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Dedicated to all those sadistic girls who get off on the heroine’s suffering and crave to be in her place, controlled and railed by two unhinged psychopaths.











  
  



Oh, you’re still here?











  
  



So you’re willing to be at the mercy of two deranged maniacs.
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Blurb






Veronica


Existence was a nightmare. Fate, even crueler.

Living like a subhuman and being at the receiving end of the Mafia dons’ barbarity in their dens of vice, it had been ingrained in every fiber of my being to never catch the attention of the ruthless men I served.

And yet, I did just that.

The irony? I didn’t draw the attention of just any ordinary gangster who came to the brothel to unleash their brutality; I’d caught the eye of the most savage and merciless dons of them all.

What my cruel destiny had brought me were two nightmares eager to mangle me beyond recognition. Two predatory men who ruled at the apex of the most notorious and lucrative crime syndicate saw me as their favorite plaything and were hyper-fixated on their mute prey.
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Content Warnings




This is a dark horror story without romance. This is not a love story.




This book contains an FMC making life decisions so questionable even satellite navigation can’t guide her. The FMC is fragile, weak, and very docile. She doesn’t learn from past mistakes—just like us. *sighs*

The men in this book are more twisted than a pretzel. They might make you question your life choices, not kidding. Forget morally gray, they are morally bankrupt. They are twisted psychopaths, quick-tempered, abusive, and very, VERY violent.

This book is like a surprise party, but instead of appetizers, it’s got a generous serving of intensely dark sustenance as the main course.

Contains eek moments that might hit harder than getting bulldozed by an earth mover.

This book contains excessive, disturbing, and detailed violence/murder/torture; inappropriate use of a windmill, Christmas lights, honey, and butterflies; graphic depictions of sexual situations; non-con; dub-con; SA, physical, verbal, and emotional abuse; somnophilia; and two men in a relationship with one woman.

If you feel any of these themes might be triggering for you, please do not continue past this page.



Author's Note: 


OURS TO RUIN by ST RORAN IS NOT A ROMANCE. THIS IS NOT A LOVE STORY.


Not everyone will call this a dark romance. It depends on your definition of dark romance.


Also, thank you for taking a chance on me and reading Ours to Ruin.











  
  
Prologue 




Veronica


Whack! 

Master Anthony’s slap knocked me to the floor along with the shot glass of his favorite vodka.

I flinched and tried scooting away, but he squatted down and grabbed me by my hair, holding me in place.

“Why were you late, dollface?” Amusement laced his tone as he yanked me toward him by the white collar tightly bound around my throat.

“I-I—” I cried out, but I couldn’t bring myself to say another word in his presence.

He wasn’t a don, but he was a master. His rank was just below the dons, which meant he could cause me devastating damage if he wanted.

His filthy hand roughly groped my breast, squeezing it in his palm. He rubbed his fingers over my nipple, which he could see through the sheer fabric of my white uniform.

My fingers quivered in fear, my cheek throbbed, and my ears rang as waves of pain from his smack skittered through my face.

“N-no—” Before I knew it, his right hand balled into a fist, and came crashing down on my nose.

I let out a wild cry for help, holding my nose, but no one interfered.

That alone told me he wasn’t just any ordinary master, he was an asset to the High Table.

In no time, my flimsy uniform that didn’t even reach my thighs was ripped off me. Just as I was about to kick my legs out and try to fight, he slammed my head to the hard floor and held me beneath him.

My upper body was fully exposed; the only clothing still on was in shreds, doing nothing to hide my pussy from the frenzied eyes of the onlookers.

“M-mas—” I tried to beg him between my sobs, but still, no words left me. The metallic taste of my blood trickling down from my nose exploded in my mouth as it mingled with my tears.

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t speak to anyone I was terrified of, making me more prone to being on the receiving end of madness from such brutes.

Suddenly, his weight was lifted off me before his hands could go any further down than my waist. My shoulders shook from the heft of my sobs as I crawled away from him, watching him get nabbed by two guards from the club.

“What the fuck? Do you know who the fuck I am and who I work for?” Master Anthony shot daggers my way while other girls from the brothel came to my side and helped me get up.

“We know very well who you work for, Master Anthony. But there are rules for Lucifer’s Den set by our dons. We all must abide by them, but it seems like you may have forgotten.” The headmistress of the whorehouse I lived in, which supplied women to this club called Lucifer’s Den, walked straight to me.

She yanked me to her by my elbow and forced me to my knees, giving me a sharp, disapproving look before turning her attention to Master Anthony.

“This girl you touched isn’t yours. She is going to be sold next week in our annual auction, and you stupidly thought it was acceptable to mar her face even though she’s wearing this.” Her hands closed around my white collar.

I was taken aback when she kicked at my waist, sending me crashing to the floor, face-first. I let out another piercing scream of agony, feeling the bone in my nose shatter.

Hot tears streamed down my face as I clutched my bleeding nose. The pain felt like a thousand needles pricking my skin.

“We have groomed her the past two years for this auction. Her bidding starts at one hundred thousand dollars. Both your bosses are going to attend this auction. Now, tell me, should I let them know how their man has distorted the face of a girl who has a whopping one-hundred-thousand-dollar price tag on her virginity?” the bawd gritted out, scowling at me.

Her cruel eyes warned me of what awaited me once we were back at the whorehouse.

“Don't tell me you forgot white collars are for virgins? The collar around her throat should have signified you are not to touch her face. You could have broken her arm, but her face is for her master to ruin,” she snapped at Master Anthony.

“Now I have to inform either Don Ezra or Don Roy about your misbehavior and ask for compensation for her ruined face.”

Master Anthony visibly gulped, listening to the headmistress. His pupils expanded, and if my eyes weren’t deceiving me, his face began to pale.

“I’ll buy her right away and even add a hefty allowance for your brothel,” he proposed, clearly frightened by the idea of involving those two dons. The sheer terror in his eyes told me they must be really powerful for him to be so afraid of them.

“There are a total of thirteen virgins to be sold at the auction, and she is the youngest and a stunning redhead with rare emerald eyes. I could have easily earned two hundred thousand dollars by selling her. I bet the Donovans would have bought her for their clubs.”

This isn’t about me.

It was about this greedy woman manipulating him to get the highest possible compensation.

She was exploiting me for her financial gain.

“I’ll buy her for three hundred thousand dollars. Send her to my penthouse, and I’ll have the paperwork done by then,” he said, sweat beading on his forehead.

His grim eyes bore holes into me, and his red nose flared. I could see the lines of fury on his forehead.

No matter where I went today, I was going to be thoroughly trashed, and I might not make it to see tomorrow.

“You can take her when you find me a replacement virgin before the auction. The dons won’t know about this for now if—”

“On my way out, I’ll toss you one hundred thousand dollars at the cash station,” Master Anthony said through a clenched jaw as the guards set him free.

He scoffed at me before storming off.

“And you.” The bawd plucked me up by my collar and wrapped her fingers around my throat. “I would have fucking beaten you senseless and thrown you in the dungeons if the auction wasn’t next week. Your face better heal before the auction because if you go unsold and Master Anthony doesn’t find me a replacement virgin, you will start seeing our clients. Enough serving them their drinks, it’s time for you to become a woman.” She nudged my face away and tore off the remaining fabric that covered my body, rendering me naked in front of everyone.

“Booking for her opens tonight. Her name’s Veronica, and she has been personally trained by me. Under my tutelage, she’s been groomed to endure extreme pain and will let you fuck her even while slicing her throat. Finest quality of redhead. She will debut on the same night as the auction if she goes unpurchased. A full refund will be initiated if someone buys her in the auction.” She spoke to the crowd, gaining boisterous cheers from every mobster present before dragging me to a private room.

Her fingers slipped below my chin, and her nails dug into my flesh, examining the damage Master Anthony had caused before she backhanded me. Then she grabbed both of my ears between her fingers, and twisted them at a painful angle.

“Griselda.” Her servant stepped in at her command while I cried silently.

“She will go to Master Erwin’s room today and watch him fuck Bolanle, and the final phase of her training starts tomorrow. If she cries, break her wrist, and if she screams, slice off her tongue. She’s already a mute bitch,” she growled, handing me over to Griselda and walking away.

I sank to the floor and pulled my knees to my chest, protectively covering my naked body with my hands.

“C’mon, babe. Time to pull on your big-girl panties. You’re about to put whatever you have been taught for the past two years to good use.”

A stifled sob escaped my lips, listening to Griselda.

“If you’re going to cry like a cunt over Master Anthony’s roughness, you better hope the Donovan brothers don’t buy you for their whorehouses. Just pray you go unsold and become a whore here.” She chuckled, pulling out a first-aid box from the drawer beside the sofa and crouching in front of me.

I didn’t say a word and let her examine my nose.

“Fuck. It’s broken. I’ll get you the doctor,” she said, gently stroking my knuckles to calm me.

Though there was no hint of concern in her voice, I knew she cared. We girls didn’t have anyone except for each other.

“Are the Donovan brothers dons, too?” I asked.

I had no trouble speaking with people I was comfortable with. But the count was low.

“Dons? That word doesn’t even scratch the surface of what they are.” She snickered. “They are the knights, baby. Their family owns the High Table, and their cousin is our capo. If there’s anyone who’s truly powerful, it’s them.” A lump formed in my throat listening to her talk about them.

The High Table was the most notorious and lucrative crime syndicate that ruled over Mafia families all over the world. Every member of each Mafia family, be it the Italians, Albanians, Russians, or even the strongest, the Sicilian Mafia, had to bow to the High Table.

Every heir from these Mafia families had a seat at the High Table, and they had to pay a fixed price annually for protection, and that figure was in the billions.

These were rumors I had heard from other girls working at this club. I wasn’t sure whether they were true or not, but I had no need for knowing who was more powerful because even lower-ranked gangsters could come here and fuck whichever woman they wanted for free by just giving their names.

If what Griselda said was true, I could only hope I went unsold and got defiled by the nasty patrons here instead.

If the men who worked for them were so ruthless, I didn’t want to consider their savagery.








  
  
Chapter 1 




Auction Day


Unknown


Aprofound stillness descended over the entire venue as the Donovan brothers, accompanied by their fiancées, made an imposing entry. An air of reverence swept through the assemblage, the hushed whispers and solemn expressions conveying the respect the brothers held. Their attendance at the yearly auction added an air of importance to the occasion. 

Here, amid a sea of fetching faces, girls and women of all ages were being sold to individuals like them in a tradition as timeless as the stars themselves.

Ezra Donovan was a malignant beast poorly disguised as a man while Roy Donovan faithfully stood by his side as his protective shield. His tumultuous power surpassed his brother’s madness by a hundredfold.

They were involved in a variety of illicit enterprises, including the ownership of multiple whorehouses that provided women to their strip clubs, cartels, and criminal organizations. Every year, they attended the auction solely to replenish girls for their clubs to ensure a constant influx of fresh faces into their syndicate.

The Donovan brothers shared an unbreakable bond, disregarding moral appraisals. Their primary driving force was to conquer and reign, and if that wasn’t possible, well then. . .

May divine intervention save the ones standing against them.

Their guiding principle for all their business endeavors was to seek products for their customers and not customers for their products, and that’s precisely what they were doing.

They ensured girls from their brothels reached their masters, for they were doyens of this product and customer interplay.

Once they took their seats, the auction began, and the host first introduced the girls aged between twenty and twenty-five.

The young women being sold radiated optimism, and who could blame them? They believed that by being compliant and catering to their masters’ desires, they could secure a life filled with opulence—diamonds, lavish holidays, high-end fashion, three gourmet meals a day. All in exchange for the single duty of providing pleasure.

When women could attain all of this by simply spreading their legs, why not seize the opportunity? Indeed, these were the kind of girls willing to offer themselves up for the auction. 

As for the unwilling, well, they had been trained to behave.

With their fiancées Rebecca and Amanda by their sides, the Donovan brothers started acquiring women for their businesses.

Their attention drifted when the host signaled the bidding of the eighteen- to twenty-year-old group of girls.

They had never been eager to purchase younger, less-experienced girls. Educating them about everything would be an arduous task, and the process carried the risk of a brutal bloodbath if the girls were rebellious, with no guarantee that they would survive and serve their customers.

The brothers were eyeing the young women, bored, while discussing their next bid.

However, an exception to their strategy of purchasing women soon arose.

A young woman with alabaster skin, mesmerizing emerald eyes, and fiery red hair entered. She appeared no older than eighteen.

The Donovan brothers found themselves transfixed, unable to tear their gazes away. They couldn’t help but observe the unconscious grace with which she exuded her fear.

“She seems quite vulnerable. It might just be an act to attract a good buyer,” Roy remarked.

“We could be those good buyers,” Ezra responded with a sly smirk.

Except what truly fascinated them were the scars on her chest, hands, and inner thighs. She bore unmistakable whip marks.

“She must have been quite defiant,” Roy mused, his curiosity piqued.

The redhead kneeled on the stage, clad only in a black lace bra that showcased her ample cleavage and a thong that left little to the imagination.

It was indeed a bewitching sight.

Both brothers were lost in their reflections until they heard other Mafia bosses discussing her. Their outrage sparked, and their fists balled tightly as they watched the other mobsters wait eagerly for her bidding to start.

At that moment, the host announced, “Presenting a seldom-found redhead. She’s part of our fresh stock and is excellently trained and groomed to meet your requirements. Bidding for her virginity starts at one hundred thousand dollars.”

As soon as those words left the host’s mouth, the Donovan brothers sprang to their feet.

They paid no heed to the bidding process, charging onto the stage. A single punch from Roy was all it took to send the host reeling, gazing at the ceiling.

Veronica was still quivering with both fear and cold, her defenselessness palpable.

Ezra removed his jacket and placed it around her shoulders, protectively snaking his arms around her petite frame. Meanwhile, Roy resolutely declared that the auction had come to an end, asserting their ownership of the girl.

A mass exodus began as attendees scrambled to exit the hall to avoid any potential encounter with the Donovan brothers. Their reputation for ensuring that their victims met anything but a clean death had everyone on edge.

The brothers couldn’t take their eyes off the girl, who remained hunched over in trepidation. They exchanged a glance before Ezra helped her stand up straight.

“What’s your name?” he inquired.

The girl made a few hand gestures that neither brother could understand.

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Are you mute or something?” Roy growled, his impatience always making him the harsher of the two.

Tears welled up in her eyes as she cowered away from him in response.

One of the men who had been at the auction approached and informed them that her name was Veronica and she was suffering from selective mutism.

“Do you speak her language?” Ezra drawled with a pissed sigh.

“Yes, sir. My son is mute, too,” the man replied.

“Ask her why she’s crying as if I’ve already fucked her twice by now,” Roy demanded without restraint.

Veronica hiccuped through her tears and answered using ASL when the man inquired about her.

“I want to go home. Please take me back to my grandma and grandpa. My parents sold me to settle their debts when I was sixteen, and I’ve been here for the past two years. Please help me.” She kneeled before the brothers, beseeching them with a voiceless plea for her freedom.

After reporting everything to his bosses, the only response the man received from the brothers was a shared malevolent smirk. It was a look that sent shivers down his spine.

All the man could do was offer a silent prayer, “god save her soul from these monsters,” as he feared the dire fate that awaited her in the hands of the Donovan brothers.








  
  
Chapter 2




Roy


One month passed, and I made sure Veronica stayed confined to the whore quarters of our estate for that time. Ezra and I instructed the maids to assign her simple tasks such as cleaning, cooking, and gardening. We stopped showing our faces to her because every time we approached her, she would inquire about her grandparents. 

And we had located them.

Unfortunately for her, her grandparents were locked in our basement. Her grandmother suffered from leukemia while all her grandfather did was sob for his dying wife.

We harbored no desire to return her to her grandparents.

What fun would it be if we didn’t get to control our piscín, our kitten, as we’d taken to calling her after seeing the way she trembled at the auction? She reminded me of my dad's kitten I killed when I was a kid because Dad wouldn't let me have my own.

Today was the day both of us decided to assert our ownership of her.

We were both in our home office, eagerly awaiting her arrival, when the knock sounded on the door. “Come in,” we ordered simultaneously.

“You both requested my presence, Masters,” she signed.

This woman only had to ask it of me, and I would burn down continents for her.

“We have located your grandparents.” Ezra smirked and answered her using sign language.

Ezra’s straight-to-the-point attitude pissed me the fuck off. Let me at least take my time to drink in her beauty. It was a wonder we had both managed to learn sign language within a month because the mute bitch just wouldn’t speak to anyone.

“Thank you, Masters. When can I leave from here, and where are they? I will always be grateful to you both,” she signed back, not realizing I was becoming increasingly galled by her persistent yapping to leave.

Where the fuck will she go? She has no one. . .well, except us.

“There will be plenty of opportunities for you to show your gratitude to us, piscín,” Ezra said with a grin.

He sounded incensed, too.

“I don’t understand, Master,” she signed.

“Don’t you want to see where your grandparents are?” I asked her this time.

“Yes, Master, please take me to them,” she signed warmly.

I stared at Ezra, and in no time, we walked to her and held her tiny hands in ours.

Fuck. My heart pounded behind my sternum just from clasping her hand in mine. I wrapped my other hand around her waist while Ezra held onto her shoulder as we dragged her along with us.

Veronica was a painstakingly slow walker, but with her body pressed against mine, I didn’t mind, even if it would take us forever to reach the basement. There was something pleasing about the way she stole glances at me every now and then as we walked in silence.

When we finally reached there, absorbing the scene unfolding in front of her, Veronica’s hand trembled in my hold, and her bottom lip quivered. My gaze was fixated on her red, runny nose. She was about to cry.

How fucking adorable!

Her grandma lay on a tattered bed, coughing up blood, while her grandpa wept silently, holding onto his wife.

“What’s wrong with them?” she signed, panicking.

She was about to run to them when I yanked her back by her waist and tightened my grip on her. I glanced at her legs, plotting different ways to break her toes the next time she tried to run away from me. 

Crushing them with a mace sounded good.

“Well, your parents threw them out of their house, and your grandma has leukemia,” I answered matter-of-factly.

I didn’t miss the widening of her pupils and the way she remained still for a minute before responding.

“Masters, please help them. They are all I have,” she pleaded, her hands folded in submission once she finished signing.

If she licked my cock right now with those pretty lips wrapped around me, I would very well start a bank in her grandparents’ name.

With this woman, I am losing my shit.

“Everything comes with a price, piscín,” Ezra asserted.

At least Ezra was practical because all my thoughts came straight from my dick right now.

“I will do anything you tell me to do. Just please save my grandma. I love her so much,” she signed as even more tears spilled from her beautiful eyes.

I snorted as Ezra and I shared a look.

She better save those tears for tonight.

“Let’s go,” Ezra commanded and dragged her with him as I followed suit.

This is going to be fun.
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The car ride was remarkably quiet.

What everyone at the estate observed was how Ezra and I, who strongly disapproved of our servants handling our things, not only allowed a new servant to sit next to us in our car, but had also grown increasingly possessive of her.

She had to be a dimwit to not realize our intentions for her.

Everyone in the servants’ quarters was interested to know about her. But we had imposed strict penalties on our staff if found talking about her.

I got out of our car and yanked her out after seeing her make no move to get out. This woman was sluggish.

It was absurd how I liked my whores quiet, yet her silence was fucking deafening.

I dragged her into our strip club and forced her to watch what regulars were subjecting compliant women to; how the young women cheerfully carried out tasks assigned to them by their masters as we rambled through the club. Some of them were naked and getting whipped while asking for more, and others were having a wild gang bang and snorting drugs. Five dancers were on the stage. Their bodies curving and bending around the poles in sync, each turn a calculated move to show off their tits and cunts. The harsh neon lights flashed over their skin, slick with sweat.

“Starting today, your role here will be to serve and generate income for us. You must adhere to whatever your masters instruct you to do. You will serve new masters every day, and it is your responsibility to obey and satisfy them without exception. Remember, any complaint from them, and your grandmother’s fate is at stake,” Ezra said, sounding pretty convincing.

Ezra was a true virtuoso when it came to the subtle art of mind games. He possessed an uncanny ability to manipulate others without breaking a sweat.

"I'm sure your mistress taught you well."

I chuckled, listening to him. 

His resolution to keep Veronica tethered within the boundaries of our estate knew no bounds. I was convinced he wanted her even more than I did.

“From giving them blow jobs to letting them fuck you, you will have to be willing to serve them,” he continued, watching tears well in her eyes.

She teetered on the brink of a breakdown.

“You choke on their dicks and die, we don’t give a damn, but no master should leave your room without tipping you well,” I added.

Ezra scoffed at me, listening to my audacious statements, which clearly instilled fear in Veronica. She winced and sniffled, shaking her head and begging me with her glossy eyes.

Like hell I would let anyone other than Ezra and me touch her.

“Do you want to fuck her or not?” Ezra mouthed, his gaze anchored on Veronica trembling in fear. I grinned, and a sinister flicker of desire ignited within me. 

“Rayla, our headmistress, will take you under her wing for a month of intensive training.” As soon as those words left my mouth, a stunning blonde entered the room with a determined stride while Veronica looked like she might be on the floor any minute now, bawling her eyes out.

“So, she’s the new arrival,” Rayla spoke with a sly grin.

Mess this up and watch me rip your lips apart, slut.

“She’s not only beautiful, but exotic, too, with those mesmerizing green eyes and fiery red hair. At her young age, she has the potential to make waves in the market. For now, I’ll have her exclusively serve our VIP clients, Dons.” She circled Veronica as she spoke.

Veronica’s shoulders heaved with the weight of her continuous sobs.

I gazed at her intently, trying to feel something.

I felt nothing but annoyance. If this stupid cunt didn’t shut her mouth, she was about to get hit.

Rayla yanked Veronica’s hair and forced her to kneel. “This is your first lesson for today,” she instructed sternly. “You will always greet your masters in a kneeling position.” She then moved her palms and groped Veronica’s breasts. “For someone your age, your breasts are quite voluptuous.”

The fucking audacity. 

Did any of us order her to touch her tits?

Veronica tried to prevent Rayla from touching her by slightly shoving her away, but a harsh slap from Rayla brought her to an abrupt stop.

What the fuck?

A growl ripped through my throat, and my fists clenched, aching to beat her down to her bones for touching our piscín.










  
  
Chapter 3




Ezra


Despite my eagerness to tear Rayla in half and claim Veronica as mine in front of everyone, I ultimately chose not to. I wanted her to realize her place  without my involvement, so she would understand her insignificance without me.

Rayla was somehow oblivious to the blazing molten lava in Roy’s eyes. She was about to get a double dose of her own abusive ways.

“I run the show around here. You won’t stop me from touching or doing whatever I want to you. And let me tell you, I’ll make sure you get the worst guys every day who will break you so damn hard you won’t even recognize yourself.” She sneered, harshly tugging Veronica’s hair, fueling her whimpers.

My hands itched to reach for my dagger, but I decided to wait for now.

“Masters, please don’t do this to me. Please, she will kill me here,” Veronica signed frantically.

“Aw, I didn’t understand what you signed, but I know you begged them and it will get you nowhere, sweetheart. I used to feel the same way when I first arrived here. But look at me now! Once you start seeing three clients a day, you’ll start enjoying it.” Rayla chuckled, moving to me and playfully biting my ear.

This fucking bitch.

I was about to shove her down and kick her, then my eyes lingered on Veronica’s face. It started to pale, so I decided to play along.

“I still remember the day I arrived here and Master Ezra took my virginity. I haven’t had the pleasure of experiencing something similar ever since. Master Ezra doesn’t fuck the same woman twice. He gets bored quickly. But don’t worry. All your masters here will adore you and generously reward you with gifts and money. Just obey them,” she warned in a stern voice.

I might have snorted fentanyl to put my cock in her ugly, whorish cunt.

A burning realization soon hit me. Sourness coated my gut even at the thought of fucking any woman who wasn’t Veronica. I was sure this feeling was momentary. Once I had my fill of her, she would be sent back to our whorehouse to get fucked by other mobsters.

“I promise I’ll do anything, just not this, please,” she signed desperately, looking at me and holding my eyes hostage. “I will dedicate my entire existence to serving you. Please.” Her chest heaved as she visibly struggled to breathe.

“But you won’t bring us any profit by being our maid. We have a bunch of maids at our estate, and we can’t let you sit and eat for free and also cover the costs of your grandma’s leukemia treatment,” Roy said.

I cackled at his words. I knew he wouldn’t mind feeding her for free as long as her pussy kept us occupied.

“Yeah, but there’s one thing you can do without having to sleep with other men,” I said.

My message was unambiguous, but Veronica was too naïve to carefully consider my words. If this wench didn’t turn out to be as innocent as she made us believe she was, she better fucking start praying to whatever god she had faith in.

“I will do anything,” she signed without giving it a thought. Her eyes swam with tears.

“Are you sure, piscín? Because there’s no going back from this last choice we’re giving you, and if you don’t take it, your grandma dies, and you and your grandpa will be on your own,” Roy warned her.

“Anything you say, Masters, just not here. The women in these places are treated like garbage. Once, I didn’t give Master Anthony his vodka on time, and the headmistress beat me. I was out cold with a broken nose for a whole day,” she signed, tears streaming down her flushed face.

Women and their annoying habit of spilling all the extra details. Argh.

“Santiago, walk her to the car, and don’t let any other guard get close,” I instructed my head of security, sending her away with him.

After Veronica left, Roy called one of his men over and ordered him to gather every detail about her whereabouts before the auction and the specific brothel she was being held in. Honestly, her life before us was the least of my worries.

I was just interested in fucking that cunt. That's it.

Once Roy was done, we made our way to Rayla.

“Masters.” Her voice trembled with intimidation. “I hope I didn’t disappoint you in terrifying her.”

The fucking nerve of this hideous slut.

In an instant, she was on the ground, her hands instinctively protecting her cheek from the searing pain of my slap.

“How dare you hit her? Did we say you could?” Roy barked. “Only Ezra and I have the privilege of touching her.” His foot slammed into her abdomen with a sickening thud.

“Did you forget your place, bitch? And how dare you touch me in front of her?” I snarled. Frustration crawled up my chest as I banged her head against the wall.

By now, she was in a semi-conscious state, her pleas for her life barely audible.

Fucking useless.

That’s what you get for going against the tide. 

Roy slid a surgical blade out from the sole of his shoe. I pulled out gloves from my pocket, wore them, and took hold of my knife while my free hand grabbed her face, forcing her tongue out. With a single, seamless cut, I severed her tongue. When I finished, I tossed her to Roy, who instantly began shaving her head. I watched blood surge out of her mouth as Roy grazed the blade across her head, deliberately slicing her scalp while removing her hair as she fought to stay conscious. 

Stepping back, we took a moment to admire our work. The thing we were most proud of was our talent as human-face-restoration artists. Her once stunning appearance was replaced by a haunting gothic beauty, devoid of hair, lips, and a tongue.

“This is what you get for touching me in front of my woman, and the only reason you are still alive is to serve as an example for everyone working here. Woman or not, defy us and you won’t be able to recognize yourself,” I snapped, shoving her out of my way.

We went outside and settled into our limousine with Veronica seated between us, our hands resting on her inner thighs, alternately squeezing and tracing circles. 

I could taste her fear in the air.

Fuck.

I know in my bones that this woman is our perdition. 








  
  
Chapter 4




Roy


As soon as we arrived at our estate, I instructed Veronica to go to her room in the whore quarters. Ezra and I were beaming with joy as we made our way to our shared office, eager to discuss our plans for her. 

“We need to be very careful with her. If we want her to ourselves, she can’t be living in the whore quarters,” Ezra said.

“Slow the fuck down. I want to fuck her, not make her the donna of this estate. I don’t need to bring her to my bed to sleep with her,” I sneered.

He glared at me. Neither of us spoke a word as we kept staring into each other’s eyes, looking for answers.

“You really want to wife her up?” I snickered.

“I’m not letting you fuck her if you just want to sample her pussy. You already have a harem of sluts to use as cum dumpsters. And I know what you’re trying to do here,” he scoffed, annoyed.

He knows me so fucking well.

“I wanted answers. I guess I have them now.” Getting up from my seat, I walked toward the door. “So, we’re clinging to the mute cunt?” I chuckled.

“Seems so,” Ezra retorted with a satisfied smirk creeping over his lips.

“Let’s tame our piscín, then.”

With everything sorted out, we headed to her room and locked the door behind us.

Veronica was nowhere to be found, and just as we were about to check the bathroom, the door swung open, and she walked out, clad in a robe.

My mouth watered at the sight of her. She was a work of art. An awe-inspiring piece of art.

The sight of her wearing a black bra and panties underneath her sheer robe ignited a fire within me, causing my pants to tighten around my dick. She noticed us leering at her, so she immediately backed away.

“Masters, it’s midnight. Is there anything I can do for you?” she signed.

There’s so very much you can do for us, piscín.

“Do you remember how you agreed to do anything to avoid working at the club?” Ezra asked, his grin widening.

“Yes, Master,” she signed.

She was about to find out how her compliance went straight to my cock.

“Strip, piscín,” I rasped, unbuckling my belt, so fucking done with the self-control sham I had put in place for her.

She remained glued to her spot and stared at us in disbelief.

Oops, I should have signed it.

With tears gushing down her face, she realized we were not joking; we meant every word.

“Masters, please don’t do that. I’ve already promised my life to both of you,” she signed wildly, tears streaming down her cheeks. 

“We have a lot of work to do here. Our whore isn't properly trained!” The silence was cut by Ezra’s words filled with anger and disappointment as he moved in her direction.

“We are well-versed in that.” I chuckled.

In reality, we had never shared a woman before. She was going to be our first shared guinea pig for all our experiments.

She dashed to the door and crumpled onto the hard floor after finding it locked. 

I snickered at her cute attempts to get away. Her sweet cries were quick to fill the room.

Ezra went to her and gripped her hair forcefully. His hand cracked against her cheek, the harsh slap sent her sprawling to the ground.

I approached her and tugged on her hair, forcing her to stand up straight.

Her yelps of pain enticed me to do more harm. 

She better shut up for her own sake.

I studied Ezra. His eyes gleamed with a dark, primal hunger.

There was no retreating now; we had crossed the point of no return.

Looking back at Veronica, I struck her with such brutal intensity that the sound of bones cracking echoed in the air as she tumbled to the floor.

She quickly gave up, realizing she had no chance against us.

Good for her.

“You should have known by now, baby. We don’t tolerate disrespect from anyone.” Ezra’s voice dripped with disdain.

He charged toward her, slamming his shoe against her head.

I must say, she was quite impervious to pain. Her harsh training showed. I just hoped Ezra didn’t kill her before we had our fill.

“And disrespect from our little piscín who’s made only for our eyes? Never. Veronica, you will never challenge our decisions for you. You are ours now,” I growled, watching her eyes widen as she grasped the meaning of my declaration.

“Next time you run away from us or even try to escape, you pay with your limbs, baby,” I hissed, crushing her leg beneath my shoe, intensifying her screams of agony.

I stared at her one last time before my gaze met Ezra’s. His eyes glinted with a mixture of satisfaction and indifference as he backed away from her.

She better cooperate tomorrow if she wants to live. 








  
  
Chapter 5




Veronica


Ihad locked myself in a room in the whore quarters for a week after they left. I was too scared to face anyone, fearing the worst punishment since I had directly refused the dons of this estate, the masters who had also purchased me. 

If my headmistress found out I denied them, I would be ripped in two after getting raped by her guards.

I stayed huddled in a dim corner of my room, trying to fathom their intentions toward me. A group of maids came earlier today who cleansed and dressed me in the softest silk I had ever worn to get me ready for the night.

They disclosed to me that the dons were planning to spend their evening with me. I just knew this time they wouldn't leave without getting what they wanted.

Tears welled up in my eyes, fearing what was to come today. I cast a quick glance at the clock and swallowed nervously, realizing they could arrive at any moment. Just then, the door to my room burst open. The malevolent siblings entered and walked toward me directly, bearing an inhuman, ominous gleam in their eyes.

I froze, scared to the bone, watching them approach me.

“If you fail to cooperate today, we will still fuck you, ruin you in the worst way possible, then watch while our men have their share of fun with you. So the choice is yours, piscín. Just us two or a village of men using your body as a trash can for their cum?” Master Roy sneered, yanking me up by my hair and drawing me closer to him.

Having no other choice, I quietly stretched my arm to the back of my dress and unzipped it, crying silently, but Master Ezra grabbed my hands midway and brought them to his lips, kissing them.

“That’s our job, piscín,” he rasped, leaving trails of kisses down my throat. The softness of his luscious lips caused a reluctant moan to escape my lips.

“Let’s start, brother. Our kitten won’t claw us now.” Master Roy chuckled, pulling out a coin from the back of his pocket and tossing it up high.

What is he doing?

“Pick,” he stated once he had the coin firmly grasped between his palms.

“Heads,” Master Ezra answered.

“It’s heads.” Master Roy snickered, looking down at the coin. “Meaning you get her pussy first, and I get her ass first.”

I gasped listening to him.

“Now your turn, brother.”

“Choose,” Master Ezra stated while flipping the coin.

“Heads,” Master Roy said.

“It’s tails,” Master Ezra announced. “Meaning I get the blow job first.”

They were talking about me as if I weren’t here, which was enough to stir a storm of terror inside me.

Master Roy discarded his shirt before scooping me up in his arms and carrying me to the bed. As soon as he reached the edge, he roughly tossed me onto the mattress, sensing my body tense against his.

“Brother, I can only be so nice,” he gritted out, grinding his teeth furiously as I tried crawling away from him. Before I could beg him to stop, he roughly pulled me under him by tugging my legs and pinning my hands above my head. “You want to learn the hard way? Fine by me.” His words were laced with venom as he lashed out at me, his anger palpable.

I screamed and thrashed in his arms as he tore my robe into shreds, leaving me exposed and vulnerable to their crazed eyes.

“Do you both give me your word I will not be traded?” I signed, crying with a sense of urgency, understanding there was no other way than to submit if I wanted to survive tonight.

Neither responded.

After forcefully tugging at the scraps of my robe, Master Roy jolted me back into a sitting position, dropped his head to my neck, and started nibbling on the side of my throat. “You’re ours now, Veronica,” he said, dragging me closer to him by my hair.

Master Roy scooted over to make some space for his brother and started kissing my shoulder while Master Ezra trailed kisses down my thighs and finally pressed his lips against my pussy. 

I was shocked, feeling my wetness seep as he flicked his tongue over my panties and stroked my hips with the rough pad of his thumb, driving me wild with anticipation. He gave me a long lick over my clothed pussy before scraping his teeth over the scant fabric, teasing me.

No, this can’t be happening. 

Why was my body reacting to their touch?

I opened my mouth, tipping my head back as the room echoed with my loud moans, my body craving more of their tantalizing torment.

“Here goes my grip on sanity,” Master Roy huffed, wrapping his fingers around my throat.

I could sense their impatience had reached its peak as they flipped me over and one of them grabbed a fistful of my ass. I looked over my shoulder when Master Roy’s hand made contact with my skin, and a sharp sting shot through me, causing me to release a repressed moan of pain.

They both continued spanking my ass until my panties were soaked in my arousal as I unabashedly expressed pleasure, moaning their names out loud.

“So, our piscín takes delight in suffering,” Master Ezra mocked, turning me onto my back.

I moaned as soon as my sore flesh touched the soft mattress.

I am such a shameless whore.

Master Roy ripped off my bra, exposing my peaked nipples. His eyes sparkled with pride, seeing me so ready for them.

He took one in his mouth with a painful nip while Master Ezra tore off my panties and sniffed my pussy as if he were trying to memorize how I smelled.

“You’re going to be exploited, piscín.” He grinned against my pussy.
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