritation crosses Volkov’s face as he spits, “I demand reparations.”

      Volkov goes quiet for a moment as he listens to whatever Gerard is saying on the other end of the line. Finally, Volkov pulls the phone from his ear and hits the speakerphone button. “Talk.”

      Gerard's voice fills the clearing. “You do realize you've just fucked my fiancée?”

      I hear Bianca’s surprised gasp. Apparently, this is news to her too.

      I place my hand reassuringly on her once again as I try to stifle the growl that threatens to tear up out of my throat.

      “She's mine, Gerard,” I tell him firmly.

      Gerard is quiet for a long moment.

      The fucker knows me. He knows I mean what I say.

      “I'm not letting her go,” I warn him while staring at Volkov in challenge. “Do what you need to do. Just keep her out of it.”

      I want both Gerard and Volkov to understand how serious I am. To hell with the consequences.

      Gerard doesn’t say another word to me. Instead, he barks out Volkov’s name.

      Volkov takes him off speakerphone and brings the phone back up to his ear, all the while staring at me with narrowed eyes.

      Adrenaline pumps through my chest, but there’s no fear for myself. I know it's a very real possibility that the two mafia kings are talking about my punishment, which is most likely death, but all I can think about is what will happen to Bianca if they kill me.

      There's no way I can rest easy knowing that she's to be married off to any other man—even if it is to one as good as my best friend. I know he'd never mistreat her, but I can't even give him my blessing to have her.

      I'll haunt his motherfucking ass and kill him from the grave. I don’t care if it’s selfish. Fuck that shit about wanting her to move on and be with someone else. I know she's meant for me, and I don't think I could stomach her being with anyone else even if I was dead.

      She's mine.

      I've claimed her. End of story.

      Volkov finally ends the call and stares at me harshly before he nods at his men. They come forward to grab me—one on each side of my arms.

      I instinctively brace myself to fight and protect Bianca.

      Volkov scoffs when he sees me readying myself for a fight. “Relax. You want her?” He shoots a scathing glance at his daughter. “You got her, but we're going to seal the deal with matrimony right now.”

      I go completely still and glance at Bianca, who's looking at me with wide eyes.

      “You’re giving us your blessing to get married?” I ask Volkov suspiciously.

      The man scoffs again. “No, I'm ordering you to get married.” His voice is full of warning. “Gerard agreed that the contract would be just as binding if you marry her instead of him. Seeing as how you've already deflowered her, I want certain assurances. So, we're doing this tonight before word of this gets out.”

      I fling the two men off me and ignore everyone as I turn to Bianca and take her face in my hands. Fuck all of them. I have to make sure my lass is okay.

      Tears brim in her eyes, and my heart breaks. Was I wrong about this after all? Does she not want to be with me? “Bianca, lass, I'm sorry. I never wanted you to be forced into anything.”

      She offers an apology of her own. “I'm sorry my father is making you do this.” A tear spills over her cheek, and I furrow my brow in confusion.

      “Sorry?” I ask incredulously before I cup her cheeks in my hands and stroke my thumbs along her jawline reverently. “Bianca, lass, I want nothing more than to be married to you. No one has to force me to do anything. I want you. I want you like I’ve never wanted anything in my entire fucking life, lass.”

      She lifts her pretty green eyes to mine in surprise. “Really?”

      I search her pretty face, trailing my eyes over her porcelain skin, down to her puffy pink lips and back up again. My sweet, precious girl. “How can you even doubt it?”

      I shake my head as I move my hands to cup her jaw and make her understand. “Bianca, no one is forcing me to do anything. I’d give my life to marry you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I just want you to want the same thing.”

      The tears finally spill over from her eyes. Seeing her cry tears my heart in two, but then her mouth breaks into a breathtaking smile. “I want that too,” she says softly.

      Joy explodes inside my chest, and I don't give a fuck if her father is standing there or who he is. I grasp her face in my hands and kiss her with all the love I’ve felt for her from the moment I first laid eyes on her.

      Fuck Volkov and Gerrard. They might think they're forcing us into something, but they're not.

      They're giving us exactly what we want.

      I'll happily spend the rest of my life being obsessed with my Russian mafia princess because now she's mine.

      All mine.
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      I walk up behind my wife and wrap my arms around her. She leans against my chest as we stand at the top of the grassy crag overlooking the ocean.

      My life couldn't be more perfect than this. Our son is staying with Gerard so that we have a night alone for our anniversary.

      After our forced wedding, we had to stay in America for a year—long enough for Bianca to get pregnant and bear our first child. It was one of the terms of Volkov’s deal with Gerard. He wanted to make sure there were no loopholes.

      The man will never understand that he couldn't pry Bianca away from me even if he wanted to. There's no way in hell I would have put her away or tried to annul our marriage. Everything I want is right here in my arms.

      I turn her around to kiss her sweet lips, spearing my fingers through her hair. She arches up into me and purrs like a contented kitten.

      My cock immediately stiffens. God, I'll never get enough of this woman.

      “Come here, lass,” I tell her as I lay back on the grass and settle her on top of me with her ass in my face. I pull her dress up, and my cock starts leaking when I see that my naughty wife isn't wearing any panties.

      “Fuck, Bianca, you're going to kill me one day,” I tell her before I lave her from slit to clit.

      She moans and starts fumbling with my pants. I growl when my cock bobs free and she captures it in her tiny hands.

      She wraps her lips around the tip and begins sucking on me contentedly as I continue to lick and slurp on her, paying special attention to her clit.

      She whimpers and takes me deep into the back of her throat when I latch onto her clit and hollow my cheeks, suctioning it as I bat my tongue against it over and over again.

      Her juices drip onto my face and dribble from my chin.

      I fucking love it. There's nothing better than having my wife sit on my face while she deepthroats my cock.

      I can tell when she's getting close because her pussy starts fluttering and she starts deepthroating me harder.

      My balls churn with their unspent seed, and I know it won't be long now, so I swirl my tongue around her sensitive clit harder and faster, knowing exactly what she needs to topple over the edge.

      She screams on my cock as she squirts all over my face.

      I growl as I lap up her sweet nectar and thrust my hips up into her mouth with my own release.

      She relaxes her throat and takes me deep, letting me shoot down her throat like a good girl.

      We both continue to sensuously lick and slurp on one another, prolonging our orgasms until she goes completely lax on top of me.

      She releases my cock with a little pop as I sit up and gather her into my arms.

      She gives me a lazy smile, and I kiss her pretty lips that are swollen from sucking me.

      I stroke my thumb along her cheek as I marvel at the little angel in my arms.

      “How can I become more and more obsessed with you every day?”

      She just smiles at me sweetly before she whispers, “I love you, Aaron.”

      She slays me all over again every time she says those words to me.

      “I love you too, my angel,” I tell her as I kiss her forehead. “Happy anniversary, lass.”

      I would start a thousand mafia wars for this woman.

      My life, my love, my obsession.

      

      Want more Emma Bray? Get a FREE book when you sign up here: www.authoremmabray.com.

      

      Want another obsessed Scotsman? Check out Hot Scottish Summer: https://amzn.to/3Ia8Eap
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