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Trigger Warnings: 

This story contains graphic violence, domestic and emotional abuse, threats of sexual coercion, substance abuse, medical trauma, and themes of control and moral deterioration. Reader discretion is advised.
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Chapter One: Target Down
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Peering down the barrel of the gun, Destiny smiled all the way to her bright eyes, her breath fogging the metal of the firearm. Her cheeks pinked from the heat of the day. The sun glimmered off her porcelain skin and the surrounding rocks. She was a lethal doll. I laid a heavy hand on the small of her back and tickled a kiss on her sweaty neck. She clicked her tongue and tsked.  

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. I’m concentrating,” she informed, scrunching her shoulder into her neck as she grinned bigger and my kisses got wetter. 

“You’re just so sweet,” I growled in approval. “I can’t resist.”

Destiny huffed a laugh. “Control yourself. That has nothing to do with our target.” 

I vibrated a deep, guttural moan into her ear. “We can come back to him later.” But she was right. 

With a shove, she turned from the weapon and glared; I stared back, dumbfounded as always. “We can come back to this,” she corrected, her American accent thick and threatening.  

I bit my lip, eyed her, and retreated until I hit a cliff behind us. Hands up in surrender. “Then we can’t touch. I can’t even smell you.” That was the only way to contain myself. 

Her nose crinkled. “Can’t smell me?” 

“Smell you, yes,” I confessed, changing my mind, stepping closer, and taking the gun from her. Leaning in, I took a deep whiff of her platinum hair. “Smelling your skin and your hair makes my mouth water. Because you are, mmmmhh, delicious.” And dangerous. Dangerous because she was the only one who could unhinge the person I was.

Destiny giggled as the pink on her cheeks reddened. A lock of blond hair fell over her light-colored brows, I tucked it gingerly behind her ears as her top teeth sank into her full bottom lip. 

“Oh, now,” I hissed, taking her chin in my hand to lift her small face to mine. “Don’t do that. I will go absolutely feral.” I breathed through my teeth, doing all I could to keep myself grounded.

She huffed a laugh. “I’m as wild as you, Mr. Darling,” she admitted, her hands snaking into my hair with a warming desire. 

Then she pulled at my strands and twisted my head back to expose my Adam’s apple to the sky. A sharp and cold edge pricked my skin. 

“Flirty,” I smirked. 

Her mouth met the spot below my ear, opened, then her teeth sank—I squirmed from the tasteful pain.

Then she flinched, head lifting. 

In the distance, something popped. Echoed.

Destiny jumped, her knife nicked my neck, and her pupils dilated. We both turned our heads as a bead of blood and sweat trickled to my shirt collar.

The target was no longer in position. 

Hurriedly, I readjusted the weapon and took position. 

“We can’t lose this one,” Mrs. Darling informed, her voice cracking with nervous annoyance behind me.

“I know, I know,” I panted. “We’ll get it. Don’t worry, my love.” 

I bit my tongue...

Aimed... 

And...

Where did he go? Where was the target? 

“Robert!” 

“I’m finding him!” 

Without a word, Destiny took the gun from my hands, adjusted, and shot! 

A loud bang vibrated across the treetops. 

She beamed, dropped the weapon, and glared at me. 

I stared back. “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

Her lips stretched further.

Well...that was that! Who was I to resist a smile like hers?

Unable to help myself, I pushed my wife into the wall of the cliff behind us. Pebbles clicked on the ground. I met her sensual gaze. “Target down.” 

Putting a hand to my throat, Destiny squeezed lightly, catching my attention. “I’m about to take you down,” she said, eyes hardened yet affectionate. 

I froze and waited, fighting the desire to grab her throat back. 

“You are mine,” I commanded, leaning into her tightening grasp. “I control all you are, my love. Your life is all because of me. Your dreams are mine. Future mine. Health mine... Owning you means you can’t take me down.”

A mischievous grin played on her succulent lips as she withdrew and studied me, as if challenging me, and squeezed harder, so it was difficult to catch my breath. 

“What?” I rasped, choking.

Then, she said the most outrageous thin as her hand released and slid down my chest: “I’m pregnant.” 

My heart dropped, then I fell to my knees in front of her.
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Chapter Two: Valaine Darling
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All I could do was lose myself in her. She was the tiniest thing I ever did see! Pink. Porcelain. Almost as beautiful as her mother, with the same white-blond hair already growing atop her coned head. Bulging cheeks pushed her lips into a sucky expression. I coddled her to me, gently but firmly keeping my arms around her. 

Valaine Malerie Darling. 

The sweetest thing there was, is, and ever will be. And as fresh as she was, she already had me wrapped around her little fingers. My heart swelled—how did this kind of love even exist?

And she was all mine. To hold. To protect. To love. To cherish and keep pure and precious.

I have a daughter. 

Valaine cooed in her sleep, stretching inside her little wrapped-up pink blanket that secured her into a ball. The hospital room warmed us, safe from the blistering winter outside. Ice frosted on the large window facing the city life. Flashing lights of blues, yellows, and reds blurred through the gathered icicles. A distant bell rang rhythmically, calling for money gifts. Passersby pulled their coats over their necks and their hats on top of their ears. But the air surrounding me, warm and comforting, was a homey feeling I soaked in. A foreign emotion. 
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