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I love her and that’s the beginning and end of everything

~ F. Scott Fitzgerald
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I’M STARTLED AWAKE BY A shrill cry.

I glance at the clock glowing in the darkness. 3:17 a.m. The ear-piercing shriek happens again, and London stirs, muttering profanities in her sleepy state. I place my hand on her back.

“Stay. I’ve got it.”

No protest. Only a relieved sigh as she rests her head back on the pillow.

I pad down the hallway, bleary and barefoot, following the source of the disturbance. Flicking on the small, lamb lamp, I meet the culprit’s awake blue eyes and gummy smile. She screams again, in excitement this time, as I approach her.

“Little girl.” I hoist Shia up out of her crib. “You need to let your mommy rest. We thought your sister was bad, but I believe, my darling, you take the cake.” I sit in the pink and white striped glider with my wiggly six-month-old climbing up my chest. She just wants to be held. Always wants to be held. “You need to start crawling”—I rock with her arms latched around my neck—“so the house can sleep.” I yawn, silently thanking the stars above I’m the only one she woke up.

A tiny giggle and happy feet are her response.

I stare down at her adorable, chubby face as she stares up. “Eyes just like your mommy with insomnia to match. She never used to sleep, either.” I rock a little harder, whispering to her. “But she wanted you. She wanted you so much.” She chortles as I nuzzle her little neck. “She didn’t think she deserved you. Or me or love or happiness. But I set her straight.” I smile haughtily to myself, recalling the past. Recalling my wife and her strength despite all her struggles. All our struggles.

Shia fights falling asleep, breathing hard, squirming to stay awake.

“You’re not going to miss anything, baby,” I hum in her ear, coaxing her to relax. “We’ll all be here in the morning to love you.” I used to tell London the same thing when she couldn’t sleep. Wouldn’t sleep. Downright refused.

That seems like a lifetime ago, considering she sleeps like the dead now.

Also my doing.

I rest my head on the back of the chair and close my eyes, hoping the smooth glide and my steady breathing will soothe the beast.

No such luck.

I add a lulling tone. This isn’t the first time I’ve wrestled an alligator. I know the drill.

“What story shall I tell you tonight? Perhaps the princess one again?” I rock and rub her little butt, littered with cupcakes on the onesie pajamas from Aunt Ellie and Uncle Kayne.

“Once upon a time, there was a beautiful princess,” I start. “Who was controlled by an evil sorcerer . . .”
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The past

I WISH HE WOULD JUST kill me already.

I float in a black space of pain as my head is submerged underwater, my lungs burn desperate for air, and my body sodomized. The relentless drill of my Master’s hips and an iron grip on the back of my neck keeps me restrained. I start to unconsciously struggle as the rapid loss of oxygen suffocates me. My limbs spontaneously twitch as I fall away into a terrifying darkness. Please let this be it. Let the suffering end.

I welcome death. Or at least the tease of it seconds before I completely black out.

I never reach the euphoric escape, because he knows exactly how long to trap me in hell. Pulling my head out of the water, he beats into my abused little asshole as I sputter, cough, and choke until he comes. A stomach turning growl reverberates from his throat as he rips me open with one lone punishing thrust. I nearly throw up from the god-awful pain. As soon as he’s done with me, he lets go, allowing my limp body to crash to the ground. I have no energy left to stand or fight or even live. I shiver, cold and naked on the dirty floor. A shell of the person I used to be. A person I barely remember.

After zipping his leather pants, he crouches down next to me. I cower. Master grabs a fist full of my hair and yanks so I look him directly in the eyes. Dark, terrible, soulless eyes.

“Who are you?” he asks in his thick Russian accent.

“No one,” I immediately respond.

“What are you?”

“Nothing.”

And I believe it. I am nothing. He made it so.

His lips curl into a cruel smile. I’ve only ever seen half his face because of the mask he always wears, reminiscent of the Phantom of the Opera.

“Such an obedient pet.” He tosses me away like the nobody I am. The nothing I mean to him.

“Go to bed,” he orders, and I instantly move despite the protest of my aching body and weak limbs. I crawl across the room—never, ever walk—to the cage in the corner. I know better. I know the consequences of disobedience. I scurry inside, cold and wet, with come leaking down the inside of my thighs. Dirty is just how he likes me. Master slams the door closed and locks it behind me. I look up at him, like a pathetic, trapped animal.

He knows that’s exactly what I am, too. That smug thought reflects in his empty, hazel eyes. I’m his property, his pet.

“Lie down.”

I do as I’m told, curling into the fetal position. I don’t have much room. This four foot-by-four foot metal square is where I live.

I’m nearly five-foot-eight.

“Good girl.” The arrogance in his tone is disgusting. I don’t show my disdain. Just fake forlorn with the pitiful part I play. Is it still a part? Or is it who I’ve become? That line has blurred in recent months.

I watch as my Master saunters out of the room. Alone again, I cry my desolate tears inside. I’ve learned my lesson. No sadness or fight or voice. My liberties have been stolen away. I curl tighter on the thin scratchy blanket, struggling to get warm. It’s always cold. I’m always naked. Always hungry. Always desperate. You have no idea what I had to do to get this small, everyday item most people take for granted.

He’s a monster.

I don’t know how long he’s owned me, but it feels like a lifetime. I can’t even remember how I got here. I just woke up one day, shortly after I turned sixteen, in this very spot. In my frilly pajamas, still an innocent girl.

I’m not innocent anymore. He saw to that. The first day stripping my dignity away as he made me shed my clothes. I cried, I fought, I screamed, but ultimately, he won. Overpowering me in both body and mind.

He punishes me severely if I disobey. Verbally, physically, sexually. Making it crystal clear who is Master and who is slave in this twisted arrangement.

I’ve been forced to perform numerous sexual acts like a circus freak. With men, with women, with him. I was taught to pleasure but never be pleasured. That is not my purpose. I was forced to submit, to obey, to satisfy however instructed. To absorb the pain, unless it’s pain he wanted to see.

He’s good at pain. At demoralizing. At demeaning.

He thrives on it. Lives for it. I feel his satisfaction after every horrific interaction we have.

I’ll never understand how this became my life. My hell.

I shiver until I fall asleep.

Dreaming of nothing more than a hot shower and a warm bed.
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“Wake up.” I startle awake as my Master kicks my cage.

I push myself up to my knees and bow my head, as he’s trained me to do.

He unlocks the door and orders, “Shower. Clean up.” He points at the bathroom, and I quickly crawl out, my knees banging against the scratched hardwood as I rush toward the bathroom. There’s no door and no privacy in this dismal little apartment where I’m kept. I glance back at my Master, waiting for his instruction. Usually, he washes me himself. Or watches me wash. But he just stands next to the cage.

“By yourself. Don’t be long.” Something is different in his tone—a different air—and it makes me wary. Scares me more than his hostile, domineering persona.

I crawl to where he can’t see me before I stand. My lower back and thigh muscles ache as my body elongates. It feels strange to stand at my full height since it happens so infrequently. I quickly turn on the shower as hot as it will go and step under the spray. The warmth is glorious on my cold, prickly skin. I scrub the dry come from my legs along with all the other muck stuck to me. Washing my long, red hair with the crappy shampoo and conditioner, I finger comb my way through the unruly knots. I rinse quickly, relishing every fleeting second of the hot shower. Who knows when he’ll allow me another one.

I wring my hair of moisture prior to stepping out of the tub, wanting to extract every single drop. I’m afforded no towels, forced to air dry in the chilly apartment.

I crawl out of the bathroom with beads of water damp on my skin.

Master is sitting on the edge of the bed. His head down, elbows resting on his parted knees. I’ve never seen him sit in such a susceptible way. He’s always authoritative. Always commanding. Never human.

I come to settle in front of him, awaiting instruction.

“My little pet.” His gruff voice almost sounds melancholy. He grabs my chin and forces my face up. “The most beautiful. The most perfect. My most perfect creation.” Master lightly runs the pad of his thumb across my lower lip. The touch is foreign.

“Tonight is your last lesson.”

Last?

I swallow thickly. Maybe the time has finally come. Tonight’s the night he finally kills me. I tremble, fighting the fear with all my might. No emotion. No emotion.

You are no one.

You are nothing.

Death is your freedom.

Master clutches my face more tightly. “I smell your fear, and it’s warranted.”

He’s always told me this arrangement wasn’t permanent. I’ve known all along how it would end. I hold back the tears. Why now? What did I do wrong?

He slides his hand down to my neck and squeezes constrictively. “Tonight, I want everything.”

Everything?

He sees the question burning in my eyes.

Inching closer, the smell of the leather becomes potent from his mask.

“No holding back. When I touch you, I want to hear it. When I hurt you, I want to hear it. I want to listen to you moan and cry and whimper, garnering every single thing I make you feel.”

My head is spinning. I hear what he’s saying, but I don’t understand. I’m not supposed to convey anything.

He’s conditioned me that way.

I’ve turned it all off. Everything. Nothing’s left inside. This is the most terrified I’ve ever been—more so than from the beatings and punishments and torture.

“I told you, pet. Your fear is warranted. But you will do as I say. You know what I’m capable of.”

I nod quickly with his hand still securely around my throat.

“Get on the bed. All fours. Show me that pretty ass.” He releases his death grip, and I climb onto the bed a mass of nerves. Nothing but a thin white sheet covers the mattress. It’s not even soft. It scratches against my abraded knees.

I peek over my shoulder as he opens the closet. My tendons tighten immediately. Nothing good ever comes out of there.

I look forward before he sees me spying. My fear spirals out of control. Tears form. Silent pleading begins. I’ve been in this position so many times, but tonight, it all seems more real. More final. I breathe heavily. Pant with anxiety.

“That’s it, pet. Let it out.” He doesn’t even warn me as he lands the first blow. I grit my teeth silently and clutch the sheet. Fuck, that hurt. He chose the bamboo stick, the worst weapon in the closet. He hits me again and again, the swipe of the stick whistling through the air. And again and again, I hold it all in.

Whack!

Whack!

Whack!

He’s merciless until I relinquish what he wants.

I try. Trust me, I do. I want to scream, but the sound is buried deep in my throat. Tears pour down my cheeks as he canes my ass raw.

Whack!

Whack!

Whack!

The pain paralyzes me until my will breaks. Until everything I have in the subterranean pit of my soul erupts. I finally scream, bellowing tears of agony. I sob into the mattress, begging for mercy.

CRACK!

The last blow shatters me, my limbs giving out.

I lie there facedown, fragmented on the bed, my tears unstoppable, his breathing ragged.

“Why?” I whine. “Please just tell me why.”

I’m so pathetic. I deserve to die.

Master sits on the bed next to me and rubs my sweaty back. Never has he touched me so gently. Never consolingly.

“You’ll know soon enough, pet.”

I lift my wet eyes to look at him. “I hate you.” He said he wanted to hear everything. Why hold back now?

That cruel smile returns to his lips. “Good.”

Good?

This man does not make a lick of sense.

He gets up off the bed and goes back to the closet. Oh, no. I tremble harder. I’ve done it now. I hammered the last nail into my own coffin. I weep some more, crying for my old life. For my old self. For the innocent girl who loved books and music and art. I cry because this is my tragic end.

“Shhhh.” Master placates me. I squeeze my eyes shut and retreat into myself. “Lift your head.”

So you can cut my throat?

“No.” I weakly refuse, pressing my forehead against a spring.

“Pet.” His voice is stern but not threatening. “Open your eyes.”

It takes me a second, but I finally crack one open. He shows me what he’s holding. A black scarf and a pair of handcuffs.

“Now, do as I say and lift your head.”

I warily listen.

He covers my eyes with the material so everything goes dark.

“Hands over your head.” I slide my hands up, and he cuffs them together. I’m laid out on the mattress, restless, worried, and wound so fucking tight.

“Relax, pet.” Master runs his fingertips leisurely down my spine. “Do you know how long you have been with me?” His baritone voice is almost melodic.

“No.” I squeak.

“Two years.”

I gasp. That long?

“Do you know what today is?” he goes on.

“No.”

“Your birthday.”

I instantaneously cry. Two years? I’m eighteen today.

“Why are you telling me this?” I fight to ask.

“Why not?” he challenges.

“You never talk to me. Not like this.”

“Like what?”

“Like . . .”

“Like you’re not nothing?” He continues to trail his fingers up and down the grooves of my spine.

“Yes.” I sniff, the material soaked with my tears.

“Tonight. You’re you.”

“I don’t know who that is,” I confess.

“You will.” He gently touches the angry welts on my ass, and I hiss.

The mattress shifts before I feel a strange sensation along the dimples of my lower back. Is he kissing me?

“What are you doing?” I scramble forward, but he swiftly traps my hips.

“Giving you your last lesson.” I feel his tongue move down the line of my ass. My whole body stiffens.

“I love it when your ass looks like this. Red and swollen and tender.” He squeezes a cheek, and I groan in pain. Tender doesn’t begin to describe it. I feel him roll off the bed, listening to the floor boards creek as he moves around the room before returning to me. “Up.” He forces me to kneel. I sit on my knees blindfolded and handcuffed as the bed dips with his weight directly in front of me.

“What did I tell you I wanted?” His thick accent reverberates around me.

“To hear me,” I answer.

“That’s right, pet. Your pleasure and your pain. I’ve made you weep with pain. Now I’m going to make you weep with pleasure.”

Pleasure? I have no idea what that is.

I barely finish the thought before I feel something clamp around my nipple. I gasp, lifting my arms to find Master’s face there. It’s his mouth licking and sucking and tugging on the little nub. I’ve never felt . . . I have no words . . . I pant rapidly as he touches me in a way I’ve never experienced before. I mewl insecurely. Of all the things I’ve done with this man. Of all the things he’s done to me, mostly horrible, I’m confused as to how he can draw such a reaction from my abused body. Make me feel . . . anything pleasurable at all. My tension eases as he takes turns attending to each nipple while fondling my breasts. “Put your hands over your head.” His voice is as eager as his touch. Once I lift my arms, he smashes his face into my cleavage, rubbing his cheeks, his nose, and his greedy mouth roughly across my skin. His mask is gone, allowing me for the first time to feel his features. He massages my chest as he zealously kisses his way up my collarbone then eats away at my neck. I can’t comprehend what’s driving his actions. It’s almost as if he’s never touched me before. I don’t understand, and I have no idea how to react. When he clutches my face, my response is to panic. What did I do wrong? Then his lips are on mine. Strong, willful, demanding—all the makings of my Master. He slips his tongue into my mouth, and I freeze.

“Kiss me,” he instructs, his accent sultry.

I don’t know how.

He urges my mouth open with a searing need and shows me what to do. Rolling his tongue around mine, rubbing it, dancing with it until I find the rhythm. He moans loudly, deepening the kiss, stretching it as far as it can go. The vibration does something inexplicable. My mind doesn’t understand, but my body sure does.

He breaks our kiss abruptly. “I’ve waited two years to taste your pussy, and tonight, it’s all mine.”

What?

With that, he forces my upper body back down onto the mattress, leaving my stinging ass in the air. Again he shifts, moving around the bed until it dips under my knees. I feel his heavy breath against my abdomen right before he plants a hot kiss below my navel. Holy shit, he’s underneath me.

“You’re going to ride my face. You understand?”

I have no clue what he’s talking about until he hooks his arms around my thighs and guides my pelvis down. I let out a strangled cry the first time his tongue touches my flesh. He groans in a masculine approval. Very much the same when he shoves his cock into my mouth.

It’s a strange sensation—wet, ticklish—yet it feels good. I unexpectedly moan as he swirls his tongue, forcing me to experience pleasurable things for the very first time. Master takes his time, like he’s indulging in a sweet scoop of ice cream. It’s not long before I’m doing exactly as he instructed, riding his face as the sensations grow. A warm, achy feeling in my core spreads, and my head feels light.

A rush starts to happen between my thighs as his firm tongue accelerates the current. My whole body trembles right before I lose control of all my basic motor function. I spiral into a terrifying black abyss while hiccupping for air.

I sigh, heavily sedated, as Master laps up the sticky wetness now coating my pussy. What just happened?

“Sweeter than I ever could have imagined.” He sucks on my sensitive clit, and I shiver.

Master then moves out from under me.

I feel him saddle up behind me, digging his cock into the crack of my ass. I know how this works. I brace myself, but that painful penetration never comes.

Instead, he covers me with his body, bringing his lips to my ear.

“I’m not supposed to do this. But I can’t fucking help myself. I want you all to myself. Even if it’s just one night.” He nudges the head of his erection into my soaked entrance. He’s never . . . We’ve never. Technically, I’m still a virgin. As many times as he’s fucked me, it’s never once been the traditional way. In my mouth? Yes. In my ass? Yes. Between my tits? Yes.

But never once like this. It’s a defining moment. One a girl fantasizes about. Her first time being with the perfect man. Someone who loves her, not owns her.

“It’s going to hurt,” he warns as he presses in.

It couldn’t hurt any worse than anything else he’s already done.

“Jesus, you’re so tight.” He surges forward, stealing the air right out of my lungs. “Virgin fucking cunt.” He groans reverently as I’m sliced in two. I whine in pain as he grinds his cock, disintegrating my virginity. I fist the sheet until my knuckles are sore and the handcuffs cut into my wrists. “Squeeze me,” he commands. “Squeeze my cock every second I’m inside you.”

I tighten my pelvic muscles immediately, hoping I attain the level he expects. No half-ass attempts with him.

“Good.” He moans, thrusting his hips. “When a man is inside you, you never fucking stop squeezing. Understand?” He slaps one of my battered ass cheeks, and I unconsciously clench tighter.

“Yes, Master,” I respond in my conditioned fashion.

“Good.” He continues to move ruthlessly inside me. I suck in precious air and silently pray for relief all while he uses me.

Always using me.

His hips grind to a halt, but he leaves his erection rooted fully inside me. I’m nothing more than a ragged mess, panting like an overworked dog. Master leans forward until his chest touches my back and his lips are brushing against my ear.

“I want to hear you, pet. I want you to come all over my cock and cry Master while you do it.”

He reaches beneath me and pinches my clit. The painful tweak causes the walls of my pussy to continuously constrict, like a fluttering heartbeat. The full feeling and his commanding fingers induce that same achy twinge from before. He heaves in my ear as he rocks his pelvis, his cock massaging my highly sensitive canal.

“That’s it. Just like that, pet.” His voice sounds strange as he nuzzles my face, bringing me back to that boiling point.

Everything below my navel throbs until I can actually hear the pulses echoing in my ears. I surprisingly moan. I don’t think I’ve ever moaned from ecstasy. Then I can’t breathe. I can’t think, as a rushing sensation clamors through my body, from the tips of my tense fingers to my vibrating core.

“Say it.” He stabs his swelling cock through my flooding folds. I barely have enough air to breathe, but I do as I’m ordered. I cry his name as I come. “Master! Master!” My voice is small, strained, as my insides flip.

“Yessss . . .” he hisses as he starts to pound away, one hand latched on my hip, the other on my throat. This I recognize. This is the savage I know. The man who takes what he wants no matter how hard or hurtful. I sink my teeth into my lip as the pleasure slips away and morphs into ungodly pain. My whole body is rigid as he squeezes my windpipe while enduring his punishing thrusts. It hurts. The force. It hurts so fucking bad.

I suck in small, precious amounts of oxygen desperately as the bed slams against the wall as hard as he slams into me.

Time seems to stand still as consciousness slowly slips away. Spots cloud my vision as my air supply thins.

At the last second, right before I pass out, Master releases a roar. Clutching my throat like an iron clamp, he buries his cock as deeply as he can.

So deep I swear he rips my virgin womb wide open.

Master pulls out, heaving like an overrun Greyhound as I choke for air.

I’m paralyzed, pathetic, frozen on my hands and knees, waiting for his direction. I know the consequences of taking liberties. Even if they’re as small as moving.

Master pushes me onto my side. The blindfold still securely in place, my hands still bound by the cuffs. There’s liquid leaking down the inside of my thighs, and my vaginal muscles are on fire.

“Who do you belong to?” He roughly runs the pad of his thumb across my lower lip.

“You,” I answer meekly.

“What are you?”

“Nothing.”

“Who are you?”

“No one.”

My lip quivers for a fraction of a second under his touch before I rein in my fragile emotions.

“We’re connected now, pet.” Master tickles his fingertips along the curve of my side. “I possess every one of your firsts. We’re embedded.” He urges me onto my back before forcing my hands over my head. “Tonight is just beginning, my little pet. I’m going to take what’s mine. As many times as I want. However I want.” He gropes my entire body—breasts, abdomen, battered bottom.

“Spread your legs.” I drop my knees, and he makes a lewd sound. “Your virginity is stained all over the sheet and your thighs.” He traces an unusual pattern over my skin. “Bright red and beautiful.”

Of all the things he’s done—demeaning, abusive, embarrassing things—this moment is the very worst. I’ve never felt more violated. Not even when he stripped me naked, cut off my hair, or sodomized me for the very first time have I ever felt so degraded. My plundered virginity isn’t beautiful. It’s an atrocity.

I feel him crawl on top of me. Silent tears wet my eyelashes.

“Cry for me, pet.” It’s as if he knows. He pushes roughly inside me again. My pussy constricts, not from excitement, but from soreness and sensitivity.

He grunts and groans. “That’s it, pet. Squeeze,” he reminds me as he fucks me inconsequentially. “You’ll never forget me,” Master painfully reiterates. “We’re embedded.”

I grit my teeth and screw my eyes shut, pleading for death.
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I wake up alone. In bed. Completely free.

No bonds. No blindfold. No cage. No Master.

I look down and see the remnants of last night stained all over the sheet. There’s so much blood it looks like a massacre. Everything hurts. My body. My mind. My soul—what’s left of it.

I slip out of bed and cautiously walk freely around the tiny apartment. A luxury I’ve never been privy to before. On the kitchen counter is a white box with a note. The outside of the envelope reads “pet.” I tear it open.

 

Pet, fortunately for you, our time has come to an end. Unfortunately, your suffering is just beginning.

Clean up, get dressed, and go.

 

Go?

For such a short note, there are so many foreboding sentences. I open the box and pull out a red, spandex dress. No underwear. And matching high heels. I haven’t worn clothes—real clothes—in two years. Like the slave I am, I do as I’m told. Rushing to shower, I almost don’t believe I’m free. Your suffering is just beginning.

I pull on the dress and slide my feet into the high heels. Jesus, they’re really high. Like hooker high. I wobble a little as I finger comb my wet burgundy hair in the cruddy bathroom mirror. It’s almost as long as when I first arrived, reaching the middle of my back.

Collecting my wits, I grab the doorknob apprehensively. Terrified actually. I don’t know what’s out there. I look back at my little cage. As pitiful as it is, I know it’s safe. But I don’t want to live like a slave for the rest of my life. If this is my out, I’m taking it. I yank open the front door to a dingy hallway.

Roach motel for sure.

I wrap my arms around my waist and walk unsteadily to the stairwell. I walk down three flights, and when I emerge in the lobby, I’m blinded by the sun. Master always kept the blinds closed, so the most natural light I received was slivers through the slats of the shades. I walk outside; the muffled sounds I’m used to hearing are now clear as a bell. It’s stimulation overload. The area isn’t very nice. It looks like a bad part of LA. Decaying buildings, dirty streets, and beat-up old cars. But contrary to the ghetto-like surroundings, parked on the curb directly in front of me is a black stretch limo. I take an unsure step before the door opens. I peek inside, and my heart leaps into my throat.

A man in an expensive suit stretches out his hand, beckoning me, and I know right then that Master was right. My suffering is just beginning.
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Eight years later

“JETT!” MY NAME RINGS THROUGH the house as I walk down the stairs.

“Jett!” It immediately rings again, by a different voice this time.

“Here!” I call back, stopping on a marble step on the grand butterfly staircase.

Two pairs of large, sparkling eyes and bright, beautiful smiles appear over the ornate banister on the second floor.

“What can I do for you, ladies?”

“I can’t find my sequin thong,” Nadia informs me.

“And you think I had something to do with its disappearance?”

“No, not exactly. I just thought I’d ask if you’ve seen it.”

“Is it in the wash?”

“No.” Nadia pouts.

“Did one of the other girls borrow it?”

“I don’t think so. I’ve torn apart every drawer in the house.”

“I’m sure it’s somewhere.” I cross my arms casually as I stare up at her and Amber.

“I need that thong!” She reacts like a spoiled teenager—which may be partly my fault.

“Nadia, there are seven thousand pairs of underwear in this house. Believe me, I know the exact number because I paid for every one of them. Wear one of those.”

“I can’t.”

“Why?” I question.

“Because the sequined one is her lucky thong,” Amber teases her. “And James is coming tonight.”

“Shut up.” Nadia elbows her.

I see the dilemma here. “Nadia, do you think James cares which thong you’re wearing? As long as there’s material around your waist he can rip off with his teeth, he’ll be happy.”

“You think?” She bats her big doe eyes.

I sigh. “I know.” The way Nadia and James are going, her days in this house are numbered. You’d swear I’m running a dating service, not an upscale brothel, by how many hookups have happened over the last six years. As much of a pain in the ass it is to replace an employee, I understand why it occurs so often. My girls are top of the line. Beautiful, refined, educated, and lionesses in the sack. Each as special and unique as a snowflake. What man can resist that? I can tell you, not many.

“Now, go finish whatever you need to finish. The clientele for the social will be here at seven.” I send them on their merry way.

“Yes, Jett.” Nadia flutters off, but Amber lingers.

“Can I help you with something?”

Amber, my black-haired vixen, spies down at me like a curious cat.

“When is Alistair coming back?” she asks cautiously.

Heaven help me. “I don’t know. Soon.” My elusive uncle has been here since Mansion’s inception. He helped get the whole project off the ground. Laid the foundation with his expertise and fostered it, along with Kayne and me, into the flourishing, multimillion-dollar enterprise it is today. He comes and goes as he pleases, oblivious to the fact he’s hooked yet another girl into his ring of seduction. Unfortunately for Amber, Alistair isn’t the settling down type.

“Okay.” Her disappointment is evident as much as she tries to hide it.

“Go on.” I send her off as my phone vibrates in my back pocket. I sigh as I answer it. It’s a Saturday.

I glance at the word restricted on the screen before I say, “Hello?”

“Darling,” a woman purrs on the other end.

“Sasha—”

“I sent you a present.” She cuts me off and then abruptly hangs up.

Present?

A moment later, the doorbell rings.

I hurry down the stairs and across the high-gloss marble foyer to answer it. There are no visitors on the roster for today.

I swing open the massive mahogany front door and come face to face with a woman. A stunning woman. My heart slams into my ribcage when I meet her eyes. Big, bold, blue, bewitching.

“Can I help you?” I ask like a dope.

The statuesque redhead gazes at me with an imperial air.

“Sasha sent me. She told me you’d be expecting me.”

“How do you know I’m the one you’re looking for?” I lean against the doorframe sporting a sarcastic smirk.

One corner of her pink glossed lips turns up. “A tall, blond, handsome smartass with turquoise eyes. If that’s not you, I’m looking for your doppelgänger.”

My smile widens on its own accord. Cheeky little robin. “If you know my name, you’ll be granted access.”

“Jett.” She hums the magic word, and her melodic voice vibrates all the way down my spine. Damn.

“And you are?” I step aside, inviting her in.

“London.” She passes through the entryway like she’s floating in her heels. What a fucking woman.

I motion to the driver of the car to leave her bags in the foyer before I escort her through the house.

“I assume Sasha sent you to work.”

London pauses to look at me. Something brewing behind her beguiling blue eyes. “Yes. She thought a change of scenery would be good for me.”

Well, it’s sure as fuck great for me.

“Okay then, let’s talk.” I lead her into my office. What? Did you think Kayne was the only one with a workspace?

Although decorated vastly different from my partner’s study, it serves much of the same purpose.

I motion for her to sit in the white, tufted chair opposite my desk. The room has a contemporary feel. Cool gray, built-in bookshelves, dark hardwood floors, and a freestanding, polished wood desk with potted white orchids. Understated and masculine with a modern flair.

I pull out a folder from one of the drawers behind me. All records of the girls are hard copy. No electronic trails. Easier to destroy. All I need is a flick of a match.

“This is going to be a little formal. But I give the rundown to every woman who comes to work for us,” I explain, trying my damnedest not to get distracted by her silky legs crossed directly in front of me. Her form-fitting black dress leaves little to the imagination with its plunging neckline and micro-mini length. But even wearing something so provocative, she comes across as classy instead of trashy.

I concentrate heavily on filling out the form instead of the image of the enrapturing redhead on her knees.

All in due time.

I inhale a collective breath and begin the assessment process.

“I want to first and foremost say that what happens in this house stays in this house. Every employee is my responsibility. And I take that responsibility extremely seriously. You have choices. Mansion is not a prison. You can leave whenever you want. You can say no to whatever you want. This is not forced sexual labor. You need to enjoy the job as much as the customers enjoy the service. Do you have any issues with that?”

The coy smile she arrived with never leaves her plump lips. “No.” She chuckles discreetly, almost to herself.

“Did I say something that amused you?”

“Not really. You just sound like Sasha.”

“Yes, well, we share many of the same viewpoints and run very similar operations.”

“Yours seems to be quite a bit more substantial.”

“Only because we have different endgames.”

“I see.” She shifts in her seat uncomfortably. Maybe that answer was a little too cryptic. It’s not exactly like I can come right out and tell her Mansion is a cover for a covert operation.

“London.” Her unique name rolls off my tongue. “You will always be safe here.” I want to put her mind at ease. She’s in a new place, with a new boss, about to embark on a whole new occupational journey. Sasha captains one cruise ship; I command an entire fleet. “I understand the enormity of what this job entails. Of how much of yourself you have to give. It’s not taken for granted nor does it go unrecognized. The girls in this house are treated with respect. They’re the celebrity attraction and catered to as such. Do you understand?”

With wide, attentive eyes, she nods.

“Good. Now the formalities.” I pick up the ballpoint pen. “First and last name?”

“London Erickson,” she replies quietly. Almost timidly.

I scribble as she speaks.

“Age?”

“Twenty-six.”

“Last time you were tested?”

“Right before I left LA.”

“Everything negative?” I flick my eyes up from the paper.

“Yes. I have the results in my bag.”

I nod, appeased.

“Do you have any issues with having sex with a woman?”

“No.”

“A threesome?”

“No.”

“Foursome?”

“No.”

“Orgy?”

“No.”

“Submission or bondage?”

Again, she shifts in her seat, but her voice is firm. “No.”

“Anal sex?”

She shakes her head.

“Very good.” I check off all the boxes, with vivid images of fucking her while she goes down on another woman. The pen starts to slide through my sweaty palm. I haven’t been this tuned up over a woman since God knows when. Now that I think about it, probably never.

“All your earnings will go into an interest-bearing account. You won’t need much money while you’re here. Everything you need will be provided to you. Food, clothes, amenities. No cell phones, though. If you have family you want to keep in touch with, we have a line designated for that. We’re discreet. No exceptions.”

“That’s fine. I don’t have any family.”

Most of these girls don’t.

“One last thing. I like every girl to educate themselves or have a hobby. Some are working toward their GEDs; most are taking college courses online”—

“I have a college level education.”

The way she speaks and carries herself that doesn’t surprise me.

“Okay. A hobby, then? Maybe something new you’d like to learn?”

London cocks her head contemplatively. It’s as if I’ve asked her the square root of three million and three.

“I’m not sure, to be honest.”

I surmise by her response no one has ever asked her what she likes or what her interests are. Yet she has a college degree? She comes off as a confident woman, but I can see there’s more to this little red robin than meets the eye. Every girl who walks into this house has a story, and London is no different.

“Well, there must be something that interests you? Music? Painting?”

She shakes her head and bites her lip, worry surfacing on her sharp features.

“Learning another language, maybe? French? Spanish?” I toss another idea out there. She glances out the window right before she pauses thoughtfully.

“Pictures. I’ve always wanted to learn how to take pictures.”

“Pictures?” I repeat.

She straightens defensively in her seat, awaiting my what? By her anxious energy, I would guess my criticism. But she won’t get it. Never from me.

I soften my voice. “Pictures. Okay. That’s a new one. But okay.” I make a note. Research cameras and online photography courses.

Her tension eases, a beholden look in her eyes.

“There is one more thing.” I clear my throat and close her file. “I assess each girl.”

“Assess?”

“Yes. I need to know their sexual skill level so I can match them with the right clients. Some girls need training.”

Her stare sharpens. “Okay.” She gives me no objections. “When does that happen?”

I glance at my watch. Right now? Right this fucking second.

“Why don’t we introduce you to the other girls, get you settled, and then do the assessment,” I suggest like the calm and rational man I wish I were at the moment. Maybe on the outside. Inside, I’m balancing on my unsteady control to keep from ripping her clothes off and fucking her like a savage right on my desk.

Her eyebrow arches perceptively. Does she see through my smokescreen? If she does, my poker face needs some extensive work.

“Just tell me where and when.” She has no issue rising to the challenge. Strong, beautiful, confident, feminine, fierce. She’s the perfect sex object in the making.

Your perfect sex object. Your perfect soul mate in the making.

I ignore my meddlesome subconscious. Now is not the time to be staking claims. A romantic distraction is the last thing anyone needs. Not with Kayne in Mexico and Alistair gone. I’m the only one left to keep this household together.

It’s my job. It’s my commitment. To myself, my organization, and these girls.
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I show London to her room first. It’s a corner suite in the east wing. Light, airy, with a canopy bed draped in sparkly organza and a sitting room overlooking the pool.

Mansion is set up in two main sections. The east and west wing. The east wing is where the girls, Kayne, Alistair, and I reside. It’s strictly off-limits to the clientele unless one of the girls invites them back to her room. That’s their personal space. They decide who comes and who goes. And it’s never a good sign when a client waltzes in and out of an east wing bedroom like he owns it. Because it usually means he does. When that starts to happen, it’s a telltale sign I’m losing an employee. I’m already down two girls as it is. London couldn’t have shown up at a better time. Especially with a social tonight.

I show her the common room. Or the “backstage” as the girls affectionately call it. I had it specially designed, combining two bedrooms into one large one. I wanted it to feel inviting and luxurious.

The spacious area is draped with light pink satin window treatments. The wood floor is covered with soft white throw rugs, several vanities with antique mirrors line the walls, and huge tufted ottomans are situated all around. Every drawer is stocked with enough makeup and hair products to run a high traffic salon, and the walk-in closets are filled to the brim with everything from ball gowns to bondage leather. Fantasy is the name of the game. What the client wants, he gets. And I’ve made sure to cover all my bases.

London meanders slowly through the room, taking in the lavish decor. She has a bewildered look on her stunning face, and it’s one I understand. Most women in her line of work aren’t afforded such luxuries. But the way I see it, a happy employee is a productive employee. And what makes women happier than playing dress up? Than having expensive clothes and costume jewelry and men throwing themselves at their feet? From my experience, not much.

London stalls in front of the antique trifold mirror in the corner. Her elegant form reflecting all around her. She stares at herself with a ghost-like expression. Right then, I realize there is so much more to this woman than meets the eye. I come to stand behind her, gently placing my hand on her waist. Her dark blue gaze lifts to meet mine. A moment of heavy silence passes. I give her the time she needs. Everything is new. I’m certain it’s not the first time her whole world has changed.

“Good?” I ask her reflection.

“Yes.” Her voice is soft but strong.

“I know it’s a lot to take in, but whatever you need to feel comfortable, I’ll give it to you.”

London takes a deep breath, her chest rising and falling. I interpret she’s coming to terms with her new surroundings and acclimating herself one small step at a time. She turns to face me. She’s tall, five-foot-eight at least. Her nose comes just level with my chin. Her long burgundy hair cascades down her back in loose waves, and her smell—dear god, her smell—is like the beach. A pleasant reminder of home.

“When does my assessment start?” she inquires mildly yet seductively. Fucking hell. This woman has an aura about her I can’t deny. She owns the room without even trying. Before I can even think, I’m uttering the words, “Right now.”

With dark, encompassing eyes, she touches my chest, and I’m zapped with an electric shock of arousal. She runs her hands over my pecs and then down my arms, lowering herself onto her knees as she goes. That one small gesture makes me instantly hard. With confident fingers, she unbuttons my pants, skims her fingers over the bulge behind my zipper, then keeps moving south until she’s bowing at my feet. My insides go off like a fire alarm. A submissive. My heart beats against my chest as I drink in our two forms reflecting around us in the three-sided mirror.

Fuck, she was breathtaking when she walked into my house, but now, forehead pressed to the ground at my feet, she’s a goddess. Something unexpectedly shifts inside me. I have women at my beck and call at all times, but it’s been ages since I’ve really wanted one. Yearned for the person as much as the pleasure. In my line of work, emotion is a commodity you can’t dole out lightly. And I don’t. I care as much as I can without crossing a line, but with this woman, there might not even be a line. It may never have existed.

“Up,” I command her, and she rises to a sitting position on her knees. I take her chin between my fingers, tilting her face up. “I have a feeling you’re a very experienced girl”—I run my thumb along her bottom lip wantonly—“so show me what that pretty mouth can do.”

With just a bat of her eyes, she reaches for my zipper, and finishes what she started, removing both my jeans and underwear with one strong tug. Through the mirror, I watch my cock spring free directly in front of her mouth. I can see all angles of our position from the multiple reflections. London wraps her hand around my shaft and drops her head, drawing both my balls into her mouth. The unexpected sensation charges through my body. I lift onto my toes for a split second as she juggles the sensitive sac with her tongue. My broken attention jumps between the reflection in the mirror and the live event happening before me. The combination is a heady turn-on. After several elongated minutes of her worshiping my balls with her mouth and my cock with her hand, she shifts, releasing my scrotum before swallowing the entire length of my rock-hard length in one breath. I gasp as the head of my cock literally slides past her tonsils. Holy fucking shit. I latch onto her hair just to keep from falling forward as she deep throats me over and over again. Her lips kissing the skin at the base of my cock every single time. Watching, feeling, experiencing is over the top. I usually have expert control, but the unstoppable urge she’s bringing forth has an agenda of its own. To come right down her throat. To own this woman, this beautiful, majestic woman revering my cock boldly on her knees.

I huff as her head bobs in the mirror, and her mouth engulfs my throbbing erection continuously until I can’t see straight anymore. Every cell swimming through my body feels like a microscopic fireball.

“London,” my voice strains as I tighten my grip on her hair and thrust my hips brutally. She reads my signs, hollowing her cheeks as she sucks me into oblivion. My arm, thigh, and stomach muscles spasm as liquid fire shoots down my spine and snakes around my tailbone. She takes me deep one last time, shattering all my restraint. I spy in the reflection, through my hazy vision, her nails digging into my skin and her jaw stretched wide as I feed her my come. She’s the perfect fucking blend of beauty, ferocity, and obedience. A deadly combination for me. I hold her steadfastly as my cock twitches fitfully in her snug, hot mouth.

We’re both wheezing heavily by the time I allow her to unlatch herself from my softening dick. She drops submissively to her hands and knees panting, as I lean against the mirror and catch my breath. I can’t tear my eyes off her. I can’t stop thinking about the unfathomable way she awakened something dormant inside me with just the power of her mouth.

“How do I rank?” She lifts her head slightly, so only her eyes are visible.

I crack a smile. “Expert.”

I pull my pants up and refasten the button before I permit London off the floor. I could stare at her in that submissive position all goddamn day.

Crazy images of her naked body dressed up in a sexy leather playsuit, high heels, and a collar overrun my thoughts. Crawling to me acquiescently. Needy, lovesick, and aroused as I entice her with a soft voice and promises of dirty things to come.

“Stand up,” I order as I tower over her.

She rises gracefully to her feet. Once at her full height, I clutch her chin and scan over her swollen lips.

“Did I hurt you?” Her eyes widen as if the question is preposterous. As if no one had ever asked her that before. I wait patiently for my answer. Intuitively, I believe I’m going to need a lot of patience when it comes to London, although I’m not sure why yet.

She comes off confident, but the insecurity in her gaze gives all her secrets away.

“I’m fine.” She musters a reply.

“That’s not what I asked. I want to know if I hurt that unbelievably gorgeous and talented mouth.” I trace the outline of her lips with the tip of my index finger.

“No,” she utters softly.

“Good.” I fight the urge to kiss her. Now isn’t the time or the place. Although, soon, I’ll have her beneath me. Tied up and dripping wet. I’ll make her forget about the past, present, and future. There will only be me—us—and the deafening sound of ecstasy.
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DID HE HURT ME? NOT even close. That blowjob was a drop in the bucket compared to the things I’ve done and the abuse I’ve been subjected to. Maybe if I was normal, I might have found it erotic or even arousing. But sex is my job. It has been since I was sixteen.

Jett is everything Sasha told me he would be. Gorgeous, sexy, seductive, considerate. Sometimes dominant men intimidate me, but Jett has made me feel at ease. Not an easy feat for any human being.

He cups my face, moving it at his will as he looks over my features with his alight turquoise eyes. They’re the most beautiful shade of blue I’ve ever seen.

“Go back to your room and rest. Take a shower then be back here at six thirty. The other girls will help you get ready for tonight.”

I nod. Right, the social. This should be interesting.

He holds my face, as if he wants to say more, but only silence clouds around us. Why is he looking at me like that? Like he’s mesmerized. Like he’s captivated.

I don’t say a word. He’s my boss, and I need this job. I need the hideout. So I’ll let him stare at me all goddamn day if he wants.

He finally releases me, my heart fluttering.

“Go.” He sends me on my way with a jerk of his blond head.

I take a few steps backward before I turn and walk out of the lavish room. This house is unbelievable. It reminds me of a life I once knew. When I was innocent. Expensive furnishings, crystal chandeliers, marble floors, and extravagant décor. Ostentatious and over the top is how I would describe it.

I find my way back to my room and disappear inside. It, too, is plush and over the top. Extremely feminine and warm with its white accents and antique-looking furniture. It’s a space I would decorate myself if I ever had such a luxury.

I climb into bed and collapse on the rich comforter with the baroque pattern scrawled across the top.

I close my eyes and wish for sleep, but I know it won’t come. There are too many horrors when I close my eyes, so I just rest my body and try to adjust to my new surroundings. To my new boss and the idea of the new men I’ll meet tonight.

I’m safe, I assure myself.

At this moment, I’m safe. I curl into a ball.

I’m safe.
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A knock and someone calling my name startles me awake. Did I actually fall asleep? I look around the strange room disoriented. It takes me a moment to remember where I am.

I’m safe, I remind myself as I look up at the sparkly organza draped over my bed.

“London?” Another knock and a woman’s voice.

“Coming!” I rub my eyes and rush to the door. I open it to find a tall brunette with striking features on the other side.

“Hi.” She smiles warmly. “Sorry to wake you, but Jett said we were supposed to help get you ready for tonight.”

“Tonight? What time is it?”

“Six forty-five.”

Oh no. Shit, I’m late. “I’m sorry.” I stumble out into the hallway. “I fell asleep. Jetlag,” I lie. And insomnia.

“It’s fine.” She grabs me by the arms to steady me. “I figured. But let’s go so we can get you dressed.”

“I didn’t shower,” I confess.

“Don’t worry. You can wash off in the dressing room. Everyone is dying to meet you. I’m Amber.” She puts her hand out.

“Nice to meet you.” We shake.

Before I know it, I’m walking back into the extravagant dressing room. This time, it’s bustling with females. I freeze in the doorway as multiple heads turn in my direction. They’re sizing me up, no doubt. I’m the new girl and that never usually bodes well. New blood, new competition.

“Everyone, this is London,” Amber announces. A moment of silence passes before I’m met with a warm reception. A shockingly warm reception. Several half-naked girls surround me to introduce themselves.

For a second, I’m overwhelmed, scrambling to remember each of their names.

“Hey!” Amber lets out an ear-piercing whistle. “Don’t give her whiplash. One at a time.”

The room goes silent, and then there’s an eruption of giggles.

Amber rolls her eyes before she points at a brunette. “Nadia, you go first.”

The bubbly brunette smiles brightly. Her hair is pulled back into a tight bun, and she’s wearing a skimpy bodysuit made of flesh-colored nylon and black and pink lace dotted with rhinestones. “Well, I’m Nadia, like Amber said. Also, I go by Cinnamon.”

Another girl pipes up and voices her name. She has long, wavy, sandy-blonde hair and big green eyes. “I’m Jenna, a.k.a., Spice.” Her voice sounds youthful. Like she’s barely eighteen. She, too, is scantily clad in lingerie.

The rest of girls introduce themselves in a rush—Aimee, Deborah, Alicia, Rose—all with nicknames of their own. All together, including Amber and myself, there are eight of us.

“Okay. Now that that’s out of the way, we need to get you dressed. Stat.” Amber addresses me. “Nadia, Rose, please pick out something for London to wear. Shoes and all. Size eight, correct?”

I nod.

“Figured.” She smirks before amicably pushing me toward a door to the left. “Let’s get you showered quickly.” She opens a drawer under the sink. The bathroom is immense with a white and purple marble vanity, crystal fixtures, and a large, round soaking tub inset in a bay window. “We have twenty minutes before we have to be downstairs.” She hands me a black elastic band. “Hair up, wash off,” she instructs.

Amber turns the shower on as I wind my red strands into a bun. I look at her as I’m about to strip. She doesn’t seem to be going anywhere. Noticing my confusion, she states matter-of-factly, “Oh, go on, there’s no room for modesty here. We may very well be naked with each other later on tonight. I have a feeling you’re going to pique a lot of interest.” She casually checks her lipstick in the mirror. I’m not modest by any means. As I pull my dress over my head, Amber pauses, eyeing my bare body through the mirror. No bra or underwear underneath. There’s a keen sense of intrigue glazing over her stare. I’m used to that look by both men and women alike. Desire. Lust. It’s like those two things follow me everywhere. They’re my curse and my saving grace. They placed me in my current predicament and simultaneously saved my life. A life I’m still trying to figure out how much is worth.

I slide into the shower and wash off, with Amber’s eyes glued to me. Her stare doesn’t make me uncomfortable. It provides an advantage. She’s attracted to me, and I know how to manipulate that.

“How long have you worked here?” I probe as I pour some liquid soap into my hand.

“A little over five years. I’m the last original.”

“Original?” I ask as I lather up my body. Slowly, directly facing Amber.

“I was one of the six original girls hired by Jett when Mansion was established,” she explains, highly aware of the movement of my hands over my perky breasts and flat stomach.

“What happened to the others?”

Amber shrugs one shoulder. “They moved on. Jett pushes us all to be better. To be more. To have goals. They all reached for them.”

“And you?” I wash the frothy soap from my body, inhaling the calming scent of eucalyptus percolating from the suds.

“I haven’t found my more yet. I’m content for now.” Amber looks down at the ground, a melancholy tone in her voice. I wish I could feel for her. I wish I could feel anything, but my empathy button has been broken. Smashed to smithereens is more like it.

You’re nothing.

No one.

I turn the shower off with a chill. It’s not from the cold; it’s from the emptiness. Amber hands me a towel as I step out.

“Thank you.”

“No problem.” There’s a softness in her eyes. It’s a little bit sad, and a little bit sympathetic. No matter how nice your surroundings or expensive the clothes or elite your company, you’re still only one thing. An object. To use, to play with, and then discard. Like a cheap plastic toy. There are no feelings or investment in who you are. You dispense pleasure. That’s your sole purpose for existing. To fuck and be fucked.

Spread your legs, and shut your trap.

I suppress the memory, drying off in a hurry.

“Why do you all have nicknames?” I wonder aloud.

“Jett gives them to all the girls. Adds to the fantasy aspect. It’s sort of Mansion’s unofficial slogan. Live your fantasy. Whatever sexual request the client has, Jett is pretty talented at delivering it.” Amber takes my towel and tosses it into the corner once I’m dry. “Didn’t he give you one?”

“No.”

“He will, I’m sure.” She devours my naked body with her eyes before taking my hand and leading me back into the dressing room.

“Clothes are on the seat,” one of the girls, I think her name is Alicia, points at a vanity.

“Perfect.” Amber hurries me over. “Quick, put this on.” She scoops up the ensemble before she starts digging around in multiple drawers. I slip on the scrap of material made entirely of fine lace. The violet and champagne scalloped neckline plunges past my belly button, delicate ribbon is used as a halter to keep the sheer bodysuit in place, and the cherry on top—a healthy slit cut in the satin material covering the sweet spot between my legs. Talk about easy access. A few kisses of cold air and I’m going to be soaking wet. Part of the appeal, I’m sure.

“Wow!” Amber gives me a once-over. “You fill out that teddy like it was made for you. The guys are going to lose their minds.”

I glance in the vanity mirror. The material hugs every single curve I have, my skin is peeking through the sheerest parts, and my breasts are pouring out of my cleavage. I’ve been dressed up before, paraded around in next to nothing, even auctioned off to the highest bidder, but I’ve never received a compliment before. When I look at my reflection, I don’t see someone beautiful. I see someone broken.

“Thank you.” My reply is uncomfortable. It isn’t genuine as much as I’d like it to be.

Amber smiles sweetly. “Let’s finish you off.” She holds up a tiny brush.

“Close your eyes.” I do, and she dusts my eyelids several times with powder. “Open.” Again, I listen, and she sweeps my eyelashes with a few thick coats of mascara, finally finishing with blush on my cheeks and gloss on my lips. The whole process takes less than ten minutes. “Voila!” She turns me toward the lighted vanity so I can see her masterpiece in the mirror.

“You are going to knock them dead.” She pulls out my bun and lets my purplish-red hair fall freely around my shoulders. “Don’t get too used to the royal treatment. It’s your first night. We don’t want to disappoint the boss.” She winks. “Next time, this is all you.”

I nod. I can handle that.

“Ladies!” Jett waltzes right into the room, no knock, no nothing. He stops short for a split second when he sees me but doesn’t skip a beat. “It’s show time.” He never peels his eyes off me as he addresses us. “I’m expecting all my little vixens to be on their naughtiest behavior. You know the drill—entrance, enrapture, entrain. Then blow their fucking minds. In every sense of the word.” He smiles cheekily. All the girls file out half-naked and in high heels. I slip mine on as I follow behind Amber. I stop just as I meet Jett in the doorway. He ingests me from head to toe. Does he like what he sees? Why does it matter? Because he’s the only thing standing between your safety and the outside world. Displease him, and you’re out. You’re vulnerable. You’re susceptible.

You’re basically screwed.

“Do you approve?” I swallow my fears and all my insecurities.

“I do.” His eyes flash, and something courses between us. My nipples harden, and it doesn’t go unnoticed.

Jett sucks on his bottom lip, our bodies only inches apart. I start to panic but breathe through the attack.

“Why don’t I have a nickname?” I ask, hoping to ease the suffocating tension.

Recognition crosses over his pretty features. I haven’t been attracted to a man in a long time, but something about Jett intrigues me. That rouses something inside me.

“You do. I just haven’t shared it with you yet.” He gestures with his head to follow him. The rest of the girls are already gone, so I have to follow him to our destination. We walk down the long carpeted hallway, descend the stairs, and make our way through the overly extravagant house. We come to a large sitting room filled with well-dressed men and all the other girls. Everyone is mingling and flirting, some already being pawed.

“Gentlemen.” Jett takes center stage, gaining everyone’s attention. “I’d like to introduce you to our newest addition.” He glances back at me as I stand somewhat behind him. “Sugar.”

And there it is, my pet name. A dozen and a half pairs of eyes all fall on me. I know the drill, act confident on the outside even though you’re falling apart on the inside. This is what I’m here for. This is my survival.

“Go mingle,” Jett whispers. His hot breath tickles the shell of my ear, causing my already hard nipples to pull tighter.

I do as I’m told as he walks to the edge of the room. I spot Amber sharing a drink with an older man. He has his hand on her butt as she clearly charms him.

Nadia isn’t very far away from her, laughing, touching, and caressing a younger guy. He’s extremely handsome, with black hair and exotic features. He has his hands all over her, dotting light kisses on her neck as she smiles.

The calculated ratio of men to women is two to one. I walk the room, highly aware of Jett’s astute gaze.

A middle-aged man approaches me. Good-looking, with dark hair that has wisps of gray. Dashing is how I would describe him. His salmon dress shirt is impeccably pressed, as are his black trousers. He absolutely stinks of money.

I plaster on my fake smile and accept the glass of champagne he offers me. Alcohol is always the perfect icebreaker.

“Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome.” He eyes me lewdly. If I wasn’t already half-naked, I’m sure he’d be mentally undressing me. He takes a sip of his champagne before he leans into me. “Do you know what I love about these socials?” he asks.

“No.”

“The variety,” he indulges me. “The buffet of beautiful women to choose from, and a chance to experience someone new.”

I lift my eyes to meet his and catch Jett circling the perimeter of the room. Although his movements are causal, his gaze is heavy, watchful. Weighing directly on me. Is he evaluating me? I turn up the interest, engaging the man the way he wants. Entrance, enrapture, entrain. Before long, I have the man eating out of my hand. Touching me, laughing with me. Wanting me.

I don’t hear one thing he says. I don’t even care. I just want to do my job and survive another day.

Before long, the room starts to clear out. It’s obvious what for. That two-to-one ratio begins to shift, and soon, it’s one to four. Four men and one woman. And that woman is me. The four remaining men circle like hungry sharks.

“This one will do just fine, Jett.” The man I’ve been entertaining all night pipes up.

“Wherever you want her.” Jett offers me up like the human sacrifice I am.

“Someplace spacious.” He glances over at Jett lurking in the corner.

“Will the dining room table do?”

“Just fine.” The man drains his third glass of champagne, and I realize now he never even told me his name.

“Sugar, come,” Jett calls me over like a dog. Not the first time I’ve been degraded, and I’m sure not the last.

I slip away from the four prowling men, my heart beating a mile a minute. I can guess what I’m in store for. Jett takes my hand, and we leave the room.

“Were you lying when you said you didn’t have any issues with group sex?” he asks as we enter an opulent dining room with a wood table long enough to seat twenty.

“No.”

“Good. First night and you attract the furious four.”

“Furious four?” I question.

“Not to be blunt, but they’re my gangbang crew. This is what they live for. I knew Trent had his sights set on you the minute you walked into the room.” Jett plucks me off the floor and places me on the table.

“Lay down. Be sexy.” He pauses. “Not like that’s hard for you to do.”

“Be sexy?”

He places his hands on either side of my head and hovers his face over mine. “Yes. It’s like you’re dripping with seduction.”

I inhale anxiously.

“Are you nervous?”

“No.”

He cocks an eyebrow at me, then growls almost grudgingly, like he doesn’t want to give me away.

Jett pushes off the table and reminds me, “Sexy,” as he walks out of the room.

Sexy, right. I place my hands over my head and bend one knee. Can’t get sexier than a half-naked woman sprawled out on an enormous dining room table.

I hear footsteps as I’m surrounded by testosterone. Four men, two flanking each side of the table.

“You never disappoint, Jett,” Trent voices arrogantly. “Look at you.” He nods, and one of the men moves to the head of the table, where my hands are lying. He pins them down, ensuring I can’t move. I look straight up at the ceiling and count the grooves in the crown molding as I mentally prepare to take on four men at once. This is my job. My only purpose. I retreat into that shadowy place in my mind. The one that keeps me sane during moments like these. More footsteps pull me back. The click-clack of heels against the wood floor. I look down to see Amber climbing onto the table, like a seductive cat. Her black hair is falling over her shoulders in waves as she stalks over to me.

She flicks her eyes over at Trent as he and the other men begin to undress.

“You know what to do. Get her nice and wet. Make her ready for us.” His timbre rolls over my body as she takes control.

Amber frees my breasts, easily manipulating the scalloped lace, hooking it to each side. The same desirous look returns to her face as my pert nipples are exposed. She leans in to suck one into her mouth, and a collective moan echoes around us.

I arch into her, letting her tongue set me at ease. Women are always so much softer, so much more giving when they touch you.

With my arms still restrained, she moves to the other nipple, licking it lightly with the tip of her tongue. I feel the sensations between my legs as she massages one breast and worships the other.

“So hot,” someone mutters as she continues to work me over. She moves her mouth up my chest bone, over the curve of my neck, then plunges her tongue into my mouth. I kiss her back, spreading my legs as she settles between them. There’s heavy breathing all around as we put on our show. As our pelvises grind and our tongues dance and her hands grope. She tastes good, she smells good, she feels good.

Amber’s face is suddenly ripped away. I open my eyes to find Trent with a grip on her hair. “That was a good opening act, but we’re ready for the main event.” Using the hold he has on her, he moves her face down my body until it’s hovering between my legs. “Don’t make her come, just make her wet. Very. Fucking. Wet.”

I look down my outstretched body as Amber does as she’s told, spreading the slit in the material over my pussy so she can lap me up. The first flick of her tongue is like liquid fire. The second feeds the flames, and the third has me blistering in an inferno. I moan for the men around me. I moan because of the woman pleasuring me. I moan because my life is tragically not my own. Amber dips a finger past the cut material and into my wet pussy, causing me to shudder. I could come right now. I could come so easily from just the soft swirls of her tongue. But this pleasure isn’t for me, it’s for them. For the men jerking off all around us. For the men preparing themselves to use my body for what it is. A vessel of one-sided pleasure. They don’t want me to come, not because they want to save that act for themselves. They don’t want me to come because they want me needy. They want my pussy tight and straining and pulsating. Not loose and relaxed. Where would the twisted pleasure be in that? Little do they know, my pussy has never once been loose or relaxed while a cock was inside it.

With slick fingers, Amber slips a digit into my ass. With her mouth securely on my clit, sucking firmly, she prepares that restrictive little hole for the fat cock to come. I start to fuck her face and her finger as the want grows. I’m wet, I’m throbbing, and I’m squirming all over the table, so ready to be put out of my misery.

“That hot mouth and those insistent fingers feel good, you little whore, huh?” Trent bites one of my protruding nipples. I whimper from the sting of pain. “Tell us how bad you want us to fuck you. Tell us you want a cock in every needy hole.”

I fight back the lick of disdain as I tell him what he wants to hear. It’s all part of the show.

“I need you to fuck me,” I whine. “Fuck every single hole all at the same time.”

“Because that’s what little sluts like you want.”

Amber scissors me open, and I repeat what Trent said. “Because that’s what little sluts like me want.”

I sigh excruciatingly as a kiss of an orgasm begins. I beat it back, even though all I want is to come all over Amber’s face. To release.

“Enough,” Trent snaps, and Amber pulls away.

“Go,” he snarls at her.

Amber extends one last look at me, lust pouring out of her dark eyes, before she slinks off the table. My breathing speeds up and not from excitement. The man holding my wrists releases me, as the others begin to plunder my body. It’s a free-for-all. Hands, fingers, tongues, mouths all descending on me at once.

I lose all sense of direction as my pussy is eaten, my nipples are sucked, my ass stretched, and my mouth invaded. The sound of ripping wrappers has my head spinning. The moment of truth has finally arrived. I’m roughly flipped onto my stomach and pulled onto my hands and knees. I keep my head down as Trent slips underneath me.

He’s breathing wildly, sheathed with a condom. The mesh of my lingerie is suddenly ripped in two before I feel another man behind me, his cock pressing rigidly against my worked little butthole. Together, they enter me at the same time. I snap my head back from the overwhelming intrusion and let out a shrill cry. My entire being is trembling by the time they both force their way inside.

“So fucking good.” The man buried in my ass grunts, forcing me to drop my head. When I open my eyes, I meet Jett’s heavy gaze. Has he been here the whole time? My jaw drops, and I expel a forced moan as Trent and his buddy go to town, beating into both exacerbated holes. The other two men move in, one shoving his cock in my mouth, the other guiding my hand to his straining length.

I take them all, all at once. Every orifice getting used as my kneecaps bang against the unforgiving wood. Jett and I never break eye contact. Not once the whole time. Not as my jaw is stretched to the max, or my hand pumps erratically, or even when Trent forces me to come with an abrasive rub of my clit. Every part of me is invaded, and he watches the whole time.

When the furious four are finally finished with me, they leave me limp and tattered on the table. Everything hurts, but that’s nothing new. Sex is never truly pleasurable, not with one man, or two, or four.
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HOLY MARY MOTHER OF GOD. This woman is a machine.

London takes on all four men like a champ. I’m helpless to peel my attention away from the bewitching woman who has me under her spell. I watch as her cheeks redden and her eyes glaze over when she comes. I’m envious of the men who get to feel her pleasure, who get to come in her pussy and in her ass and down her throat. I had to restrain myself from joining in. I haven’t wanted a woman this much in a long fucking time.

I wait for the furious four to finish and dress. An audience is nothing unusual in this house, so my presence doesn’t affect them the least bit. Trent is the last one to leave the room. The satisfaction on his face is all I need to see. He’s a hard man to please, and London did her job and did it well.

“That’s a superstar slut you have there.” He slaps me on the back as he walks by. I cringe at the use of the word slut.

Even though in reality that’s what my girls are, I don’t ever refer to them like that. They’re so much more than just faceless women who spread their legs. Once the coast is clear, I approach London. She’s lying on her side, still on the table. I probably shouldn’t think it, but she looks sexy as sin all worn out with her clothes disheveled.

She lifts her eyes to mine, and I run the pad of my thumb across her warm cheek. “Ready to call it a night?”

She nods.

I figured.

“Okay, my flightless little bird, up we go.” I scoop her into my arms. She struggles at first but ultimately gives in and lets me carry her. I know she’s wiped. Hell, I only watched and I’m wiped.

I climb the stairs with her head on my chest. I refrain from whispering dirty, sweet nothings into her ear, exposing myself and my selfish desires.

Once in her room, I head straight for the bathroom.

Setting her on her feet, I run the water to fill the tub.

London passes me a strange look as I add some bubble bath. “What are you doing?”

“What does it look like? I’m running you a bath.”

“Why?” Her eyebrows crease as I untie the ribbon around her neck.

“Because”—I peel the teddy from her body—“you’ve had a rough first day. You could use a little TLC.”

“Do all new girls get the royal treatment?”

“Not just new girls. All my girls,” I admit as I slowly slide the sheer material down her legs. As she steps out, I inhale a heady whiff of sex. I stop myself from burying my head between her legs, even though it’s where I want to spend the rest of my life. I mean, the night. I stand quickly, shaking off the crazy thought. “Tomorrow is Sunday fun day.”

“Do I even want to know what that is?”

I smirk. “Of course. It’s your day off.”

“Day off?” she repeats, puzzled.

“Mmm hmm. You can do whatever you want. Read, sleep, watch TV. No one will bother you. My only request is you visit the mobile spa while it’s here. Get pampered to keep up appearances. A little waxing, a massage, and a manicure, at the very least.” I slide my attention down her naked silhouette. The waxing she might be able to forgo. She doesn’t have a stitch of hair anywhere on her body. Her skin is as soft and bare as a baby’s bottom. “Some of the girls go all out and spend the whole day beautifying themselves.” I gently clutch her chin. “But you have natural beauty. So I wouldn’t overdo it.”

London hesitates to move, meeting my substantial gaze with one of her own. Was that last comment too forward? It doesn’t matter if it was. It’s the truth, and I wanted her to know. I want her to feel her self-worth. In this business, that’s an easy thing to lose, but I try my damnedest to keep all the girls’ self-esteem high.

I release her chin, reluctantly. “Check the water.” I gesture with my head.

Frozen in place, London glances down at the filling tub. “You don’t have to stay. I can take care of myself.”

“I have no doubt about that, but I’m not going anywhere. I said you needed a little TLC, and I’m dispensing it. Now get in the tub.” I give her no choice.

Her eyebrows knit together in a worrisome way. “What are you going to do?”

“Not drown you, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

Her facial expression turns to stone. I think I just hit a nerve. It causes my curiosity to pique. There are definitely more layers to this woman than I originally perceived.

“I won’t force you.” I lightly place my hands on her bare hipbones. London inspects me as if trying to read every single line on my face. There’s no fallacy. What I say, I mean. But it’s clear it’s going to take time and trust before she fully believes in me. And I have a feeling London needs both those things to feel completely at ease.

She glances at the water one last time before she resigns. Helping her step into the deep whirlpool tub, I watch as she slowly submerges herself in the steaming bath. She stifles a sigh as the warmth washes over her muscles.

“It’s okay to enjoy it. That’s the point.” I sit on the edge of the tub and touch her shoulders. She jumps unexpectedly. Whoa.

“Relax.” I use my most soothing voice. “Trust me. I know we just met, and a lot has happened, but you need to trust me.” I massage her tense shoulders, discovering knots the size of boulders.

“Today was nothing,” she mutters like a zombie. “I’ve been through worse.”

“Want to elaborate on that?” I concentrate on a knot under her shoulder blade, and she expels a pained moan. It shouldn’t be, but the sound is so fucking arousing. I could massage her all damn night just so I could listen to it over and over again.

“No,” she states bluntly.

Not ready for a heart to heart. Message received. It may take a little while, but I’ll wear her down eventually. I always do. She’s not the first woman with issues to walk into this house.

She may be the most beautiful, though.

Once the water level covers her chest, I rinse my sudsy hands and turn off the faucet.

Leaving London to soak in the moisturizing lemongrass bubble bath, I grab what I need. Two towels from the linen closet, a bottle of shampoo and conditioner, and a rinsing cup.

She finally looks relaxed with her head resting on the curve of the white tub, eyes closed, breathing steady. I leave her be for a few minutes, secretly watching the rise and fall of her chest. She really is something else. An ethereal entity walking among un-extraordinary mortals.

I wait as long as possible before the craving to touch her becomes too much. Even something as simple as washing her hair, my fingertips itch to feel her. Sitting back on the edge of the tub, the lip substantial enough to balance on, I touch London’s shoulder. “Sit up and tip your head back,” I direct her. With a cautious glance at me, she shifts upright and dangles her long red hair directly in front of me. She takes direction like a pro. Like a tried-and-true submissive.

Earlier, I received a taste of what she has to offer, and I haven’t stopped fantasizing about her since. I can’t remember the last time a woman took me by surprise. But London rolled in like a thunderstorm, breathtaking and majestic, lightning striking me with every move.

From the first moment it was clear—she’s a force of nature you run toward, not away from.

I squirt some shampoo into my hand, then lather her long red hair with the aromatic soap. Taking my time, I circle the pads of my fingers from her hairline, over her scalp, and down her thick mane. She sits perfectly still, not a sound slipping from her lips. She’s such a peculiar creature, full of zest one moment and distant the next.

London inhales and exhales deeply as I thoroughly attend to her. Using the slickness of the soap, I slide my palms over every inch of her head, neck, shoulders, and back.

“You’re an extremely beautiful woman.” It’s not a come-on. It’s an observation. An appreciation. I love beautiful things, whether they are objects or people. And London Erickson is the upper echelon of beauty. Her eyes fly open at my compliment, an enigmatic expression marring her ethereal face.

Our gazes lock as I rinse the soap from her hair. It’s a fierce test of wills. An in-depth exploration of authenticity. Eyes are the window to the soul, and my sincerity is there for everyone to see. Give trust to gain trust. It’s as simple as that.

I have nothing to hide. Well, nothing to hide when it comes to genuinely caring. I want London to see that. Feel that. I’m as real as I can be. There’s nothing to fear. I run my fingers gently through her hair as the suds wash away.

“I’ve heard that my entire life.”

“What? That you’re beautiful? It’s the truth.”

She finally drops her eyes. Her mood drowning in the hot water. I continue with the conditioner. Using the creamy consistency to detangle her knots, I comb through the entangled tresses, hoping to assuage her grief on some unconscious level.

Silently and soothingly, I rinse the conditioner from her hair. Wrapping the long locks around my wrist, I wring out the moisture, resisting the urge to yank. Sooner rather than later, I’m going to have her bound, in my bed, shouting my name.

Perks of being the boss.

I get who I want, when I want, however I want.

London drops her head with her hair still wound around my wrist. The look in her eyes is haunted, but her face is pure perfection.

“I was tied to a bed once,” she unexpectedly shares. “I don’t know for how long. Could have been hours. Could have been days. I was blindfolded so I never saw who they were. But there were a lot of them. They were all different. Smelled different, felt different, sounded different.” Her face is impassive. “All just coming and going.” She smirks darkly at the bleak, offhanded double-entendre. “Tonight was nothing.” The depth of oblivion in her gaze is actually frightening.

I release her hair, impulsively running my thumb lightly down her cheek. My heart beats faster from the simple touch and the non-effect it has on her.

I could say a million shallow things, but I refrain. I’m sure even attempting would insult her intelligence.

“You always have a choice here,” I reassure her. I know that’s probably hard for her to believe. It’s probably hard for anyone to believe. That a person in their shoes, who sells themselves for sex under the roof of an employer, ever has a choice. But my girls do.

I know what you’re thinking—“employer” is a code word for pimp. And I guess on many levels that’s true. My business makes its profit from sex. It’s the ugly truth. But at least I can sleep with a clear conscience knowing I choose who walks through the door. I choose the clientele my women hand themselves over to, and I allow them to decide. I give them power and I empower them.

I’ll empower London, too. If she’ll let me. I can’t change her past, but I can definitely influence her future. Her sharing that little tidbit gives me hope. Proves my methods work. Keeps guiding me in the right direction.

“Let’s get you dried off.” I deliver a warm smile.

She nods silently in agreement.

Once I have London wrapped head-to-toe in Egyptian cotton, I pull out a nightshirt for her to wear. The armoire in her room is chock full of clothes. I keep the girls’ rooms stocked with sweatpants and T-shirts and shorts if for nothing more than normalcy. And that time of the month. For the most part, they prance around in designer jeans, tight tops, and expensive shoes.

Leaving little for her to do, I dry her body with rapt attention, leaving no drop behind, using the opportunity to examine every curve and slope and delectable pathway.

Once she’s dressed in the soft gray T-shirt, I lead her to the vanity and have her sit in front of the mirror. “Last bit.” I wink as I pull a hair dryer from the drawer. The look on her face is priceless. It’s one I’ve received many times from many women. The what is this man doing? I’m used to it by now. It’s all part of my master plan.

I flick the on switch and proceed to eliminate the wetness from her hair, sending her red strands flying all over the place in a playful way. This she seems to like, pulling her leg up in a relaxed position and throwing her head back into the stream of hot air.

It’s over all too quickly, and before I know it, I’m urging her to bed. But as I tuck her in, there’s no indication of exhaustion on her part. In fact, her eyes are wide and alert as if it was midday.

“Not tired?”

London looks up at me with big, bright, captivating eyes. The moonlight peeking through the window highlights her incomparable features.

“It takes me a little while to wind down.”

“Would you like me to stay until you do?”

There goes that inscrutable look. “I think I’ll be fine.”

“You sure? I’ll only offer once.”

A deliberative pause.

“I’m good. I think I’ve monopolized enough of your time.”

“Nonsense. It’s what I’m here for.”

I reluctantly stand up. Her eyebrows pull together as I drop a kiss on her forehead. I wonder if she notices how I let my lips linger a beat too long.

“This has been a very strange first day,” she muses as I straighten to my full height.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way. Take advantage of your downtime tomorrow. I have a feeling, after your performance tonight, you’re going to become a very sought-after girl.”

If I know Trent, word of Mansion’s new it girl is going to spread like wildfire.

“I can handle it,” she assures me.

“Something tells me that’s more than true.” And I can’t wait to watch. “Sleep,” I instruct.

London is going to need all the rest she can get.
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I WATCH JETT LEAVE THE room, still as awake as I was this morning. Sleep. Yeah, right.

I toss the covers off and slide out of bed. I pace the room, inspecting every nook and cranny of my new abode. It’s spacious. And elegant. Warm, comforting. A good haven. I almost can’t believe it’s all mine. The vibe of the house is very much like Sasha’s, with attention given to the girls’ well-being. Only on a grander scale. With more expensive clothes and more demanding clientele. A gangbang isn’t anything new. Those guys were puppies compared to the pit bulls I’ve come across.

I sit on the velvet-covered bench framing the bay window and look out over the manicured grounds. The silvery lawn seems to go on forever under the moon’s pearly glow. I breathe calmly through a fleeting moment of insecurity. For the moment, I’m safe. I’m hidden and was able to survive one more day clutching onto my freedom.

I rest my head on the window. Am I really free? To a point. Maybe. More so than before. But I still wouldn’t risk walking down a busy city street. A mansion in the middle of Nowhere, New Jersey, is much safer.

I roll my shoulders, surprised at how loose they feel. I can’t remember the last time tension didn’t reign over my body. My new employer definitely has a way with his hands.

And his words.

And his presence.

I still can’t believe I confessed one of the darkest experiences of my life to him. A man I barely know. A man who is going to make a profit by sexually exploiting me.

At that specific moment, none of that mattered. At that specific moment, I was lost in my own head and the feel of the most non-threatening male hands. I don’t think a man has ever touched me like that. I can’t recall one time a member of the opposite sex ever cared about my well-being. Ever pampered me or tucked me into bed. Not even my own father.

I don’t want to believe I can trust him, but something deep down whispers that I can.

Which is terrifying. No man has ever proved his worth, and I’m skeptical an affluent pimp is going to be the first.

But the way he watched me tonight. Those vigilant turquoise eyes. The way he lingered in the background, a residing presence over the proceedings, spoke volumes in an authoritative and overpowering way.

That presence ensnared me. It turned me on and made me feel powerful. It created an unspoken connection I wasn’t aware of until he put his soothing hands on me. Until he washed away the night with more than just soap.

How can a man in his position possess such talents? And why am I so drawn to him?

The answers don’t really matter for a girl like me.

A girl who’s nothing.

No one.
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I SIT AND WAIT ON the tarmac as the plane taxis.

Kayne has been gone for three days.

We’ve had zero communication, and although I don’t portray it, my worries have been running rampant.

When the potential to run with one of the biggest drug lords in the world landed in our laps, we couldn’t refuse the opportunity. This is the break we’d been waiting for. But with bigger fish come a bigger sea and a whole host of new dangers. Like Kayne boarding a private jet and flying to an undisclosed location in Mexico with no communication to the outside world. This was Javier’s specifications.

El Rey is one of the most elusive and wanted men in the world. And if we want to get to him, we need to go through his right-hand man, Javier. No last name. Just Javier.

Not shady at all.

With a renewed nervousness, the door to the jet opens. I’m praying they don’t throw Kayne out in a body bag. These are people you do not fuck with. Ever. Yet here we are, trying to pull off one of the most dangerous ruses known to man.

The plane is parked several yards away from the limo. This is the guise. Kayne is the face of the operation, and I’m the backbone and brains. Not to say he isn’t smart or cunning, but one of us has to be responsible for the shady shit while the other keeps a polished persona. Our arrangement has worked wonders for over five years, and our strategy is finally reeling in the whales.

The door opens, and I wait, watching anxiously as Kayne stumbles then sways at the top of the stairs.

What. The. Fuck? He looks like complete shit. His suit is disheveled, his tie is loose, and he’s paler than a goddamn ghost.

Not good.

I climb out of the driver’s seat as he clumsily makes his way down the stairs. I open the back door, keeping up with the chauffeur act as he ambles closer. There’s a frigid chill in the late February air, but I barely seem to notice. My focus is locked on Kayne and his bloodshot eyes and tormented scowl.

Once he’s close enough, I catch a potent whiff of alcohol.

“Are you drunk?” I murmur just before he flops into the backseat.

Kayne regards me with a ghostly expression. “If I said no, would you believe me?” He grips the edge of the door for dear life.

“For Chrissake, get in the car.” I huff, scanning the area. This is the last thing anyone needs. A slowly unraveling, already unstable man.

I pop back into the driver’s seat and hit the gas. We need to go. Pronto.

I glance back at Kayne through the rearview and watch as he pours himself an entire rocks glass of brandy straight up.

“Think that pour is big enough?” I ridicule.

Kayne slides his eyes up to meet mine, pinning me with a harrowing, threatening, don’t-fuck-with-me glare. “There isn’t a pour big enough on this goddamn earth for me at the moment.” He drains the glass with his eyes still on me.

“What the fuck happened while you were there?” The distress in my own voice surprises me.

“Atrocities.” He pours another hefty shot.

“Explain,” I demand.

“A fucking entire compound of sex slaves. Abused, neglected, defiled.” He spits out the words with disgust. “He killed one. While I was fucking there. He made sure I heard her scream. Wanted to communicate his fucking point. Savage.” Kayne stares off into space, the glass bouncing unsteadily in his hand. “If there wasn’t a house full of innocent women, I would order an airstrike. Fuck, I’d steal a fucking missile launcher and take the fucking place out myself.” He swallows several large gulps of the amber liquid all at once.

Holy shit. I grip the steering wheel to keep it together.

“We need to eradicate these fucking people,” Kayne continues. “Wipe them right off the face of the earth.”

“Did you get the leverage we need to do that?”

“I’m still alive, aren’t I? I proved my worth.”

I want to ask how exactly he proved himself, but I think that question is better left for another time. Like when he’s sober and not looking to drop a bomb.

“So Javier is going to be in touch?”

Kayne curls his lip menacingly. “Yes.”

“Then mission accomplished.”

“Yeah.” He grunts petulantly before swallowing the rest of the brandy in one gulp.

I sigh pensively as we drive, watching Kayne sink further and further into blight.

“We got a new girl,” I casually tell him.

“Out of the blue?” He’s half interested.

“Sort of. Sasha sent her.”

“Every body helps, right?”

I curl my lip. His sarcasm doesn’t go unnoticed. “Yes. Especially since we’re on the brink of losing another girl.”

Kayne grunts. “Well, if you would stop playing matchmaker, maybe we could hold on to them.”

“It’s not my fault we mold women into highly desirable deities.”

“You mold.”

“True.” I shamelessly take all the credit.

Kayne shifts in the backseat, clearly frustrated and uncomfortable. Kayne frustrated and uncomfortable is never a good thing.

“When was the last time you got laid?”

He pins me with a cautionary glare. “Why the fuck do you care?”

“You know why. Now tell me when?” I don’t back down. Kayne can be as pissy as he wants.

He bristles. “Not sure. A few months. Not since Sage left.”

“That’s not a few months. That’s six months,” I nearly snap.

A menacing glower is his only response.

I don’t usually log Kayne’s sex life, but I equate his celibacy to a squib load. One catastrophic weapon malfunction waiting to happen. And by the looks of him, he’s one round away from a spontaneous detonation.

I let Kayne stew the rest of the drive, concocting a plan to mellow him out. I need him sharp, in the game, and prepared for what’s to come. If we’re going to take on one of the world’s most dangerous drug lords, we need to be in it to win it.

“Go take a shower and then come to my room,” I order him as we walk through Mansion’s heavily stocked garage. We have every toy you can imagine, from sports cars to motorcycles to four wheelers.

“What for?” he gripes.

“Don’t ask questions. Just fucking do it.” I hit the lights and go on a search.

I feel the heat creep up my neck as I reach London’s door. I know I told her today was hers, that she would have some downtime. But stability is critical when it comes to Kayne, and if I’m going to mellow him out, it’s going to be with the woman of my choosing. He won’t care either way as long as I’m present. The first time anyway. Once he gets used to her, he’ll run with it. And fuck me if I can’t wait to watch her wrap her mouth around another man’s cock while she looks at me.

I’m pelted with a small amount of guilt as I enter her room.

“London?” I announce myself. The space is quiet and dark. It’s also absent of the woman I’m looking for. I head back out into the hallway and urgently check backstage. Nothing. I continue searching—the game room, the library, the conservatorium, and the media room—but I come up empty. A little seed of dread sprouts as I recall what she told me last night. Maybe Mansion is too much for her to handle. Maybe her initiation with the furious four was too much. Maybe she came to her senses and decided there was a better life for her beyond these walls. The thought pains me. I sure as hell wasn’t ready for her to leave.

I enter Kayne’s war room. Really it’s his study that he equipped with a state-of-the-art security system. I hit a button and the back wall behind his desk separates, uncovering a medley of monitors. There are eyes in every room of this house, so if she’s still here, I’ll find her.

I inspect the ever-changing scenes, images of both the inside and outside of the house rotating before me. It takes a minute, but I finally spot her. In the utility kitchen? That’s a new one, but I breathe an undeserving sigh of relief anyway.

I take off into the hallway, a man on a mission.

The utility kitchen is mainly used for public events. It’s an extra workspace for caterers and servers. The kitchen staff barely goes in there.

I round the corner into the desolate room. It’s a cold workspace outfitted with all stainless steel, but the mouthwatering aroma wafting through the air makes my sweet tooth ache.

As I silently approach London from behind, I examine her every move. The way her hips sway underneath the short hem of her T-shirt. The way her arms move strenuously as she works the dough. I’m a hair away by the time she realizes I’m behind her. I blow on her neck, and she jumps. “Jesus Christ!” she squashes a handful of dark brown cookie mix.

“Sorry.” I try my damnedest not to laugh.

“No, you’re not.” She spins, wiping away a stray piece of hair from her eyes, unknowingly leaving a trail of white powder across her cheek.

“Okay, maybe I’m not.” I instinctively break out into a smile. She looks so young and innocent at the moment in her oversized T-shirt and knee socks, with her face covered in powdered sugar.

If I’m being completely honest, she looks good enough to eat. And I’m most definitely hungry. “What are you making?” I acknowledge what looks like three dozen cookies piled high on a plate. She must have been baking for hours.

“Chocolate crinkles. It’s what I could whip up with the ingredients in the pantry.”

“I see.” I look down at the lump of dough in her hand. “Do you make a habit of baking in the late hours of the night?” It’s nearly eleven.

“I . . . um . . .” She wipes her face again, anxiously this time. More powdered sugar smears across her skin. “Sometimes. You said Sunday was a relaxed day. This relaxes me. I didn’t think anyone would mind me using the kitchen.” There’s a shy yet unapologetic strength in her voice.

“No one does. If”—I peek over her shoulder at the mound of cookies—“baking for a small army helps you unwind, far be it from me to stop you. But I hope you were at least planning to share.”

She smiles modestly. “Help yourself.”

I take her up on her offer and reach around to steal a crinkle. She watches me attentively as I take a slow, indulgent bite. The fudgy, cakey texture explodes with chocolatey flavor as soon as it touches my tongue. Damn. This might be the best cookie I’ve ever tasted. And that’s saying a lot, considering my addiction to sugar runs parallel to my addiction to sex.

I chew gradually, savoring every sweet second.

Up until this very moment, I wasn’t sold on the old saying “the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach,” but with one bite of London’s heavenly crinkle, she may have just convinced me.

I swallow down the cookie, and the overwhelming urge to devour the entire plate and then do a number on her. I struggle to breathe evenly as I stare into the depths of those hypnotic blue eyes.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

Like what? Desirously? Does she not recognize when a man yearns for her? Aches for her?

“I’m just wondering if you taste as sweet as this cookie.” I wipe some powdered sugar away from her cheek then slip my thumb between her lips. She sucks lightly, inflaming every single neuron in my brain.

“There’s nothing stopping you from finding out.”

No, there isn’t. Except for the tone of her voice. She says the exact words any man would want to hear, including me, but they’re rehearsed. Recited, not enthusiastic. The average Joe probably wouldn’t even notice. But I’m not average, and I’m not Joe. And I want London so fucking bad I’m willing to overlook her underlying displacement. I know for a fact when you fuck for a living, the act can get old. Become routine. Lose its luster.

One night with me will change all that. I’m sure of it. So sure, I’m willing to bet the farm.

“I know I told you Sundays are your day. No work.” I place my hands on her slim hips. “But do you think you’d be up for a little rough sex?”

“Now?”

I nod.

“With a late-night client?”

I shake my head.

“Who then?”

“Me. And my business partner you’ve yet to meet.”

She gives me that confused look once again. “You’re asking me?”

“Yes. Why?” I search her eyes.

“Because . . .” she replies, then stalls on her thought.

I understand what she’s trying to comprehend, and it saddens me. “London, you’re not a slave. You’re an employee,” I reiterate. “You have a choice. And you can always say no.” I realize this concept is going to take some getting used to. Whatever her past, it’s stricken with darkness.

A few heated seconds pass before her tight facial expression softens.

“If you want me, I’m here.”

“Good.” I spin her around and tighten my grip on her hips. “Go clean up and then come with me.” I graze my teeth up her neck and push my erection into her ass.

I want her. My way. No more fucking waiting.

I release her and put her in motion with a swat on the butt. She washes her hands and turns off the oven in record time.

When she’s within reaching distance, I trap her face and hold it hostage an inch away from mine.

“You’re going to be a good little bird and do everything I say?” I dip my toe in her submissive waters.

London drops her eyes; she’d probably drop to her knees if I’d let go of her.

“Yes, sir.”

Her docile response makes me rumble with need. A deep, depraved, domineering need.

“Good girl.” I drop a kiss on the tip of her nose then take her hand. No time to waste. I drag London through the house and into the dressing room.

If we’re having this party, we’re doing it my way. Tonight is as much for Kayne as it is for me. Is that sneaky? Absolutely.

Do I care? Not so much.

“Take your clothes off,” I instruct as I buzz in and out of the closets collecting the items I need.

By the time I have everything in hand, London is standing there gloriously naked, putting every sparkle in the room to shame.

That perfect body. That gorgeous face. Those metallic eyes and luscious lips. She could be revered as one of Aphrodite’s high priestesses. And I’m so ready to worship.

With the air thick with lust—or maybe that’s just me breathing fire—I close in on her. Once a hair away, I place the items on the vanity behind London. Every inch of her is exposed, from her heavy round breasts to her bare pussy to the reflection of her heart-shaped ass staring back at me in the mirror.

This woman doesn’t need much, she’s perfection personified, but a little dress up never hurt anyone.

I outfit her in a spider web of black rhinestones. Tiny glints of onyx begin to wink all over her body as I move around her. Next, a thin leather collar with large crystal jewels and a leash to match.

I begin to salivate from just her mere presence and the promises to come.

Next, makeup. I catch the perplexed look in her eye as I apply sparkly eyeshadow, rosy blush, and dark pink lip stain, before stepping back to assess the living doll.

My living doll.

“Say what’s on your mind, little bird.” I cross my arms and prepare myself for it.

London hesitates, but I extend an inviting expression. I’ve heard it all. My talents are well-rounded and unique, and it hasn’t gone unnoticed by too many people. When you grow up grooming women so they can sell themselves to put food on their table, and yours, you learn a few things. Like how to accessorize, and the difference between blush and bronzer, and how far one tender touch can take you.

My mother made sure I saw what was below the surface when it came to people. She made sure I saw the women who worked for her as just that—women. Not objects that are insignificant or expendable or disposable. Which is how most women in this business are treated. In my current role, I walk a fine line, but I do my best to be open and honest and treat them with respect even when my primal male instincts emerge with a vengeance. And at the moment, my need to fuck like a wild animal is ensuing a quiet chaos inside me.

“I think you’re one of the strangest people I’ve ever met,” she finally admits.

I smile brightly. “Thank you.”

“I’m glad you took that as a compliment.” The tone of her raspy voice fluctuates with uncertainty. I’ve been called so much worse that strange is actually refreshing.

“A very high compliment. I know I’m different, and I’m completely okay with that.” I pick up a little velvet bag on the vanity. It’s the finishing touch.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Of course.” I pull on the drawstring.

“Why all this?” She glances down at her made-up self.

I smirk conspiratorially. “Because”—I pull out a large silver object—“I love seduction. And enhancing the experience. I appreciate a beautiful woman, bound in leather. Draped in pearls. Sparkling like a diamond.” I press the tip of the metal butt plug to her lips and delicately trace the curves. “Do you know what this is?”

“I think so,” London replies softly.

“Good.” I slip the spade-shaped plug into her mouth. “Suck.” The metal disappears as she encloses her lips obediently around the object, and I instantly get hard. I turn her so she’s facing the vanity and press my body flush against hers. Leaning forward slightly, she plants her hands on the countertop as she sucks away on the plug all while I run my hands along her covetous curves. As my fingers skim over the netted crystals and flashes of hot skin, my nervous system responds. My blood pumps harder, my heart beats faster, and my breathing accelerates. When I reach the baby soft lips of her pussy, my fingers twitch, and when I push two inside and feel the velvety warmth of her flesh, I know there’s no turning back. I dig my face into the curve of her neck, reveling in her smell and the feel of her muscles clamped around my first and middle fingers. I look up into the mirror with just my eyes and watch her every reaction. The way her cheeks hollow around the plug, her neck elongates, and her fingernails dig into the vanity top. The bright recessed lighting highlights the flush of her skin and the pointed tips of her nipples. I suck on her collar and pump my hand until fluid saturates my fingers. We never break eye contact as I prime her, smearing the arousal now dripping from her pussy up into the tight little hole of her ass. I hold onto one of her hips securely as I painstakingly penetrate the taut ring of muscle. Ever so slowly sliding my index finger in inch by tiny inch, watching her reaction the whole time. The tiny black jewel of the butt plug constantly flickers in the light as her body acclimates to my intrusive probing. When I’m satisfied I’ve teased her enough, I anchor one arm around her waist and go to town, opening and stretching that little hole until my fingers scissor easily against the muscle. I’m fascinated by the fact only faint moans vibrate from her throat. Any other woman would be writhing and mewling by now, but not London. She just keeps her sharp stare on me and absorbs whatever I have to give. Which is mild in comparison to what’s to come.

With her body stretched to my satisfaction, I reach for the plug. I pull it from her mouth with a pop before nudging the tip into the crack of her ass. I watch mesmerized as the silver point disappears easily into the hot pink puckered ring. My need is in overdrive. If Kayne wasn’t waiting in my room, it would be over for us right here, right now. I’d fuck her against this vanity so hard we’d break the glass. I’m positive of it, but I keep my composure, remembering he needs the release just as much as I do. Maybe more.

Once the thick plug is halfway in and sturdy enough to stay on its own, I grab both of London’s hips and use my throbbing cock to literally hammer the extra-large plug the rest of the way in. Three firm thrusts and it’s wedged in deep. Her back is arched and her hair dangling as I hold her in place, forcing her body to accept the imposition. She needs to be ready. Kayne doesn’t like to wait. He’s a go-for-the-kill kind of guy. Come hard, come fast, come dirty, and then get lost. It’s hot to watch, but hellish for the women sometimes. I’m going to try to spare London as much as I can, but something tells me she can match even the likes of Kayne.

She trembles slightly in my grasp before she composes herself. The look in her eyes is fierce. As if she’s telling me to bring it.

And I am, red robin. I am.

With heavy breaths, I take her by the leash and lead her out of the room. If we weren’t in such a hurry, I’d make her crawl, but I’ll save all that for another night. The image of her sexed up and kneeling at my feet has my arousal soaring into the atmosphere.

Once we reach the door to my room, I force her to face me. I drink in her features as I skim the back of my index finger down her cheek. “You’re going to be a very good girl and do everything I say?”

“Yes, Jett,” she automatically replies. I silently groan. Those words sung in her mesmerizing voice almost have me dropping to my knees.

“Good, girl.” I lean into her. “I’m going to make that beautiful mouth scream so many obscene things. And we’re both going to love it,” I whisper. “We’re both going to want so much more.” That’s my true secret desire. For her to be a slave to me. To be with other men, but want only me. To yearn, to crave, to hunger for what only I can give.

“We’ll see.” Her tone is playful, but her eyes, her eyes are hollow.

Her response stirs something inside me. Something high-handed and domineering. I suddenly need to prove myself. Prove that what I say I mean.

“I promise no one will ever touch you like me.” It’s a threat. A straight up warning that once we move beyond this door, she may never leave my room again.

I yank on her leash and crush my mouth against hers. Our jaws stretch as I command the kiss. My first taste of her lips, and it’s like licking cotton candy straight from the solidifying source. A potent shot of sugar straight into my bloodstream.

I press her up against the door, unable to pull myself away. Everything about her is intoxicating, elicit. She evokes something in me I can’t define. Or control or fight.

“Inside,” I growl, unable to withstand it another second. She turns the knob, and we practically fall through the doorway. I keep us both on our feet but just barely. Once inside, I scan the room to find Kayne lurking in the corner. Which isn’t surprising. The man loves to lurk. It’s how he keeps the upper hand. I see you before you see me type of thing. It’s his defense mechanism from a shitty upbringing and a myriad of emotional issues.

“Kayne, this is London. Our new girl. Or Sugar, as she’s known on the floor,” I attempt a swift introduction. He stalks forward out of the shadows. The large room is dim. Only faint moonlight and the glow from the single lamp offers any illumination. The space is minimalist. A large iron bed with white bedding and a steel frame is the focal point of the room.

Kayne doesn’t respond as he slinks toward us. He just eyes up London’s mostly naked body like a predator sizing up his prey. She stiffens next to me as his broad body and menacing scowl come into view. Little does she know, he’s more scared of her than she is of him.

“You like?” I jingle her leash, enticing him.

“The package is pretty,” Kayne extends impassively.

“She’s so much more than just a pretty package.” I smile slyly. “She’s the real deal.”

Simultaneously, Kayne cocks a skeptical eyebrow as London slides her eyes over to me.

When will everyone learn? I know all and see all. You might as well call me the great and powerful Oz.

One day, they’ll both see what I see. But until then, why not buy time with a little bit of dirty fun.

“Go lay on the bed,” I instruct London without looking at her. I keep my focus on Kayne. “Show us what’s between those long sexy legs.”

Without a hint of hesitation, London saunters across the room, like she was built solely for seduction. She climbs onto the bed, her movements reflecting in the mirrored wall as she settles on her back and spreads her legs as wide as her hips will allow. Kayne’s attention slowly moves from me to the temptation on the mattress.

The mirrored wall and ceiling are the best part of my personal space. I like to watch as much as I like to partake. And nothing heightens a sexual experience for me more than a reflection of the act itself.

“I know you wanna,” I taunt him, meandering over to the bedside. Kayne needs a push when it comes to fucking someone brand new. It’s been this way since day one. It’s gotten a little easier to coax him over the years, and once he gets going, there’s no stopping the running of the bull.

He follows gradually behind me until we’re both gazing down at the naked beauty on the bed. Ready, waiting, and primed for the taking.

“Touch yourself, Sugar,” I dictate. “Play with that pretty little pussy. Make us want to fuck you.”

And like the obedient little bird she is, her hand flies to the apex of her thighs just as she murmurs, “Yes, Jett.”

I have to stop myself from hunching over with unbridled desire. Those words, that voice. She’s like a goddamn siren, and I’m not the only one affected by her lure. I hear Kayne’s hard breathing and muffled groans as London touches herself, as she rubs her clit and dips her fingers into her damp entrance. Her breasts are full and round, with nipples pointed to an aroused perfection. I look up at the ceiling and watch from the ideal angle. Every line and curve and movement accentuated in the illuminated reflection.

“Fuck,” Kayne mutters painfully behind me, and I know he’s ready to get this show on the road. He’s not the only one. I’m more than ready to delve into the prepped body lying before us.

“Try her mouth,” I suggest, knowing he’s in for the dick sucking of his life.

Kayne emits a low, rumbling groan as he unzips his pants. The sound of his belt buckle jingling as he crawls onto the mattress like the precision killer he is.

I lean in and whisper in London’s ear as Kayne straddles her head. “No coming until I say so. Understand?” She nods as Kayne pokes his erection against her lips. She opens wide, and he slides his cock in deep without a second thought. “Keep touching yourself,” I order as London swallows Kayne whole. She whimpers in response as Kayne begins to fuck her face, sinking his thick, meaty shaft down her throat over and over again. His entire length disappears into her mouth until he’s buried to the fucking hilt.

“Shit.” Kayne’s jaw tightens as he pumps his hips a little faster. London twitches beneath him, her hand fighting to stay in control as the movements against her pussy become fitful. She’s close. He’s close. And the sight of it all has me walking a flaming tightrope.

I live vicariously through Kayne as he loses himself in the feel of London’s superlative mouth. Spying at every angle, I watch as the reflection from the mirrors offers me the perfect pornographic view. I shed my clothes in anticipation as Kayne speeds closer to his climax, drilling down London’s throat until every fiber of muscle in his arms is threaded, his stone chest is heaving, and hard face is contorting. I know what he’s feeling. The engulfing pleasure of an unsurpassed woman.

“God, fucking swallow it.” His body shakes as he leaps off the edge, using London to his full advantage. She jams her fingers into her pussy as he comes down her throat like the savage he is . His roar of release is not only heard but felt by all three of us. I’m a fucking live wire by the time it’s all through. Cock throbbing with electricity as he pulls the entire length of his semi-hard shaft from her overstretched mouth.

“Holy fuck.” He falls back onto the mattress to catch his breath, leaving me the opening I need to move in.

“I told you.” I love to shove it in his face.

“Know-it-all prick,” he shoots back as I remove London’s hand from her pussy and suck the sweetness from her fingers. She’s soaked and spent and so ready to be fucked. “You were a very good girl,” I praise her as I climb her resting body. “We’re not through with you yet, and soon, you’re going to get a very big reward.” I reach for the nightstand drawer and pull out a sleeve of condoms and bottle of lubricant. Rubbers are littered all over this house. Stuffed in every crack and crevice. I fucking swear I should own stock in latex.

I pull her up to a sitting position and hand her two gold foil packets. She tears the first one open and sheaths my pierced cock with deft fingers. No more waiting. No more watching. It’s time to act. I want her on top of me, riding me hard, moaning my name, and coming when I command.

Kayne pumps his re-hardening erection just before she wraps him up too. As soon as the latex is fully unrolled, I yank on her leash, pulling her up to her full height on her knees. With a tight grip on the leather, I attack her body, devouring her neck, her collarbone, moving south until I latch onto one of her nipples. Sucking the little nub until she groans. Until it’s a rock-hard pebble in my mouth. The three of us shift fluidly, my hold on her leash dictating the direction. I slide between her legs as Kayne saddles up behind her. This is nothing new. We’ve shared enough women to know the drill. Only this woman is different. She has a seductive pull unlike I’ve ever felt. I doubt Kayne picks up the same vibes as I do. He’s in it for purely physical satisfaction. Nothing more. It should be like that for me, as well. But every time I’m close to her, touch her, hear her breathe or laugh or talk, I just gravitate. It started from the moment we met and is getting stronger by the second.

I tickle London’s clit before I toy with the fat plug lodged in her ass. I know it’s been wreaking havoc on her body, amplifying every move she makes.

“Do you have any idea how badly I want to feel you come?” I play with the plug, pushing, pulling, and twisting it until she’s riding the metal. I glance up at Kayne after I hear the cap to the lube bottle click. He’s impatiently waiting to swoop in like a bird of prey.

I dislodge the plug and toss it onto the mattress, giving Kayne exactly what he’s been thirsting for. Exactly the outlet he needs. A primed fucking hole with no strings attached. I grab onto London’s face and drag her down so our chests are touching just as Kayne enters her. He isn’t gentle or tender or soft or soothing. She emits a tiny, muffled pained cry before breathing through his intrusion. I knew she could handle him. I knew she could handle us. I kiss her lips as I slide my hand between her legs and massage her clit, attempting to ease the pressure. She moans softly as I learn all the secrets of her body. As I memorize her reactions to the places I touch. She likes her flesh rubbed slowly between two fingers and tickled deep in the center of her flowery tissue.

By the time I’m done exploring, she’s wet and throbbing and so ready to be fucked. But I’m not ready to give up this precious moment yet. The fleeting seconds of our first connection, because it will never be this way again. A barrier will be broken that can never be put back into place. And although I’m eager to move past that boundary, I’m also reluctant to give up this prized first too fast.

“Jett, please.” The plea escapes from her lips in a rushed pant as Kayne pumps into her ass and I take no mercy on her clit. Her body is tense, her eyes are screwed shut, and her back is curved in a torturous way. “Please.”

“Please, what?”

“Please give me permission.” She fights the whiny tone trying to break through the firmness of her voice. Her strength and submission are beguiling.

“Not until I’m inside you.” I dip two fingers into her soaked entrance and feel the strain of her muscles from Kayne’s relentless cock. “Do you want me inside you?” I goad her, wanting to hear her beg.

“Yes,” she chokes.

“Look at me and say it.” I remove my hand and trap her face. Kayne slows his pace, allowing me the opening I need. “London.” I jiggle her head lightly, coaxing her to open her eyes. When she finally does, I’m met by two deep blue pools of need and the most heart-wrenchingly soulless stare.

“Please,” she begs, physically present but mentally removed. How complicated this woman is. How embroiled and entangled. I want to know every puzzling piece of her intimately, starting with how she sounds when she comes.

I nudge the head of my cock against her pussy, then slide through her slick folds slowly, watching the reaction on her face as I fill her completely. As Kayne and I overtake her body and declare it ours. London’s lips part as I push deeper into her hot and slippery core. It’s ambrosial, like I’m dipping my dick into a vat of warm honey.

“You’re so fucking tight and wet . . . and beautiful.” The thought transforms into words before I can stop it. Luckily, I only admitted it loud enough for London to hear. There’s no visible reaction on her face, but her pussy clenches down mind-numbingly hard. I groan, thrusting my hips in a knee-jerk reaction. “Be a good girl and come all over my cock. Don’t hold back. We want the whole house to hear you.”

Kayne takes that as his cue, and we start to move simultaneously. To riot, to dominate the ethereal creature sandwiched between us.

London doesn’t disappoint on any level. Moaning and panting and crying as loud as possible as we fuck her. She never stops clenching, not for one second. The walls of her pussy clamped down like the Jaws of Life locked around my cock.

“Fucking Christ.” I bang my head against the pillow as the sensations oscillate, as the momentum of Kayne’s hips forces London to ride me harder, faster, a blizzard mounting between the three of us.

London’s stressed sounds elevate, reaching spine-tingling octaves.

“That’s it. Let go,” I grind out, grabbing both of her large breasts and squeezing. She’s a sight to behold when she flies apart. Completely free and completely untamed, drowning my hammering cock in a flash flood of release. I nosedive seconds later, riding the wave of her climax, coming like I haven’t in years. Like a man who wasn’t just going through the motions, who actually lived, felt, experienced, and worshiped the ferociousness of a feral woman. And if any woman deserves my reverence, it’s London.

Three depleted bodies lay in the dim light. London draped on top of me with Kayne a safe arm’s length away. Exactly where he likes to be. After a few collective moments, he rolls off the bed, grabs his pants off the floor, and walks out of the room buck-naked. Simple as that.

The door clicks, and it’s just London and me alone in the stillness of the night. Exactly how I want it. Her skin heated against mine and soft to the touch. I run my fingertips up and down her spine, content in the serene moment. For the first time in years, I genuinely want to fall asleep with a woman in my arms and wake up next to her in the morning. I want her to be naked and nestled by my side, as satisfied as I am.

My secret serenity is disturbed when London pushes herself off me. I grab her in a flash, taking us both by surprise.

“Where do you think you’re going?” I ask as I slowly crack open my eyes.

“Back to my room.”

“Why?”

She looks like she’s at a loss for words. “Because . . . We’re done?”

“Are you asking me or telling me?” I toy with her.

She bats her long eyelashes at me incredulously.

“Do you want to go?” I inquire.

“Do you want me to go?” she counters.

“No,” I’m honest. “I want you to stay.” I tug on her arm lightly, but she doesn’t slide back down. It’s disappointing, but I remind myself we just met on top of being in an unusual situation. And I’m sure she doesn’t know what to make of me yet. And that’s okay. We have time to get acquainted on every level. I’m positive of this because, after tonight, I’m going to do everything in my power to keep her here, with me. False pretenses or not. “You know what else I want?”

She shakes her head.

“More of those cookies you made.”

Her face lights up with surprise. Clearly not the answer she was expecting.

“Really?”

“Hell, yeah. Sugar is my weakness.” I run my hand along her bare curves, drawing her back to me. “If it’s sweet, I have to have it.” I hum seductively, clutching her face and tasting her lips.

“Am I sweet?” she asks demurely.

“I named you Sugar, didn’t I?”

She doesn’t respond. Not verbally anyway, just with a pensive stare. I skim one finger down her cheek. This woman is a vortex, and I’m getting sucked in deep. “Stay here. I’ll be back.” I roll out of bed and remove the condom. Damn things. Always get snagged on the balls of my piercing. I toss the rubber then pull on my pants.

“Where are you going?”

I smile broadly at a naked London, lying in my bed. “To get our midnight snack.”

“You’re going to get it?”

“Yes.” I laugh. “Why do you sound so surprised? Never have a man wait on you before?”

“Never.” She’s as serious as a sickness. My heart actually aches.

I sit back down on the bed and caress her cheek. “You’re mine now. And a lot of things are going to change.”

“A lot of things have already changed,” she admits meekly.

“It’s just the beginning,” I assure her with a warm smile. I don’t know what horrific things have happened to her, but I can promise, while she’s under my roof, no one will ever hurt her, scare her, disrespect her, abuse her, or make her feel like she’s anything less than a treasured human being.

“Relax, I’ll be back.” I tap her nose, then leave the room.
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I HATE BEING CALLED BEAUTIFUL.

Shortly after someone used that word to describe me, my life changed drastically. And every time it was used after, it’s always been connected with a seedy undertone. Sometimes I wish I were ugly—deformed—so the world would shun away from me and leave me in peace.

Tonight was the first time a man called me beautiful and I didn’t cringe. He actually sounded like he meant it. Like it was genuine. Like he saw a woman, just a woman. Not an object or a slave or a prostitute. Which is everything I am.

Nothing. No one.

I have no idea what to make of Jett. I don’t understand his strange ways or kind demeanor. I understand his dominance. I understand what he wanted from me tonight. That makes sense. But not his sweet touch or pleasantries afterward. I’m always just dismissed. That’s what I’m used to. That’s how it should be.

He can have my body. Do whatever he pleases to it. Share me with every single one of his friends. Tie me up, beat me, fuck me. But don’t be kind. Kindness isn’t real. It’s just a fucking ploy.

Whatever his game, I’ll play it and prepare myself for the worst. Because evil is inevitable.

Depravity, that’s what’s real.
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WORD OF OUR NEW SUPERSTAR has spread like wildfire. London has been here one week, and her bookings are already out of control. Good for business, sucks for me.

I stare at my inbox, filled with requests. I can go about this two ways. Work her like a dog and forgo stealing time with her myself, or make her an elite and charge an extra fee for a session with her. This will weed out the cheap garbage and free up her schedule and the holy ground between her legs.

Shit. I rub my cock. Just thinking about her gets me excited. I haven’t touched her since last Sunday. Just sat back and watched as client after client indulged in her. Getting more than their money’s worth.

I shouldn’t be jealous, but I am. It’s childish. But dare I say it, London is special. And I don’t mean just to me. It’s her whole persona. The way she presents herself. Her quiet strength and muted humility. Her unsurpassed beauty and sharp intelligence. The vulnerability in her eyes contrasting with the confidence in her speech. She’s a silent storm I want to drive straight into. The problem is, so does everyone else.

Including Kayne.

He’s called on her twice this week, which is unheard of for him. But I knew once he was exposed, he’d go back. That’s how it works. I help break the ice with a new woman. He takes it from there, although he usually prefers working out his aggressions on a punching bag instead of a pussy.

Not in this case, I guess.

I can’t really blame him. If I were more of a douchebag, I wouldn’t give a shit how many men she fucked on any given day as long as I got to sink inside that hot cunt too. But that’s not me. I’ll sacrifice.

Wait my turn. Wait for the right time. Because when we are together, it’s going to be all that much sweeter. Hotter. Combustible.

“Hey, asshole.” Kayne barges into my office without so much as a warning knock.

“What’s up?” I glance at the screen dismissively.

“This came yesterday. Forgot to give it to you.” He drops a medium-sized brown package on my desk. I spy the return address and know exactly what it is.

“Thanks.” I hit send on my email and then give Kayne my full attention.

“No problem.” He crosses his arms and looms imposingly. It’s not him trying to be a dick; that’s just the way he stands.

“Still no word from south of the border?” I ask.

“Nothing. But I’m confident he’ll contact us.”

“You ever going to tell me what you did to instill such confidence?”

Kayne shakes his head, his off-colored eyes guarded. “Some things are better taken to the grave.”

“When you say shit like that, it scares me.”

“It should.”

“I don’t like you harboring things.”

“I’ll be fine once we burn his fucking complex to the ground.”

“I hope so.”

“I know so.”

“Then I’ll just have to trust you. As frightening as that is.”

Kayne smiles wickedly. “My unpredictability keeps us alive.”

“Says you,” I scoff.

“We’re still here, aren’t we?”

“Barely.”

“I can live with barely.”

“That’s because you’re reckless.” I stand and scoop up the box.

“Isn’t that why you like me?”

“Whoever said I like you?”

“I’m sorry. Love me.” He bats his eyes like the fucking idiot he is.

I chuckle reluctantly. “You’re a moron,” I declare. But we both know I do love him. Like an annoying stray you feel sorry for and keep feeding because the guilt would eat you alive if you let him starve to death.

“Any word from the elusive Mr. A?” Kayne asks as he walks out of the room with me. He’s talking about Alistair. My free-roaming uncle.

“Only a picture message of a surfboard on a beach. He’s having fun wherever he is.”

“Lucky bastard.”

“What? Your Mexican getaway wasn’t relaxing enough?”

“Keep walking before I pummel you.” We split off, Kayne in the direction of the gym and me up the stairs to London’s room. This package is really for her.

“London?” I knock, but no answer. It’s Sunday, so she’s probably with the rest of the girls unwinding. There’s an entire mobile spa downstairs. The house will be quiet for a while.

I crack open the door with the intention of leaving the box with a note when I hear the shower. I know I shouldn’t. I should just leave her be. She’s had a long week. But even as I try to talk myself out of it, my feet gravitate to the sound of the running water and the image of a naked, soapy, redheaded goddess.

But the reality is far more different than the fantasy, because when I enter the steamy room, I don’t find London standing under the spray lathering up or washing off. I find her curled in a ball on the floor, sobbing.

Rushing to the shower, I haul open the glass door. “London?”

She looks up at me with a fright. Then her gaze turns lethal.

“Get out!” She grabs the bottle of shampoo and chucks it at me. I deflect it with my forearm before it hits me in the face. Damn, the woman can throw. “Get out right now!” she screams like a banshee, and I take the hint. Backing out of the room, I quickly give her space. My heart beats like a battering ram as I lurk by the doorway, waiting for the shower to turn off. Once the water stops, I peek into the bathroom, just to make sure she isn’t thinking about doing anything stupid.

Which, by the looks of it, she isn’t. She’s just standing in front of the mirror, wrapped in a towel, staring at herself.

Jesus, she makes my chest ache.

As much as I want to wrap her in my arms and demand she tell me what’s wrong, my instincts instruct me to do the exact opposite. To give her the space she needs and let her come to me.

I leave her tidy bedroom silently with high hopes she’ll do just that.
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YOU’RE A FUCKING MORON, I chastise myself in the mirror. You just lashed out at the one person who can keep you safe. Keep you hidden.

He caught me by surprise. I wasn’t expecting anyone to come looking for me. But I should have known. No time is my own. It belongs to everyone else. Primarily Jett.

But the anxiety was building, and I had to let it out. I needed the emotional release. I’ve barely slept. Barely eaten. And been worked over continuously this week. It’s like every time I turned around there was another man to service. Including Kayne. He’s the most intense of all. A straight up machine.

I needed a minute. A breather. And as soon as I saw Jett, I knew what he wanted, too.

Sometimes the past collides with the present. Sometimes I find myself crumbling, and the only way to endure is to fall apart and then glue back each of the broken pieces. I’ll never truly be whole. There are cracks and crevices at the very center of my core. But I go on. Why? I’m not quite sure. It would be so easy just to end it. Just two quick flicks of a razor blade and all my suffering would be over. But even that doesn’t seem like a way out. Suicide isn’t appealing enough for me to actually attempt. Something inside pushes me on, telling me to live. I just wish I knew exactly what that something was.

Finding my second wind, I drop my towel on the floor and throw on some clothes. A pair of skimpy underwear, an oversized T-shirt that reads “Love Pink” across the shoulders, and a pair of white knee socks with black stripes around the calf.

I don’t even bother to brush my hair. I just hurry out of the room and prepare to grovel.

I search all over for Jett. His room, backstage, the mobile spa, the living room, dining room, even the kitchen and service kitchen where he found me making the chocolate crinkles. He ate almost all of them in bed that night. An entire pile of cookies and a huge glass of milk. I don’t know why that makes me smile. Maybe because he’s the first person to ever enjoy something I have to offer other than my body. Enjoy may be putting it mildly. He moaned like I was giving him head.

Baking is an outlet for me. Keeps my hands busy and my oscillating thoughts at bay.

The last place I look is his office. Hoping beyond hope he’s holed away in there. I knock on the door self-consciously. “Jett?”

Three heartbeats pass before the door swings open, and Jett leans on the frame. The same way he did the first day I met him.

“I’m sorry,” I immediately spill, wrapping my arms around myself and dropping my eyes submissively. “I didn’t mean to yell at you. I just wasn’t expecting anyone to walk in. I know I was out of line. I’m so sorry. Please don’t send me away. You can punish me however you want, just please don’t make me leave,” I beg.

Jett clutches my jaw and forces me to look up. An unfathomable expression on his face. “What would ever make you think I’d want to punish you for your outburst?”

Because that’s all I know. That’s what happens when I’m disrespectful or disobedient.

“Don’t you?” I question.

“No. Do you think you’re the first woman to walk into this house with issues?”

I shrug because I honestly have no idea. Jett releases my jaw and pushes the door open wider.

“In.”

I step inside the room, and he closes the door behind me. After which he saunters back to his desk in bare feet, slim blue jeans, and a white V-neck T-shirt. He has this whole European style with the attitude to match.

“Come. Sit,” he instructs as he settles behind his desk. I follow, going for one of the chairs opposite him. “No. Here.” He stops me before my butt hits the cushion, tapping the top of his sleek wood desk. “Directly in front of me.”

I sit where I’m told, sliding myself between his legs. He leans back in his chair, laces his fingers over his chest, and gazes up at me. Those aqua eyes picking me apart piece by tiny, broken, fractured piece. It’s unnerving.

I cross my ankles and anchor my hands, trying to look anywhere but at Jett. Which is nearly impossible because his immense presence engulfs the room.

“Do you want to tell me what that outburst was all about?” he asks evenly.

“No,” I shoot back almost immediately.

“Is there anything pressing I should know?”

“No. I was just having a moment.”

“A woman moment or I need to talk to a shrink moment?”

Shrink? I press my lips together, reluctant to answer that one.

“London?” His strict tone is probing.

“I’m fine.” I attempt to sound assuring. “It was just a very long week. I needed to decompress. I’m not used to anyone seeing me like that.” Jett was the very first, and I’m completely ashamed. My meltdowns are my business and not meant to be shared with anyone else.

“I see.” He exhales and leans forward, resting his hands on my bare thighs. Why do I like it when he touches me? “I want to be clear. You can come to me with anything. If you’re feeling overwhelmed or tired or just need a break, you have to tell me. You have to trust me,” he reiterates for the thousandth time. I still don’t. Probably never will. Even though his eyes are sincere and his voice is inviting.

I just nod, pretending to buy into his bullshit.

“I know you’ve had a very long week.” He begins to rub circles into my tender muscles with his thumbs. It actually feels good. Almost therapeutic. “That’s why I’ve stayed away.”

“From what?”

“Not what. Who. You.”

“Me, why? Did I do something wrong?” I frown. Besides throwing a shampoo bottle at your head.

“Wrong? No. You do everything fucking right.” He digs his fingertips into my skin. “That’s the problem. You’re impossible to resist.”

“You don’t have to resist me. If you haven’t noticed, I’m a sure thing.”

“I have noticed. I’ve noticed how you have every one of my clients eating out of your hand. How you walk into a room and steal everyone’s attention. How you carry yourself. How seductive you are. How I can’t be around you without dying to touch you.”

“You can touch me whenever you want. However you want.”

“That’s only partly true. I’ve also seen how tired you are at the end of each day.”

“How I feel doesn’t matter.”

Jett sits up straight with a perturbed look on his face. “Of course it matters.”

“It never has before,” I argue.

“Well, it does with me.” He spreads my legs. “I don’t want what’s leftover when it comes to you. I want all of you. The entire meal. All seven courses.” He begins to kiss his way up my thigh and something strange tingles in my lower abdomen. “When we’re together, I want all your pleasure and all your pain.” He sucks on my skin still moving dangerously higher. “I want you strong enough to endure every dirty thing I desire. And I want you to enjoy all those things just as much as I do.” He plants a kiss right between my legs over the scarce scrap of material before sliding it over to the side.

“What are you doing?” I jump, grabbing a fistful of his blond hair.

“What does it look like?” He leans forward. “Showing no restraint whatsoever.” He steals a hot lick of my pussy, and I gasp. “Why so skittish, little bird? You’re acting like you’ve never been eaten out before.”

“I just don’t understand why you prolong the inevitable. If you want to fuck me, just fuck me. That’s what I’m here for. Why bother with foreplay?”

Jett halts all movement and looks up at me with just his eyes. His tongue a hazardous inch away from my dewy slit.

“I don’t want to just fuck you,” he snaps. “I want to pleasure you. I want to hear you moan as you come on my face and then again all over my cock. I want you begging me for more until you can’t speak and neither one of us can breathe. That’s what I fucking want.”

My jaw drops.

“Jesus, London. What has your life been like?”

Sheer hell. I bite back my response.

Jett stands and hovers over me. “Has anyone ever touched you?” He runs his thumb down my cheek so sweetly that if I could actually feel, it might make me cry. “Like, really touched you?”

“Not in the way I think you mean.”

“What a fucking tragedy.” He kisses me as sweetly as he touched me. It’s completely foreign. I want to hate it, but I don’t. I can’t comprehend why he even cares. I’m no one. Nothing. A woman he can use and then toss away. Isn’t that what every man wants?

“I want to touch you,” he asserts.

“You don’t need my permission.”

“I’m not asking for your permission. I’m asking if you want me to touch you. If you want me to be the first man who shows you what real pleasure feels like.”

“Does shared pleasure really even exist?” I counter cynically.

“God, you deprived woman.” He pets his hands down my damp hair. “By the time I’m through with you, there’ll be no doubt. Only faith.”

Nice try. But I had to learn what “pleasure” was all by myself. I had to navigate murky waters alone to understand how to alleviate the stress forced on my body. And even then, the “pleasure” was never really mine. It belonged to the man invading me at any given moment. He either stole the orgasm or denied it altogether. And if I didn’t obey what was being dictated, there were severe consequences. The only true “pleasure” I have ever known is from my own hand. It’s the way I want it, fast or slow, soft or hard. On my own time. In my own head. So unless Jett can penetrate more than just my pussy, I have little belief in this thing called “shared pleasure.” It might exist for some, but definitely not for me.

“You haven’t answered me, robin. Do you want me to touch you?” He slips his hand under my shirt and runs his thumbnail down the center of my abdomen.

“Yes,” I lie.

He cocks his eyebrow, and for a split second, I question whether or not he buys my b.s. Yes or no, it’s clear he wants to touch me. And so it goes. The story of my life. Another man added to the laundry list to please. This one just happens to talk a good game. Great game. He almost has me convinced he cares about my pleasure as much as he does his own. But if I’ve learned anything in my twenty-six years, it’s that talk is cheap, and men are selfish.

“Lift your shirt up. Show me that beautiful body,” Jett requests.

I pull the hem of my T-shirt up and tuck it under my chin, exposing my breasts, my stomach, and my wide-spread legs.

Jett moans appreciatively, scanning his bright blue orbs over the curves of my naked body before sitting back down in his chair. No touching, fondling, or pinching. He just admires. He admires for a long time, content with me sprawled out on his work space.

I start to feel the heat of his gaze creep into places that don’t usually respond. Pick up on the licks of the air tickling my nipples and the sheen of wetness coating my pussy. All from just his fucking stare.

“Do you believe me when I tell you you’re beautiful?”

“Yes,” I lie again.

He nods his head impassively. His aloof response makes me restless.

“I thought this was supposed to be about shared pleasure?” I question his methods.

“It is. Did you just think I was going to stick my dick in you and be done?”

“That’s usually how it happens.”

“Not with me. I had you begging last time we were together, no?”

I pause to think. He did. I thought it was a fluke. He’s hot. I’m attracted to him. I was already close to the breaking point. Kayne was already fucking me. There were multiple variables at play.

“I got wrapped up in the moment,” I reluctantly admit.

“That moment was the very beginning. Think about how hard you came.”

My cheeks inflame. I came pretty fucking hard, and it shocked the shit out of me.

Jett smirks haughtily. He thinks he’s making headway. One fluky orgasm doesn’t prove a thing.

“I can make you feel like that every single time. I will make you feel like that every single time. I’ll give you things you didn’t even know you wanted.” He leans forward and blows lightly on my pussy, the warm air over my cool, wet flesh causes it to prickle.

“Mmm.” I bite my lip to stifle my reaction.

“It’s okay to like it. You’re supposed to like it.”

“I like when I do it,” I boldly admit.

“You’re going to like it when I do it, too. When we’re together, your enjoyment is my responsibility. You don’t need to think. You don’t need to worry. All you need to do is feel.” He blows again, closer this time, causing my clit to burn.

“And what do I have to give you?” I huff as he teases me. Nothing in life is ever free. There’s always a price, and I know that better than anyone.

His facial expression morphs into something devious. I think I just asked the million-dollar question. “Your obedience.”

“Is that all?” I quip.

“For now.” He hooks his arms around my thighs and pulls me toward him so a portion of my ass is hanging off the edge of the desk. He never takes those devious eyes off me as he slowly inches his face closer and closer to the center of my splayed legs. I brace myself, but the connection never comes. He halts his mouth a breath away from my glistening pussy. What is he doing?

I don’t move a muscle, anticipating his next move. Waiting until my impatience grows like a pestering weed, blanketing my entire body.

Men have tortured me before but never like this. Never in a way that twisted my desire in a titillating direction. What is he waiting for? He wants to prove himself so badly. He wants to make me come and actually like it? Do it already.

Then I realize. He’s waiting for me. He wants me to ask for it. Beg for it. He wants to know that I’m in this for real. As skeptical as I am of his intentions, I’m also curious. Does he just talk a good game or is he the real deal?

He wants a submissive? I can be that. I was trained by the most ruthless man on the planet. Submission was implanted into my bones. But I don’t know if I can be more than that. If I can give more than that. If I can just let go and hand over my pleasure on a silver platter. That seems impossible. I have relied on myself for so long, I’m not sure how to rely on another. How to let go of that control.

Our eyes lock as I deliberate. It seems he’s content to wait forever, just dangling whatever he has to offer like a carrot on a stick.

There’s something about him, though. Something calming. Something alluring. Something undeniably seductive.

Trust him.

I can’t trust anyone. It’s too dangerous.

Jett blows on my clit again, and I feel the arousing sensation splinter across every boundary. I drop my head and arch my back. An unexpected feeling of impunity rolling over my exposed limbs.

Why does that simple gesture affect me so? Why do I like it so much? Why do I want more?

“Jett,” I sigh unconsciously, as if a plea, not even realizing his name escaped my lips. But my simple supplication is all it takes to spark him on. I nearly catapult off the desk the moment hot flesh connects with hot flesh. Something inside me ignites as Jett unleashes every wicked thing reflected in his eyes. My fears come screaming to life as I’m sucked into a brave new world of desire.

I gasp as his tongue explores, rolling and sliding and flattening over my hot, pink, buzzing bundle of nerves.

I don’t recognize myself or the reaction my body is having. The want spreading through every extremity. I try to spread my legs wider, coax him closer, gain more pressure, but I’m trapped.

“Ohhh,” my cries ring out as he buries his face between my legs and gorges on my pussy like it’s his all-time favorite sweet treat. His indulgent moans are as deafening as mine. The vibrations from his mouth and his insistent tongue send me to my safest place. I drift into the darkness, escaping my past and disconnecting from the present so I can find my release.

“You’re going to make me come.” I jerk in his iron grasp as butterflies do revolutions in my lower belly. I’ve never declared that to a man and actually meant it, but here I am, flying freely, handing Jett something I thought I could never give anyone. The lashes of his tongue get harder and faster over my stinging clit, as I bolt toward my breaking point.

“Make me come, oh god, make me come.” I grab two fistfuls of his hair and hold on for dear life. Who is this woman I’ve become? Sincerely begging a man for pleasure? For release? Chasing after an orgasm I didn’t initiate. One I didn’t have to fight for or hide. The whole experience is so illicit.

“Jett, I need more,” I exclaim. Just a touch more pressure and I’ll be soaring.

With a nip of his teeth and a breach of his finger, my insides snap. My muscles seize, my breath catches, and my thighs quiver as an orgasm of epic proportions thunders through me.

My head swims as I recover from the eruption. I wouldn’t believe it to be true, but that is the second time this man has taken me to a place beyond my own reality.

With my hands still gripped tightly in his hair, he lifts his head, breathing as wildly as a rabid animal. His eyes are ferocious, and his body is tense as he licks the remnants of my climax from his swollen lips. There’s pure dominance flowing through him. He’s a completely different man. Dr. Jekyll just transformed into Mr. Hyde. My breathing speeds up to the pace of his as he devours me with a bloodthirsty stare.

Stealthily, he opens and closes one of the desk drawers, producing a little gold foil packet. He holds it up. No direction, no instruction. I take it like I know I should, pull him closer by the waist of his pants and proceed to unleash the bulge beneath his zipper, deadlier than a loaded weapon.

I sheath his pierced erection and sweat from the memory of those two little balls massaging my inner pelvic walls.

Jett loses his shirt, and I get my first clear look at his entire physique. Perfected physique. Is it possible to expire from just the sheer sight of a man? Because Jett should be put on a pedestal and admired in a museum. Like Adonis. No, not like, he is Adonis. An immaculately sculpted body with a magnificent face to match.

Boldly, I reach out and touch his chest, tracing my fingertips over the intricate detail of his brightly colored tattoo. It looks like a wave is crashing over his shoulder onto his right pec. He snatches my hand just as I brush over the ring pierced through his nipple. “Enough.”

I try to pull my hand back, chastised, but he keeps a firm grip. “I like when you touch me. And you can explore my entire body later, with your fingers, with your tongue, with whatever the fuck you want, but right now”—he pulls my T-shirt off—“I want these hands”—he binds my wrists with the material, tightly—“right here.” He drapes my arms around his neck before leaning forward and bracing himself on the desk. Leaving me dangling from his body. “Bring your feet up and spread your legs as wide as you can.”

I draw my legs up, anchoring my heels on the edge of the wooden desk as wide as they will go. Jett groans. “Perfect.” He rubs his erection through my soaked slit. “So fucking perfect.” He lines up the head then drills his cock so deep and so hard he lifts my hips right off the desk, causing me to cry out.

“God, that sound.” He punches his pelvis again and again, hitting me in my very center, inducing the same high-pitched sound. I squeeze him tight, like I’m conditioned to do, as our hips continuously collide from the force of his hammering cock. “Kiss me,” he orders in a raspy voice right before his tongue invades my mouth. I open wide, yielding to his demand, to his body and our physical connection.

“Jesus Christ, woman, how do you squeeze so fucking tight?” He looks down where we’re joined with a growl.

“Years of obedience,” I offer, biting back my bitter tone.

Jett slows his pace, settling into a slow rock. It’s so good like this. So deep, so penetrative, I can feel the balls of his piercing massaging my sensitive walls. It makes my clit ache and my pussy spasm.

“You like that?” Jett picks up on my physical response.

“Like what?”

“Slow, deep.” He lays me down and pushes my bound hands over my head so they’re dangling over the edge of the desk.

“I guess I do.” I’ve gotten quite the education over the past few minutes. It’s bittersweet. Much more bitter than sweet when I think about how my life was robbed from me.

“Hey”—Jett clutches my face—“stay with me.”

“I’m right here.” But even as I say the words, I know they’re not true. I’m drifting away. From him and myself. Holing up in that dark mental space that keeps me safe. Keeps me sane.

“No, you’re not. I see you slipping away. I see it in your eyes.” He circles his hips, filling me thoroughly and languidly as he fights to keep me with him. “One day, you’re going to tell me all your secrets.” He licks a hot line from the tip of my nipple, over my breast and up my neck. His statement and expression yank me back. I’ll never tell him my secrets. I’ll never tell anyone. They’re my cross to bear. My nightmare to live with.

“I don’t have any secrets,” I lie for the umpteenth time.

Jett freezes, buried balls deep inside me, and looks down with a pissed-off expression. “Stop bullshitting me, little bird. We all have secrets. Some bigger than others. Some darker than others. But when we’re together. Like this.” He thrusts and my core contracts. “There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else. Got it?”

I pant, trapped in the severity of his blue-green eyes.

“London?” He bites my earlobe, and I respond.

“Yes. I got it.” I just don’t know how realistic it is.

“Say it. When we’re together, there’s you and me, and then

there’s everything fucking else.” He slips his tongue into my ear jolting me to repeat after him.

“When we’re together, there’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else,” I echo his words in a breathy rush.

“Again.” He takes my face, forcing me to look at him.

“When we’re together, there’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else,” I mutter again as the tension skyrockets between us.

“Good girl.” Jett releases a disentangling breath, seemingly satisfied with my declaration and eager to seal the deal with a kiss. Or in our case, an orgasm.

He begins to pump harder, pinning me beneath him, groping my breasts and owning my body. In my tethered, subdued state, I have no choice but to hand myself over.

I absorb every disciplinary, body-jerking thrust as he drags me to the pinpointed pinnacle. Demanding my word and my pleasure, he works me over, filling me incessantly, stimulating me perpetually until the two of us are more flammable than propane.

I tremble at the brink, my pussy throbbing and my clit burning. Lifting my legs, I provide the leeway we both need to get swept away.

Jett latches onto one of my nipples as we both come, caught in a clash of climaxes. He tugs on the little nub, abusing it with his mouth as he wrings out every drop of our shared arousal.

Once we’re both depleted, and there’s nothing left to give, Jett releases my nipple with a sloppy pop and rests his head on my heaving chest. I lay there incapacitated, a bound submissive, just listening to the sound of our choppy breaths.

“You,” Jett huffs, “are beyond amazing.” He rests two more seconds before pushing himself up. “Stay right there.” He removes the condom and tosses it in the trash, then pulls up his pants. I stay still in my position. Hands draped over my head, legs spread, body naked.

“Mmm.” Jett kisses up and down my torso, running his hands along my curves. “These are sexy.” He snaps the hem of one of my knee socks.

“As sexy as a leash and lace?”

He skims his lips up the center of my chest and along my neck, coming to rest his face in front of mine. “Yes, just a different kind of sexy.”

“Good to know. I want to please my new Master.”

“I’m not your Master,” he states. “That term is earned, not taken. And I haven’t earned anything yet. I do want your obedience.” He runs his fingertip around my lips. “But you’ll decide if and when you become my submissive.”

I’m rendered speechless. He’s giving me the choice? “For now, we’ll just play. You’ll learn to trust me. And then we’ll see how far we can fly.”

I simply nod because words escape me.

“Good.” He presses a soft, tantalizing kiss on my mouth before he pulls me up. “This is just the beginning.” He unties my hands and then redresses me in the wrinkled shirt. “One day soon, I’m going to steal you away, tie you up, and do whatever I damn well please with you,” he rasps in my ear, sending shivers right down my spine. Delicious, titillating, arousing shivers. How does he do that? If any other man said those words, I’d shudder with fear, not excitement. But he excites me. And that does scare me. It also makes me curious. Curious to see what else he’s capable of.

I think I’m about to find out if curiosity really did kill the cat.

“There’s something for you upstairs. Contrary to what you may believe, I came into your room for another reason besides sex.”

“I didn’t think anything besides sex existed.”

“There does. It just runs a very distant second.” He tucks some of my damp hair behind each ear at the same time, then brushes his hands lightly down my neck and arms, almost affectionately. Almost lovingly. Why does he touch me like that?

I’m nothing. No one.

“What is it?” I wonder aloud.

“You’re just going to have to go upstairs and find out.” Jett smiles warmly. “You’ll have to tell me if you like it.” He helps me off the desk. “I have some things to tend to. Go play with your new toy.” He spanks my ass, and I jump. “You were just promoted to elite status.”

“What does that mean?” I cock my head.

“You’ll know soon enough,” he muses, and that devilish glare returns. “Now go.”

“Yes, Jett.”
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I stare at the expensive, intricate, intimidating camera. That’s my new toy. I know I told Jett I was interested in photography, and he wants each of us to have a hobby and be well-rounded, but what the heck am I supposed to do with this thing? I have no idea how it works, and frankly, I’m scared to touch it for fear of breaking it. So I’ve just been staring at it the last few days, trying to decode the instructions. He couldn’t have gotten me something smaller? A point and shoot maybe? A camera with fewer settings and buttons and lenses. Why are there three lenses? It’s all completely overwhelming, and it makes me want to cry.

I abruptly hear a loud, frustrated sigh in the large desolate library. I thought I was alone. I escaped in here hoping a change of scenery would jog my comprehension. Not so much.

I get up and begin to search. Jett has the room set up like a real library, with desks and computers and rows of bookshelves. There are even reading nooks with plush red velvet chairs and Tiffany lamps, which is where I find Jenna, a.k.a. Spice, hiding.

She looks as frustrated as I do.

“Why did I decide to learn French?” She looks up at me from her odd position in the chair and scowls. She’s sprawled out over the armrests with one leg draped over the back.

“Son langage d’amour?” I reply.

She bounds up. “You speak French!”

“Oui.”

“Can you help me?” she pleads with her big green eyes. Jenna is young. Just nineteen. Adorable, bubbly, and so full of spirit. As much as I like being around her, I’m sad this is her life. That she has to sell herself to random men to survive when it’s plain to see she has so much potential. I wish I could rescue her. Save her from horrors that may be yet to come. I wouldn’t wish my existence on a snake. And thinking about this vivacious girl living through a quarter of the atrocities I have breaks my heart.

“Of course, I’ll help you.” How could I say no when an overwhelming protectiveness takes over.

“Thank you! Jett expects me to have a full conversation with him next week, and I’m shitting myself because I can barely string two sentences together. I have the basics, and I listen to the audio teachers but actually conversing . . .” She turns pale.

“Don’t worry. Practice makes perfect. You’ll be conversing beautifully in no time.”

“I’m going to need a lot of practice.” She curls her lip sardonically.

“I have complete faith in you. If you can live in this house and survive the way you do, you can be anyone and do anything.”

“You really think so?”

“I know so.” I lock my arm with hers and walk her out of the nook. It’s claustrophobic in there.

“Jett says the same thing. That this is just a temporary stop on the train of life.”

“He actually said that?”

“Yup. Kinda hard to believe a pimp is being so positive, right?” She laughs. “He really doesn’t feel like a pimp, though. He’s more like a hot-ass Mr. Miyagi,” she giggles at her own joke. “He isn’t like any of the other ones I’ve had. He reminds me of a Master, no, a doting Dom.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever met a doting Dom,” I hiss pessimistically.

“I don’t think there’s anyone else like Jett on the planet, so that’s maybe why.”

“You’ve got me there. He is unique.”

We both giggle now. I can’t remember the last time I did that.

“Jenna? How many pimps have you had?”

“A couple. Been on the streets since I was fourteen. My mom was a junkie, and I never knew my dad. I had to eat somehow. So one of her ‘boyfriends’ set me up. He was a real asshole. And it started from there.”

I listen to her sadly. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault.” She chews on her fingernail. “There are worse places to end up than here, right? Beautiful mansion, fancy clothes, high-class johns. No one hits you or beats you or rapes you or tells you that you’re worthless.”

This is the sickening truth.

“There are definitely worse places,” I agree dejectedly.

“Something tells me you’ve been there.” The girl is wise beyond her years, but has no idea.

“Is that your camera?” She perks up when she sees the body and lenses scattered all over a table.

“Yup. And I have no idea what to do with it.”

Jenna hurries over excitedly and picks it up. “This is awesome.” She starts snapping away.

I’m glad someone isn’t afraid to use it.

“Maybe we should switch. I’ll have the conversation with Jett in French, and you can be the photographer.”

“Sounds like a fair trade.” The shutter clicks. “Tell you what. You help me with French, and I’ll help you set up a Pinterest page so you can learn how this thing works. Twinkie did that when she wanted to learn how to apply all this crazy makeup. She’s killer with cosmetics now.”

I consider her suggestion. “I guess it couldn’t hurt.”

“Definitely not. And what did you just tell me? Practice makes perfect, right?” She hands me the camera. “Don’t think. Just point and shoot.”

I take the Canon. “That seems too easy.”

“Gotta start somewhere. I’ll even be your first model.” She strikes a pose.

“I’ll direct you in French.” I snap her picture.

“It’s a done deal.”
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I CAN’T MEDITATE FOR SHIT.

All I can think about is London. For the past two months, she’s done nothing but occupy my mind. I relive her sighs when I touch her, her moans when I fuck her, and her submission when I demand it (which is almost always).

She’s my most dangerous distraction, and I don’t even care.

I inhale a deep breath, maintaining my balance in an advanced toe stand—crouched on the ground with my right foot tucked in the crease of my hip—searching for my center, but all I find is London and the hidden treasures of her body. Recalling all the things she allows me to do, and all the heights she allows me to take us to.

I’ve been with countless women. Too many to even put a number on, and I can’t recall one of them possessing the ability to slither into spaces within me the way London does. How far she reaches without even trying. All the things she gives without even realizing it.

She truly is otherworldly. A deity among men. The shrine I secretly worship.

But I can’t breathe a word about how I feel. About how my affection—my obsession—is rapidly growing. It could jeopardize everything. Erode the tangled and intricate world I’ve erected. There’s too much at stake, so I keep her at arm’s length, hoping we can weather the storm. Hoping that when I touch her, when I murmur her name, I subconsciously communicate the depth of my emotions. The irrevocable connection I feel.

My skin prickles from a sudden gust of an insidious energy. All my senses go on alert, but I don’t move a muscle. I just stay crouched and cross-legged, continuing with my meditation.

I lay in wait, and at the precise moment, I stretch out my hand and catch the foot flying toward my face. With an iron grasp, I open my eyes to find my elusive uncle standing over me, one second away from getting taken down. I smile cunningly before I flick my wrist and send him spinning to the floor. He lands with a thud and then laughs.

“How did you know?” he asks with mirth.

“The student has surpassed the teacher,” I declare peacefully in my toe stand. “It’s nice of you to resurface.” I slip out of my position and rise, offering a hand to Alistair.

He smacks it away amicably before bounding onto his feet like a cat. He’s as proficient in martial arts as I am, and the reason I turned to it in the first place. It saved my life and helped mold me into the man I am today. Martial arts and Alistair both did.

Alistair is the only father figure I’ve ever known. He’s only seventeen years my senior, but I’ve looked up to him my entire life. He and my mother fled Ukraine when she found out she was pregnant with me. They didn’t want me to grow up in the same impoverished, exploited environment as they did. My mother was groomed for the sex trade early, and by the time she was fourteen, she found herself pregnant. She doesn’t know who my biological father is, but I’ve always loved the man who raised me. Nothing in my life feels like it’s missing. I’m whole, and I always have been. They made sure of it. I don’t need the genetic makeup of a random man who spent one meaningless night with my mother to help define who I am.

Alistair bows, dressed in black slacks and button-up shirt. Always the epitome of put together. Not exactly sparring attire, but if he wants to fight, we can fight.

I bow in return and then it’s on. With a huge, taunting smile, Alistair begins to circle. I just stand in place, following him with my eyes.

“You going to tell me where you’ve been?”

“Here and there.” He offers no solid response.

“Sounds interesting.” He moves out of my eye line.

“It was,” he confirms, before kicking low at my knee. I deflect the kick and land a blow on his ribcage.

“Easy, old man. You’re not as quick as you used to be.” We’re facing each other, circling around my dojo in an entangled dance.

“You should have more respect for your elders.”

“I only call them like I see them.” He strikes with a lightning fast combination of kicks and punches, landing one on my stomach. I lurch back but regain my footing quickly.

“What were you saying, Jetson?”

“Don’t call me that.” I grit my teeth.

“It’s your name.”

“Not in this house, and you know it.”

“It will be your name whether you are in this house or not.”

I growl, then throw a punch catching Alistair on the chin.

“Little fucker.” He laughs, aggression dancing in his hazel eyes.

“You wanna hit me?” We continue to circle.

“I want to beat the fuck out of you.”

“Let’s see you try.” We attack in a wicked wrangle of hook kicks, knee strikes, and cross jabs. I back handspring out of the crossfire and land on my feet with a haughty smirk.

“Now, you’re just showing off,” he huffs.

“I know.” My smirk grows into an obnoxious smile.

“You always were flashy.” He slaps me with an insult.

“I’m a product of my environment.”

“Speaking of environments, I noticed the new addition. Redhead, very nice,” Alistair comments lewdly with a predatory look in his eye. All my defenses go up. If there’s one person more cajoling than I am, it’s Alistair. And I’m not letting him get within ten feet of my territory.

“She’s off-limits. You already have one slain heart blowing in the wind.”

“Whose?”

“Amber,” I remind him.

“Oh, her.” His facial expression freezes over.

“That girl has been pining after you since the moment you left. I’m lucky she isn’t too lovesick to work.”

“Not my fault she got attached. I’m skilled at what I do.” He makes no apologies.

“Just fix it before you disappear again. And stay away from Sugar. You need a fix, pick another girl. Amber, perhaps.”

“Territorial over the redhead, Jetson? That’s new.” He studies me intently.

“I’m not territorial,” I dispute. Bullshit! “Sugar is one of my most profitable girls. I don’t want you fucking that up.”

“Mmm hmm.” He steps closer to me. Closer and closer until he’s practically in my face. “I helped build this empire. Be mindful of who you’re talking to. I taught you everything you know. You have what you have because of me. I have no boundaries or restrictions. And if I want to fuck the redhead, I will.”

Anger sparks within me like an explosion, and with eradicated restraint, I haul off and punch Alistair square in the face.

“You little shit!” He holds his nose as blood trickles down his face.

“No boundaries or restrictions, huh?” I prepare for a backlash.

His hazel eyes flash with malice as he rushes me. It’s on. No more friendly fire. It’s all-out war.

We punch and jab and kick, landing blow after blow after blow. I’m a little faster and much more agile from years of studying Capoeira, a Brazilian martial art that has elements of dance and acrobatics. If I wanted to, I could seriously injure Alistair with only a few quick and complex moves. But this is my family, my blood, so I’ll just teach him a lesson he’ll never forget. I attack several of his pressure points in a speedy combination, striking his thigh, ribs, and throat to incapacitate him. Then I sweep his leg, sending him flying to his back.

Thump.

I bow as he chokes and squirms on the floor. “You were saying?”

“If I didn’t love you, I’d fucking kill you.”

“You could try.” I extend a peace-offering hand. “The redhead is off-limits.” I drive the stake into the ground.

“Whatever.” He brushes me off—ego bruised—and stands without my help.

No one comes into my house and stakes a claim. Not even fucking Alistair.

“Is playtime over?” Kayne’s voice travels through my sparring room. We both look over to find him leaning casually against the doorframe.

“How long have you been standing there?”

“Long enough to know not to fuck the redhead.” We share a clandestine look.

“Jett has a pet,” Alistair mocks.

Jealous?

“She is quite the contributor.” Kayne has my back.

He and Alistair shake hands as the three of us meet in the center of the room. “It’s been a minute, bro.”

“I needed to stretch my wings a bit.” He wipes some blood from his nose.

“Here.” I yank off my T-shirt and hand it to him. It’s sweaty anyway.

He uses it with no objection.

“If you two are done with the theatrics, I have news,” Kayne broadcasts. “I got the call. He’s coming.”

“Both of them?” I question.

“Who? Who’s coming?” Alistair interjects.

“Javier and El Rey,” Kayne relays ominously. He’s out for blood, and it looks like he’s finally going to make good on his promise.

“El Rey, El Rey? The cocaine kingpin?”

“One and the same,” Kayne confirms.

Alistair extends a troubled look. “Don’t you think you two are getting in over your heads? We’re talking about a powerful, synthesized narcotrafficker.”

“We’ve been waiting for this break for six years. It’s the whole reason Mansion even exists. This is what we were implemented to do,” Kayne argues.

“I know. It’s just . . . El Rey.” Alistair is clearly concerned.

“You don’t have to stay. We can handle it without you,” I offer him an out.

“It’s not me I’m concerned about.” He puts his hand on my bare shoulder. “Your mother will murder me if anything happens to you.”

We all laugh.

“She knew the business I was getting into when I joined the secret service.”

“Yes, and look at how well that turned out.” He grimaces.

I roll my eyes. “That was a misfortunate understanding.”

“Yes, that cost you your career. I don’t want any other misfortunate understandings to cost you your life.”

“It’s a risk I’m willing to take.”

“One we’re both willing to take,” Kayne declares.

“Cowboys.” Alistair shakes his head.

“You knew something like this was always a possibility.”

“Yes, but possibility and reality are two starkly different things.” He sighs, his deep timbre resonating.

“It’s happening whether we like it or not now. We have to tell Juice.” Kayne turns all business. “We need to prepare. I’m not letting these fuckers slip through our fingers.”

“Let’s do it then.” We bump fists. “Get cleaned up,” I direct Alistair with a smack on the stomach. “We’ll have some dinner and start strategizing once Kayne and I are done.”
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Kayne and I drop into the gaming chairs positioned in front of the seventy-inch television hanging on the wall. If you’re going to play video games, this is the only way to do it. State-of-the-art liquid crystal display with eardrum exploding surround sound.

Yeah.

I punch the buttons on the controller to bring up the sleeping Call of Duty session. I scroll through the players until I find JuicyJuice69. Kayne and I both slip on headsets, and I speak into the mic. “Yo, shithead.”

“Yo, yourself.” Automatic machine guns echo.

“Seen daylight at all?” Kayne snarks as he blasts the shit out of some bad guys.

“Daylight. What’s that?” Juice shoots back. CJ, or Juice as we affectionately call him for numerous reasons, has been our handler for the last six years. He’s our only link to the outside world. Our operation is top secret, black ops. If he goes dark, we go dark. This game is our only mode of two-way communication. He’s linked into the cameras in the house so he can see everything, which means he’s exposed to a lot but has extremely limited interaction.

“You need to get out more,” Kayne ridicules.

“Easier said than done,” Juice sneers, assassinating a virtual opponent.

“We might be able to help with that,” I interject.

“Oh, yeah? Granting me a window in my cell?”

“Building you a fucking greenhouse.”

“Do tell.”

“We’re getting an import. Big package.”

“Intriguing.”

“Estimated delivery, four weeks.”

“I’ll mark the big event on my calendar.”

“Something to finally look forward to.” Kayne continues to heckle Juice.

“About fucking time,” Juice fires back.

Kayne, Juice, and I continue playing until we beat the level.

“Hey, Juice,” Kayne calls. “Don’t beat the meat too hard.”

“Fuck off, asshole.” Juice signs off, and just like that, the wheels have been set in motion.

[image: ]

After a long, involved dinner with Kayne and Alistair brainstorming, strategizing, and devising possible plans of attack, I make my rounds through the house. Everything is working like the well-oiled machine I tinkered it to be. The girls are happy and so are the clients. Both are coming and going, and as usual, that familiar air of aphrodisiac is breezing through the halls. It may not be traditional, or even socially acceptable, but this is the world I know. This is the world I grew up in. This is what I’m good at—among other things. When my mother and Alistair fled to America, they needed a way to support us. Besides holding a few odds-and-ends jobs at first, they turned to what they knew. Tricks.

And it was lucrative.

And educational.

It didn’t always make my life easy, though. Once my peers and the community caught wind of the rumors of my household, there was definitely a backlash. During most of middle school and high school, terms like whore and slut circulated, and I was the target of more than one beating. Which is why Alistair got me involved in martial arts—so when six guys ganged up on me I could defend myself. It’s not like I was ever big or overly strong. I’m long and lean and muscular. But nothing like Kayne, or even Alistair, who has an imposing presence. I had to search for my strength. Which I found comes from within. From my mind, my wits, and my agility.

The ironic part of it all is that the same guys who used to beat the hell out of me are the same guys who showed up on my doorstep to get laid years later. Fucking losers.

All those experiences worked in my favor, though. It taught me who I was. Sent me on a quest and brought me to where I am now. As bumpy as that road was, when I see London walk down the hall with Amber and Jenna, draped in only pearl necklaces and a matching skimpy thong, I know there’s no other place I want to be. No other place I belong.

They smile as they pass, and at the last second, I snatch London’s hand and haul her into the closest doorway. I barely have any control when I see her on a normal day, but when I see her scantily clad and built to sin, a fire lights within me. An engulfing line of flames ignites from the top of my chest to the bottom of my balls.

I shove her up against the bedroom wall, my front to her back, and pin her hands over her head and grind my throbbing cock into her ass. I can barely contain the raging lust burning a hole through my body. An inferno ensues every time I’m near her.

London moans that titillating sound as I skim my lips over her skin and reach around her chest to pull at one of her nipples. She stretches, feeding into my ministrations, fueling the raging fire.

“Don’t come tonight.” I suck on her shoulder ravenously, squeezing her breast. “Save it all for me.”

“You want me to fake it?” She shivers as I slide my hand gluttonously down her torso.

“Yes.” I play with the pearls covering her little pearl.

“I think that might be bad for business.” She gasps as I pinch her clit.

“I don’t give two shits about business right now. Or that fucking two-hump chump you’re about to service.” I sink my middle finger deeply into her pussy. “I care about this”—I pump my hand, causing her to clench tightly around my finger—“being all mine.”

“Jett.” Her voice pitches as she drops her head, caught in an ambush of ecstasy.

“Mmm, say it again.” I strum her clit with my thumb as I finger her.

“Jett,” she sighs submissively.

I could fuck her right here, right now, but a quickie wouldn’t sate me. Not when it comes to London. Not when I want to draw out every single moment and savor every sexy, stimulating second.

“Promise me it’s mine. Promise me it’s all mine tonight.” I steal an orgasm, forcing her to come on my hand. After two months, I know her body better than she does. I know just how to manipulate it, tease it, and thrill it. I know exactly how to achieve my desired results.

“It’s all yours!” she declares as she jerks fitfully in my grasp. Good little robin.

“Don’t ever forget it,” I hiss, as I suck her sweet juice from my saturated fingers.

“I expect you in my room tonight. Bring a friend.” I bite her earlobe before releasing her, leaving her panting against the wall.

I adjust my pounding cock as I walk down the hallway. It’s the most satisfying torment, knowing what’s to come but forced to wait.

I make myself comfortable at Kayne’s office desk, open the wall to the monitors, and surf around until I find London. She’s with a client, Marcus. A young hotshot compared to some of the men who frequent this house. It’s not cheap to be a member of Mansion, and many of the “businessmen” dabble in hefty and highly illegal white-collar transactions on the side. It’s sort of perfect how Kayne and I have them by the balls in more ways than one. I watch pensively as London tends to her high-class john. Resting my elbows on the armrests and steepling my fingers in front of my lips, my heart hammers and so does my arousal as they get right down to business. No foreplay, no wasted time. Just lips around an impatient cock.

Fucking adolescent. He has no idea how to really handle a woman like that. All he knows is she sucks a phenomenal dick and can ride him into oblivion, which she’s done several times this month. A small flare of annoyance—okay, jealousy—flickers. Not because London is with another man. No, she can fuck every client on my list. What bugs me is the comment Marcus made the other night. “She’s one worth pursuing.” Yes, he was here only three days ago. In the very same position he’s in now, having his mind blown.

Ever since I placed London on elite status, her schedule has been filled with only selective men. It’s an extra ten thousand dollars to experience her on top of the yearly membership fee. And Marcus has dropped sixty thousand this month alone.

London unleashes all her feminine wiles, reducing Marcus to a puddle of goo. And all I can think about is how right he is—London is one worth pursuing. Too bad Marcus won’t ever get his chance. I won’t allow it. He may have her now, in this brief moment. He may whisper niceties and promise her beautiful things, but he can never give her what I can. He can’t reach into her mind and touch the place she guards so well. Guards with her life. But I penetrate it even if she doesn’t realize it yet. Or doesn’t want to recognize it. My little bird has secrets, that’s perfectly clear, but beneath those secrets is a passionate, mysterious, shadowy woman. A woman who’s just as beautiful on the inside as she is on the outside. A woman who’s smart, and sexy, and funny, and fucks like a porn star. What man wouldn’t want that? Want her?

Well, this man is no fucking idiot. He knows what he has, or at the very least what he wants, and will stop at nothing to keep his obsession close.

He’ll lie, he’ll cheat, he’ll deceive as long as he gets to keep the woman of his fantasies right by his side.
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I wait for London in the dim light of my room after I watched all I could stand of her and Marcus. The show was good, but I’m ready for the real thing. I’m ready for flesh and blood and a harmonizing of incessant hunger.

I’m ready to feel her.

The door creaks open and in slip London and Jenna. No surprise there. Those two have become thick as thieves. Sugar and Spice and everything nice. When these two get together, that statement is never truer.

Together, they slither through the shadows and make themselves comfortable on the bed, laying on their stomachs across the mattress, facing in my direction.

“We’re here,” London purrs, still adorned in strands of pearls. “Whatever shall you do with us?”

“I have a few ideas.” A salacious smile spreads across my face. This isn’t the first time the three of us have played. “I want to watch.”

That’s all I need to say. They know exactly what I want and know I’ll be displeased if I have to wait.

And no one wants that.

With a salacious look of her own, London turns her head, planting her lips square on the sandy blonde. I instantly respond, my body temperature rising rapidly. The two engage in a red-hot embrace, tongues brushing and mouths parting. It’s a good warm-up, because I plan to have my cock buried so deep down London’s throat it’ll feel like an oral workout.

I stroke myself, seated in the plushy accent chair as I watch the two wild women put on a performance. Just the way I like.

They shift to their knees, providing an unobstructed view of their lean bodies, their roaming hands and exploring mouths. I feed right into their enjoyment, physically reacting to the pornographic show. My balls ache as I slowly jerk myself off, prolonging the need as long as I can. But those two women are seductive, and they know it. Eyeing me as they lick each other’s nipples and stroke their own clits, tempting me with their horny sighs and keening squeals.

Jenna attempts to remove London’s pearl thong, and that’s when it’s time to interject.

“Leave it.” I rise and saunter over to the bed. They both freeze, awaiting my next instruction. “You two are very naughty girls.” I unbutton my fly and slide off my jeans.

“Would you have us any other way?” Jenna flirts.

“No,” I confirm, leaning in and gifting her a graze of my tongue between her plump lips, entangling our mouths in a heated kiss. “I want you to make my little robin come.” I trace the sheen of wetness coating her lips.

“Yes, Jett,” she submits. French isn’t the only thing London has taught her.

I grab London by her necklace of beads and draw her face next to mine. She smells like a bouquet of flowers. Warm and fresh.

“This is just the beginning for you tonight,” I murmur in her ear before I pull her down and position her exactly the way I want her. On her back, head hanging off the side of the mattress and legs splayed.

“Lick her,” I order Jenna.

Like the good little obedient she is, she spreads London’s bare folds then dips her head between her legs, dragging her tongue over the hot, pink flesh and sole line of pearls.

I grab my cock as it throbs. The sight is beyond electrifying.

“Elle goûte si bon, ne marche pas, elle?” I ask. She tastes so good, doesn’t she?

“Comme des bonbons,” Jenna replies. Like candy.

“Don’t stop,” I heave as I line up the head of my erection with London’s mouth. “Open.” I poke her lips impatiently, thirsting to immerse my cock into the wet recesses of her expert mouth. I sink in deeper with every widening inch of her jaw until she’s swallowed every bit of me. I let out a tortured groan as I greedily pump my hips, selfishly taking everything she has to give. Exploiting her helpless state for my own self-indulgent desires.

“Make her come.” I lean over and assist in the fiendish French kiss. London bucks as Jenna and I work her over. The two of us tangling our tongues over her clit, using the pearls to our devious advantage in order to drive her mad. London’s vibrating moans and hums around my cock cause it to swell, to pump painfully hard with an influx of blood.

“Make her come,” I press again as my control runs away with itself, faster than the gingerbread man.

With a firm tongue-lashing, Jenna sinks two fingers into London’s pussy as I ruthlessly fuck her face. I latch onto her clit and suck as she begins to spiral. Her erratic vibrations and suction of her mouth slingshot me higher. I hit my peak with the first taste of her syrupy sweetness. My body locks up in delectable agony as London and I both rupture. As we both burst with arousal and swallow the outpour of each other’s filthy breach.

I moan lightheadedly, unwilling to detach my mouth from her swollen little nub.

“So good. Always so fucking good.” I lick London languidly, and she shivers.

“We aren’t going to forget about you.” I plant a firm, possessive kiss on Jenna’s lips. “I want to hear you moan, too.”

I withdraw my semi-hard cock from London’s mouth and haul her up. She has a dazed look in her eye. My little bird just flew higher than a kite. “Make her moan, and then make her come.” I nod my head at Jenna.

Like the cat she is, London slinks across the mattress to Jenna. Jenna lays on her back and drops her knees, and London doesn’t waste a second burying her head between her thighs. Jesus, the sight is erotic as hell. Jenna bowed half-naked on the bed as London eats her out. If I didn’t have other plans for her, I’d sink my cock in London’s ass and demand her to make Jenna come like that all night.

But I do have other plans. Plans that can’t wait. Because tonight I’m going to make London all mine.
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I SWIRL MY TONGUE AROUND Jenna’s clit exactly the way she likes. She moans euphorically as she climbs to her peak.

“Oh, god, just like that.” She splays her legs as far as they will go and rocks her pussy against my face. She’s so soft and sweet that I sink my tongue into her dewy entrance for one last taste.

“You’re going to make me come,” she pants, her voice nothing more than a tortured whisper.

“So come.” Jett caresses my backside as I urge Jenna on before I feel him shift my beaded thong to the side.

“Whatever you do, don’t stop licking her,” he instructs me as he smears cold, wet lubricant from the line of my ass to the crease in my folds. I breathe a little more anxiously from the new sensation. Then there’s penetration. Double penetration. I lick faster, more erratic from the surprise intrusion.

“London!” Jenna flies apart as Jett works the vibrator into both holes. A long, thick rubbery shaft into my pussy and a string of firm anal beads into my ass. I gasp as I’m slowly stretched and overwhelmingly filled. Jenna proves to be a welcome distraction to the initial strain on my body as she floods my mouth with come.

“Such good girls.” Jett spanks me hard, causing my muscles to squeeze around the large foreign objects lodged inside me as Jenna and I pant for different reasons.

Jett pulls me up to my knees by the thick collar of my pearl necklace. “I told you it was just the beginning for you,” he hisses in my ear, and I erupt in goose bumps. Jett’s threats are deliciously erotic. And he always makes good on his promises. I learned this early on. What he says, he means. And I can’t even begin to imagine what he has planned for me tonight. Whatever it is, I’ll gladly go along with it.

Jett is my snowstorm.

The snowflakes fell furiously, and before I knew it, I was covered by them. By him. Buried. Trapped. Cold, but still warm all at the same time.

That’s his power, his magic. His beauty. Even in the darkness, you can still sense his presence. He can affect you. Touch you without any physical connection. I never thought anyone could penetrate my darkness, but he has. Effortlessly, like there was none there to begin with at all.

I wish.

“Jenna, you can go.” Jett dismisses her, ready to unleash his full attention on me.

She moves to slip off the bed, and right before she does, Jett pulls her close to us. He hooks his arm around her waist and kisses her gently, warmly. “Stay out of trouble, beautiful.”

She giggles softly, putty in his hands.

“I can’t make any promises.” She slinks off the bed and saunters to the door, clicking it softly behind her. As soon as we’re alone, the tension in the room skyrockets. A sexual combustibility thickening the air.

“Did you do as I said?” Jett runs his hands down my sides, possessively following the curves of my hips. “Does every drop belong to me tonight?”

“Yes, Jett,” I purr.

“It’d better.” He squeezes both my ass cheeks, reminding me of the toy ready to destroy. “Stay.” He slides off the bed buck-naked and opens his drawer of kink. Every time he fishes into his nightstand, he pulls out some kind of naughty paraphernalia. Tonight, it seems to be fully stocked because he retrieves one item after another. My pulse races.

Dropping the handful of chains and rope and leather on the bed, he commands, “Face me.”

I turn on my knees so I’m looking at myself in the mirror. Jett a half an arm’s length away.

He groans as his fingertips journey down the thick strings of pearls covering my chest.

“This may be one of the sexiest outfits I’ve ever seen you wear.”

I smile minutely, attempting to conceal my satisfaction. “Who did you choose it for? Me or Marcus?”

My secret elation disappears. Why is he asking a question like that? I remain silent, fearful of retribution. “London?” He wraps the pearls around his fist and jerks lightly. “I asked you a question, and I expect an honest answer.”

I swallow anxiously before I answer. “Both.”

“Explain.”

“I wore it for Marcus because I thought it would be good for business. I wore it for you because I thought you would like it. I thought you would find it sexy.” The last part of my sentence tapers off into an insecure whisper.

There’s a beat of tense silence before he responds. “You were right. I do find it sexy. I find it sexy as hell.” He yanks the beads again, a little harder this time, smashing our lips together for a scorching, oxygen-stealing kiss. I melt against him, a slave to his possessive tongue and starving mouth. Jesus, Jett can kiss. I clench the dual-pronged toy wedged deeply into my core, resurrecting my arousal. My need for this man is more colossal than the Titanic.

“I am going to make you come so hard, so many times, that you’re going to feel it in your fantasies. You’re going to dream only of me. There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else. Correct?”

“Yes,” I reply rapidly.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Jett.” I crack my eyes open and stare into a sea of prolific aqua currents.

“Mmm, good girl.” He nuzzles my neck right above the choker of pearls. “Those words, your voice . . .” He lets the sentence linger.

What about those things?

Taking one of the ropes, he begins his intricate craft from my elbow to my wrist, knotting the soft string in a sophisticated design. He ties the leftover strand tightly to the iron railing around his bed, then copies the same action on my other arm until I’m secured and stretched and at his mercy, an angel fish on a line, dangling directly in front of him. Bound and subservient, exactly the way he likes. Exactly the way he wants.

Jett steps back, admiring his handiwork with a triumphant gleam in his eyes. “You’re beyond beautiful,” he breathes serenely, stepping closer. “Completely exhilarating.”

I try to conceal my pessimism. Try not to associate my horrid past with that one simple word. A word that’s pure to Jett but tainted to me.

Jett’s facial expression falls. He can read me like a goddamn book. He picks up on even the smallest, most unnoticeable reaction, like we’re in tune.

“Why don’t you believe me when I tell you that?” he finally questions me. Jett tells me I’m beautiful and amazing and bewitching every time we’re together. No man has ever cared enough to engage my mind as much as my body, but Jett does. His pleasantries were unnerving at first. I just wanted to get down to it. But he had other ideas. Over the past two months, he slowly broke me down and challenged me to feel. I’m still a work in progress, but he’s letting me in, and expecting me to do the same. Which is a terrifying thing. Because I find myself wanting more and more to follow him down any dark path he leads.

“It’s not that I don’t believe you.”

“Then what is it?”

“I don’t have positive associations with that word.”

“Why?” he presses, but I just shut down. I don’t want to ruin tonight with my sickening history.

After a few prolonged moments, Jett sighs with resignation. He takes my face in his hands and stares profoundly into my eyes. “One day, you’re going to trust me enough to tell me all your secrets.”

He’s dead wrong about that. I’ll never tell him my secrets. I’ll never infect my safe little bubble with the atrocities of my past. I’m running as far and as fast as I can from them, hoping beyond hope they never catch up with me. I’ll never go back. I’ll die before I let that happen.

“Where are you, little bird? Where do you go when you disappear like that?”

Into the blackest hole imaginable.

“Nowhere. I’m right here with you.” I return to the present.

He shoots me a skeptical look. “There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else, right?” I repeat our mantra earnestly.

The devout look that mars Jett’s face steals my breath away. For a split second, I’m fifteen years old again, dreaming of love. Still an innocent adolescent wishing on a star for someone to look at me exactly like that.

“Yes, you’re right. You’re so fucking right.” He slams our lips together, breathing back the air he just stole away. “Let’s see if I can re-associate the word beautiful in a more positive way.” He licks his index finger and thumb on each hand then pitches and rolls each of my nipples between the wet pads.

“Mmm.” I stretch in the bonds, my body reacting instantly to his devious touch.

There’s no talking after that, only acting. Only tickling, teasing, and toe-curling contact.

Once my nipples are pert little points, and the double trouble vibrator is toying with my building need, Jett reaches for the chain lying next to me on the bed.

“You’re going to come for me, baby. So many times. Tonight, we’re going to soar.”

He tauntingly pinches the two little clamps attached to each end of the chain before saturating my nipples with saliva and then capturing both rigid peaks between the metal teeth. The initial bite stings, causing my whole body to tense. To cling to the stiff beads and the vibrator buried deep inside both holes.

I moan in exquisite torture as Jett yanks teasingly on the chain.

“Stay with me, little bird. We’re not done yet.” He squeezes another clamp in front of my glassy eyes before running the steel tip down a straight line from my belly button to the top of my slit. “I’m going to enjoy this. I hope you weren’t too fond of this thong.” He yanks and tiny pearls explode all over the floor.

“I was,” I flirt. “Now, you’re just going to have to buy me a new one.”

“Robin, I’ll buy you anything you want.” He clamps my clit, and I squeal in surprise. “As long as I get to hear that sound whenever I want. As long as I get to keep you.”

I inhale a sharp breath as my body adjusts to the severe sensations and his weighty words.

Don’t say things you don’t mean for the sake of just getting me off.

“God, I’m a fucking slave for you.” He squeezes my tits, and the abrasive clamps make it feel like my nipples are going to explode.

“Jett!” I plead.

“I love to hear you.” He releases my breasts, and I pant in agony. “But tonight, I want silence.” He picks up the last item on the bed. I eye him warily as he lifts a black leather ball gag to my face. “I’ll never hurt you. But I want you mine. All fucking mine.”

I have no idea what he means by that as I part my lips and let him slip the red ball into my mouth. The first taste catches me off guard. Cherry? I suck it, and the sweet taste of sugar runs over my taste buds. An oversized piece of hard candy is what he chose to gag me with. Only Jett.

“You couldn’t be any more perfect even if I dreamed you into existence.” He looks as if he’s possessed.

He then flicks the vibrator on, and I scream, the gag muffling the tormenting sound. Everything constricts. Every captured muscle and every burning fiber as vibrations shiver through both shafts sending catastrophic quakes to the tips of my every limb.

It’s total body stimulation. I suck air through my nose ravenously as a climax ignites. I come hard and fast, taking us both by surprise.

“Holy shit.” Jett’s aqua eyes blaze as bright as my core, a residual kindling of my orgasm still present. I sag in the ropes, helpless and bleeding nonstop arousal.

Jett grabs my face and forces me to look up.

“That was just the first,” he rasps. “I want you to watch. I want you to look in that mirror and watch yourself every time you come. I want you to see what I see. I want you to see how beautiful you are when you really let go. When you’re caught off guard. What you look like when you’re totally free.”

His hand travels down my body, his fingertips grazing the pearl necklaces draped over my chest, my naked abdomen, and my clamped clit. I shudder from the internal tremors and his light touch. “Again.” He pumps the vibrator, causing more friction, calling on another climax. “Eyes open.”

I whine loudly around the gag, my body succumbing. Tightening, tensing, my pussy and ass sucking the rubbery shaft until I’m exploding around it once more. Oh god, my eyes tear and my limbs shake as the clamps pinch and the toy tortures me.

I try to watch. I try to see what he sees, but my vision is blurry.

“You are beautiful.” Jett grips the vibrator, thrusting it until I’m hot-pressed to another boiling point. I jerk spastically.

“Watch yourself.” He halts, running the chain threateningly through his fingertips. I glare into the mirror—an overworked, underappreciated, abused shell is all I see.

“Whatever you see is not the truth.” He tugs on the puppet string, my clit and nipples straining. I stretch my body as far as it will go, chasing after some reprieve.

I groan tormentedly as Jett pushes me past all my limits. Demanding more of me. Demanding everything.

The tears finally escape my eyes. Is this what he wants to see?

“Stay with me.” His statement is stern. I slide my guarded, watery gaze to his. My skin is flushed, I’m out of breath, and my cheeks are redder than apples.

“You are never more beautiful or more mine than when you’re free.”

He continuously yanks, commanding another implosion from my exhausted body.

The strain on my sore nipples and clit combined with the relentless buzz of the vibrator and unrelenting massage of every square inch of my pelvic and anal walls induces me to detonate again. Cherry-flavored spit saturates the gag.

My limbs feel like a thousand pounds while my head is as light as a feather.

I whimper debilitated as Jett gropes me, taking full advantage of my physically and emotionally incapacitated state.

Jett said we were going to soar, and he was so right because I feel like I’m high—drugged, stoned, tranqed, blazed.

“Do you know why I don’t care if you fuck other men? Because I know when you come with them you only feel it here.” He cups my pussy, and I wince from the contact with the clamp. “But when I make you come. You not only feel it here”—he sinks one finger inside me, sliding it right up against the rubbery shaft—“you feel it here”—he withdraws his hand and places it on my chest, under the pearls—“and here.” He then touches my forehead before kissing it lovingly. No one has ever touched me so affectionately before. “They can have your body. I’m the one who reigns over your entire being.”

I only have the strength to respond to him with my pained eyes. What does he see? Is it really me? Who is that person? I wish he could tell me.

With two quick tugs, he frees me, catching me as I fall listlessly

into his arms.

“One more.” He removes the gag and tastes the cherry flavor left lingering on my lips. “One more time for me.” Then out comes the vibrator before he climbs onto the mattress, drawing me with him. “I want to feel how wet you are. I want to feel you with nothing between us.” Jett lays on his back and urges me to sit on his straining cock. It’s a mind-numbing torture. My pussy is so tender yet still ferociously ravenous. I moan, oversexed, lustfully, and loudly as I ride him. The two of us engaging in sheer unadulterated pleasure. The hard feel of his protruding cock strokes my center at the perfect angle, the clamps upping the ante with their erotic pinch. The balls of his piercing aggravating my enflamed tissue.

Jett stretches out beneath me, reaping everything I have to give. “Make me come, baby. Make me fucking come.” Jett looks and sounds like he’s on another planet. I ride him harder, faster, until our cries are deafening. We come together, spasms snapping through our bodies like electric shocks. Currents of galvanizing pleasure continually passing between us, connecting us in a way I never thought possible. Never thought was possible for me.

When the earthquakes finally stop shaking the room, I collapse. Dead, done, gone.

I have been fucked a lot of different ways but never, ever like that.

Jett rolls me over onto my back, my whole universe throbbing. He shoves his tongue down my throat and swallows my suffering sounds as he unclamps my most sensitive parts, caressing each area gently as the blood rushes back to the surface.

I know what’s coming next. The first time he did it, it threw me for a loop.

Once I’m relaxed, Jett hauls me into his arms and cocoons himself around me. He likes to cuddle. I’m sure all night if I’d let him. But I can never sleep after sex, no matter how satisfying. So I usually just listen to him drift off and then sneak out of the room.

I lay next to him, secure in his grasp, trying to process everything that happened tonight. Everything he said. “They can have your body. I’m the one who reigns over your entire being.”

I dissect those words. Is he right? Does he reign over me? He definitely has power, but he called himself a slave. To me? How absurd.

I’m the subservient, the submissive—the slave.

I play with his nipple ring as his shallow intakes of air turn into deep, meditative breaths. He’s completely at peace when he sleeps. What I wouldn’t give to experience that. To close my eyes next to a man and simply fall asleep. I lay next to him for hours, absorbing his serenity. Admiring his soft but masculine features. Perfect bone structure, straight nose, plump lips. He’s the beautiful one. Not me. I’m deformed. Maybe not on the outside, but definitely within.

When I finally become restless, I wiggle out of his grasp. Regardless of how tired my body is, my mind is always on.

“Oh, no, you don’t.” His arm shoots out faster than lightning. “No sneaking away tonight.” He relocks me in an iron hold. “Close your eyes and go to sleep.”

“I can’t,” I protest.

“Yes, you can.”

“Jett, please, I can’t.”

“London, try. I can count on all my fingers and toes the number of hours you’ve actually slept since you moved in to this house.”

“I’m not tired,” I argue.

“Well, I’m not going to let you go lurking around tonight.”

“I don’t lurk,” I pout. “I bake.”

“Potatoe, potato,” he pacifies. “And as much as I like your sugary sweets, I like you right here much better.” He nuzzles his nose in my hair. “Now relax,” he hums seductively. “I’ll chase all your monsters away and be here to love you in the morning.”

Love?

He ignores my tense reaction, continuously purring sweet nothings in my ear.

He really is challenging me on every level tonight.

I reluctantly close my eyes, preparing for my perilous past to invade me.

To combat the distress, I concentrate fiercely on the low drone of Jett’s hypnotic voice. Envisioning every and any kind of innocent image. Kittens and puppies, flowers and butterflies, unicorns and rainbows. The most calming image is a storm. A snowstorm. Lying beneath a continuous snowfall of sparkling flakes. I find my cold and my warmth, welcoming the darkness for the first time in years before slipping slowly into a rich, deep slumber.
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“LOOK WHO FINALLY DECIDED TO grace us with his presence,” I hassle Kayne as he walks down the stairs in his tan suit and red dress shirt, both pressed perfectly. “How many times did you change until you finally decided on that outfit?”

“Shut it,” he snaps, concentrating on his phone.

I laugh. It’s just too fucking easy sometimes.

“Are we all ready?” he huffs, irked, by the front door. Oh, someone is testy today. I decided last minute to take all the girls into the city with us. While Kayne attends his quarterly numbers meeting with Marc at Expo, the company who handles all of our imports out of Mexico, the girls could blow off some steam shopping on Lexington Ave. On the flip side of running a high-class brothel, we also have a personal brand of tequila that’s distributed across the country. We needed some kind of base business when we put this whole charade together, so we decided if we had free license to break the law, why not do it in a profitable, flashy, self-serving way. The brothel and the tequila proved to be more lucrative than either of us could have ever imagined.

“Yes, we are all ready. Ladies.” I extend my hand, giving them the green light. Watching them file out the door, I realize someone is missing.

“Kayne, get the girls in the limo,” I yell as I bound up the stairs two at a time.

“Where’s the fire?” Alistair asks as I hurry by him in the hallway.

“Want to avoid midtown traffic”—I spin around as I walk—“and we’re missing someone.”

“Mmm hmm,” I catch his smug reply. If I weren’t in such a rush, I’d bug him about Amber and then see how pompous he is. Those two. Talk about sexual tension. I don’t know what his deal is with her. The girl practically throws herself at him, and he barely gives her the time of day. Well, she used to throw herself at him. She finally took the hint and backed off, and when she did, his attitude toward her completely changed. Make up your mind, dude. Either you want her, or you don’t. There’s no middle ground. Amber doesn’t seem to be having his wishy washy way. She’s cozying up to a client who’s had his sights set on her for a while. I always know when it’s more than just physical attraction. I can sense it instantaneously. And Amber is one girl who is finally due for her happy ending. She’s been here the longest and is one of the most loyal employees I’ve ever had.

Alistair is an idiot in my opinion.

“London?” I knock on her door once I reach it.

“Come in,” her soft voice flits through the wood.

I enter to find her sitting in her usual spot, on the cushioned ledge of the bay window. When she sits there, she really does look like a caged bird, staring wistfully through the glass.

“Everyone is downstairs waiting to leave.” I sit beside her.

She passes me an apologetic look. “Do you mind if I stay behind? I’m not really up for a trip into the city.”

“Are you sure? You’ve barely left the house in three months,” I try to persuade her. “Some fresh air might be good.”

She looks over at me with the saddest eyes to date. Gone is the confident vixen every single one of my clients wants. And the ferocious woman who sets my bed—and my heart—ablaze. The person sitting next to me now is just a girl. A complex, lonely, innocent girl.

I touch her cheek. One day I’m going to uncover all her secrets. Uncover all the heartache that weighs on her and eradicate it.

“Can I bring you anything back?”

London shakes her head lightly. “I have everything I need right here.”

I’m all you’ll ever need, I want to exclaim, but I play it cool. Emotion floods my chest as I chastely kiss her goodbye.

“Stay out of trouble.”

“I can’t make any promises,” she flirts.

“Don’t give me a reason to punish you,” I threaten playfully.

“I like being punished.” Her cheeks flush.

I love to punish you.

I don’t get the chance to articulate my thought as my name echoes through the house. “JETT!”

Mr. Cranky Pants is ready to leave.

“I’ve gotta go.” I spring up, drop one more kiss on her head, then hurry out the door.

“What’s the issue, man?” Kayne barks as I jog down the stairs.

“Put a cork in it. I was checking on something.”

“You mean someone,” he remarks snidely as we cross the glossy foyer.

“So what if I was? That’s my job.”

“Job, right.” He closes the front door behind us. “You work overtime with that one.”

“So what?” I yank on the driver’s side handle of the black stretch limo.

“So nothing. Just saying.”

“Just saying what? You obviously have an opinion.” I start the car and check on the girls in the rearview mirror. They’ve already popped the champagne and have the music blasting. I close the privacy window and then pull down the half-mile driveway to the main road.

The city isn’t far by any means from the elite suburban New Jersey town we reside in. Twenty-five minutes at the most with no traffic. But it’s eight o’clock on a Friday morning. We’re pretty much screwed.

“My opinion is you have a girlfriend,” Kayne shares passively as he types on his phone.

“London is not my girlfriend.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Kayne, I don’t get the luxury of having a girlfriend.”

“A girlfriend? No. Up until three months ago, you had seven girlfriends. Now, you have one.”

“What are you saying? I’m neglecting my girls?” I ask defensively.

“Not neglecting them per se. Just not fucking them the same way you used to.”

“So because I prefer to fuck one woman over seven that makes her my girlfriend?”

“For you, yes.”

“I find it funny you’re labeling my relationships when you’ve never been in one of your own. How can you make the connection on a subject you know nothing about?”

“Because I’m not an idiot and you’re defensive.”

“I’m not defensive,” I bite.

Kayne snickers. “I may not know a thing about relationships, but I sure as hell know you. And with her, you’re different.”

“I like her. So what?”

“I don’t give two shits if you marry her. Just don’t let your dick get in the way of the mission. Tomorrow, everything changes. The whole dynamic of our household. I don’t want anyone or anything to jeopardize what we’ve been planning. There are lives at stake, Jett.”

“You don’t have to tell me that. I know. I’m fully aware of what’s on the line.”

“I just want to be on the same page.”

“We’re always on the same page.”

“Then don’t let your emotions ruin another assignment.” He just had to slip my past mistakes in there.

“Hey.” I slam my hand on his chest. “That was a low fucking blow. I chose to jeopardize my career because I thought it was the right thing to do. Because a life was at stake. I protected a person I cared about.”

“And you ended up losing her anyway,” he painfully reminds me. “I don’t want to see the past repeat itself.”

“It won’t,” I assure him, annoyed.

Kayne and I drive the rest of the way in silence, with muted pop music and muffled laughter echoing in the background.

We pull up to Expo just past nine.

“Hey,” I call as Kayne slides out of the front seat.

“What?” He slips on a pair of brown aviators.

“Say hi to your sweetheart for me.”

“Fuck you.” He flicks me the finger and then slams the door.

He’s one to bring up girlfriends. He’s been silently stalking Marc’s assistant for a year. Scared shitless to even ask her out. He’s lucky if he can hold a five-minute conversation with her without pissing himself. The man needs to get over his women issues, stat.

I let the girls loose in Bloomingdales with a boatload of cash. That will keep them busy for a while and give me some down time. Not that I really need it. They aren’t half the headache they could be. Kayne alone drives me more crazy than eight vivacious women.

I pull the limo into a nearby lot, pay a small fortune to park, then climb into the backseat. I lay across the leather, close my eyes, and pick apart the past.

How a series of rash decisions brought me to where I am now.

I was a rookie field agent. I didn’t know she was a diplomat’s wife. What kind of high society woman hangs out in a dive bar at two a.m.? This one. She was beautiful, exotic, smart, sexy—everything a hot-blooded young male could ever want. We fell hard and fast, and there was no turning back after that. Even after I found out who she really was, I forgave her transgressions. We continued to sneak around, knowing the price we could both pay. I didn’t care about the costs. I was young and stupid and in love. She was older, worldly, and captivating.

The last few months we were together, her husband started receiving threatening letters, targeting their family. My office was investigating while we were secretly burning up the sheets. Everything surfaced the same fatal night. I was on a protective detail when she called me frantic. She thought someone was following her and was scared to go home. I left my post to find her. I believed I was doing something heroic. Protecting someone I loved. Something I was trained to do. Turns out, I was nailing the coffin in my own career. She was being followed, but not by an adversary. By her husband. He caught wind of our affair and wanted to expose us. And expose us he did. He had set the whole thing up. Conniving bastard.

Once our scandalous relationship surfaced, I faced disciplinary action. And because of the sensitive nature of the diplomat’s relationship with the state (i.e. he had deep pockets and a far reach), I was ultimately fired for misconduct. It was a crushing blow. I never in my wildest dreams believed I would get fired if we were discovered. Reprimanded, yes, but fired, no. In the blink of an eye, I went from having everything—the career I worked tirelessly for, a future laid out, and a beautiful, intelligent woman by my side—to having nothing.

Even if she wasn’t totally mine, we were still making plans. She was going to leave her husband. We were going to get married. Or so she had me believe. When I turned to her in my darkest hour, she turned away. The truth was, she never really loved me. She only loved the things I could do to her. The things I could make her feel.

Young, stupid, and blindly in lust. That’s what I was. Because she could make me feel things, too. She was a match for my sexual prowess, but the emotion was never real, and I figured that out too late. After I lost everything, including her.

My pride took a beating, and I retreated back to the one place I felt safe. Back to the two people who were my home. Alistair and my mother.

They helped me nurse my wounds but never coddled me. I stood back up on my own. And it was fucking hard. Probably the hardest thing I’ve ever done.

About a year later, a man in a suit knocked on my door. He handed me a white business card with one word inscribed on it—Endeavor. He said if I wanted a second chance, I should call the number on the back. It was a one-shot deal. Take it or leave it.

Blindly I took it. Jumpstarting my career and sending me in a completely different direction. I was placed on a special task force with this new secretive agency, ordered to recruit soldiers who possessed certain qualities—like apathy for their own and other human lives—train them for black ops missions, and then set them free in the world to see what kind of enemy lines they could infiltrate. One of these recruitments is where I met Kayne, and our fates intertwined.

Speaking of the devil, I mull over what Kayne said. Is London just another Illaya? Am I again wrapped up in a second smothering blanket of blind lust?

I didn’t think so until he questioned me. Now, I’m questioning myself.

But I can’t ignore what’s right in front of me. What my body is telling me. And what my heart is screaming.

Yes, like Illaya, London matches my sexual prowess, but she also matches so much more. Something on a metaphysical level.

It’s almost indescribable.

It doesn’t matter what’s about to begin—or end—one thing will remain the same. Whatever the storm brings, London and I will learn to dance in the rain. There’s no other option because she’s my choice—my today and all my tomorrows.
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After I load two tons’ worth of shopping bags into the trunk, I scoop up Kayne from Expo. There is a different air about him when he gets into the car.

“See your girlfriend?”

He clears his throat and tugs on the lapels of his suit jacket, hiding behind his aviators. “Shut the fuck up and drive.”

“You’ve got some red shit in your teeth,” I point out.

Kayne flips down the vanity mirror and inspects his mouth. “Motherfucker.” He scrapes away the food.

I don’t hide my amusement. “Bet she found that real sexy.”

Kayne groans. “It couldn’t have turned her off too much because she asked me to Mark’s party tonight.” There’s a haughty edge to his tone. Very unlike Kayne.

“And are you going?”

“Of course not.”

“Why?”

“Why? Because the last thing I need is a distraction.”

“Chicken.”

“I’m not fucking chicken.”

“Yes, you are. You’re twenty-six and never been on a date in your life.” I can’t see his eyes through the mirrored lenses, but I know he’s glaring at me. Truth hurts, buddy. “I say go. Javier is flying in tomorrow night. It’s game on after that. Don’t miss an opportunity to go after what you want. Even if you only get it for one night. You’ve been pining over that girl for a year. What’s the worst that can happen? You go, have a few drinks, hang out, and maybe if you’re lucky, she’ll let you bang the shit out of her in the bathroom before you leave. Sounds like a good time to me.”

There’s a perturbed rumble in Kayne’s chest. I’m not sure what’s irking him more, the fact he wants to go and is scared shitless or the fact that I’m right.

He hates it when I’m right.

And I’m always right.

“The answer is still no.”

“Suit yourself, scaredy cat.”

“Put a fucking sock in it and drive.” He pulls out his phone and ignores me the rest of the way home.
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I do the last of my checks and balances. In less than twenty-four hours, we’re going to have the right-hand man of one of the planet’s most notorious drug lords staying in this house. There’s no telling what’s going to happen after that. The plan is to lure El Rey out. Set up a meeting face to face. Mano y mano. If we’re going to do business, we want to know exactly who we’re doing business with. He’s the one who contacted us, after all. This is our ploy. And once he slips from the shadows, we’ll make our move. Execute a sneak attack.

That’s if Javier doesn’t smell anything fishy. His preliminary visit will determine whether this plan pans out. One wrong move, one questionable action, and everyone in this house could end up in a body bag. El Rey isn’t known for his patience or compassion. He’s known for his ruthlessness and the blood trail he leaves in his wake.

Kayne and I get one shot to do this right. We’re drawing the string, aiming the arrow, preparing to hit the target.

And there’s no fucking room to miss.

Everything is quiet. No clients, no work, no bullshit. The calm before the storm. I make my way out of my office, desperate to find some Zen. After tomorrow, who knows if and when I’ll get to meditate again. As I round the corner into the foyer, I run smack dab into Alistair and Amber in the midst of a heated conversation. Honestly, I don’t even want to know. Their issues are their issues, but I warned Alistair that if he’s going to stick around he needs to straighten things out with Amber, fast. Javier will sniff the tension a mile away. We need to come across aloof. Stringent businessmen who care more about the money than about the women. Not sure how well that’s going to fly. Secretive, cunning, and crafty are our middle names after tonight.

I walk straight past them; they both eye me but don’t say a word. I hear the heated whispers pick up after I’m halfway up the stairs. When I make my way past Kayne’s room, I stop short. It looks like his closet threw up. There are clothes scattered everywhere. I wander in as he buttons a dress shirt in the mirror.

“Whatcha doing?”

“What does it look like? Getting dressed.”

“A little indecisive tonight?” I make note of the room.

Kayne yanks the collar of his shirt uncomfortably. “Just looking at all my options.”

“Where ya going all dressed up?”

“Out.”

“Out where?” I smile obnoxiously. Like I don’t already know.

“Just out.”

“To see her?” I tease him. Oh, I am loving this. I wish I had a camera. Maybe I should get London to capture this moment. Kayne’s first date.

“Yes.” He turns around, agitated. “Are you happy? I said it.”

“Acceptance is the first step to recovery.”

“Are you here to annoy me or encourage me?”

“The latter. I’m glad you’re going. You need this.”

He grimaces. “I’d better get to fucking bang her in the bathroom.”

“That’s it, caveman. Show her who’s boss.”

“You’re the one who planted the idea.”

“And what a good idea it was, no?”

Kayne glances at his watch dismissively. “I gotta go.”

“Okay. Be safe. Use protection,” I advise parentally.

“Spare me,” he grumbles, pushing past me.

Aw, my little boy is all grown up and going out into the world.

“About time you grew a pair!” I yell.

“Keep talking and your pair will be a painful memory!” his voice carries.

I walk out of Kayne’s room overly amused and slam right into his broad chest. “Didn’t you just leave?”

“I forgot something.” He pulls a black phone out of his back pocket. “If it rings, answer it. It’s the only number Javier will call.”

“Burner?”

Kayne nods.

“On it.”

“We shouldn’t have to worry about it until tomorrow, but you never fucking know.”

“I’ll sleep with it taped to my chest,” I assure him.

Kayne nods again, the weight of the world reflecting in his unique blue eyes.

“Don’t wait up.”

I beam. “That’s my boy. Go get ’em, tiger.”

“Dear god, shut up!” Kayne snaps, stalking down the hallway.

I chuckle to myself. Tooooo easy.

I sit cross-legged in the middle of my dojo, finally able to absorb the tranquility. In this room, I can find my mental silence, regain my balance, and reach a higher state of awareness. Meditation is my drug. London is my addiction.

Two very different things that have the same effect. Both alter my consciousness like a narcotic.

Inhaling and exhaling fluidly, I clear my mind and mentally prepare for what’s to come. Tomorrow morning, I’ll sit down and inform the girls that we’ll be having a house guest. I wanted to wait until the last possible second to tell them to avoid added stress. The less they know, the better. I don’t want Javier’s presence to interfere with business, so I’m attempting a quick, smooth transition. No time to slow down and analyze—just go, go, go.

We’ll see how well that works out.

From what Kayne has told me, Javier has little regard for the opposite sex and even less for a slave. Which none of my girls are. And he’d better realize that.

I have zero tolerance for violence against women, especially my women.

The floor creaks softly, and I suppress a smirk. I wonder if she has any idea I know she’s here. She’s been prowling around the room for the last five minutes. I continue to sit with my eyes closed, sensing her every move. When she’s so close I can smell her, I hear the snap.

I pop open my eyes to find a large lens pointed in front of my face.

“What are you doing?” I ask, trying not to smile like a goof.

“Thirty-day photo challenge,” London informs me, snapping away.

“What’s today’s challenge? The art of deception?”

“No.” She drops the camera for a split second so I can see her cheerful face, then covers it with the black body, and the shutter clicks away. “Something interesting.”

“You find me interesting?”

“You are by far the most interesting man I’ve ever met.” Snap, snap, snap.

“I take that as the highest compliment coming from you.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re the most interesting woman I’ve ever met.”

London lowers her camera, despondently. “I’m not interesting. I’m . . .” She lets the sentence linger and goes back to shooting.

“You’re what?” I press. Snap.

“Nothing. It’s nothing.”

I shoot my hand out and snatch her forearm, dragging her onto my lap before she can decipher what’s happening.

“Whoa. Ninja.” She giggles as she falls into my arms.

“Damn right. Don’t forget it.” I hug her tightly and nibble her neck. “I have an entire dojo to prove it. Complete with incense and Katana swords hanging on the wall.”

“I can see that.” Her giggles morph into laughter as beautiful and enlivening as a string quartet. It’s such a rare sound I revel in it. “And I won’t forget it,” she purrs, stretching her neck, granting me better access.

I inhale the beachy scent of her perfume as she cuddles against me. I’ve learned I’m happiest just touching her. No matter the where, when, or why. Just like this, simplicity in my arms, is more than enough.

“You’ve taken a liking to that camera, huh?”

“Very much. It makes me happy. Now that I sort of know how to use it,” she confesses sweetly.

“I’m glad it makes you happy,” I hum contentedly, as I possessively run my hands all over her body. “What else makes you happy?”

Okay, so I’m totally fishing, but I’m dying to hear her say it. Say that I make her happy.

“Nothing. That’s it. It’s all I need.” Her answer is flat, unambitious.

I pause my petting and gaze dubiously at her. “C’mon, London, you have to want more than that. More than just what you do in this house.”

She frowns with a wounded, guarded look in her stormy blue eyes. “This is all I am, Jett. This is all I deserve.”

Her response renders me speechless. “You can’t believe that. This, right now, is just a pit stop. You can have more. A better life.” With me, I want to tack on, but I choke.

“A better life?” She pushes out of my grasp. “There is no better life for me.”

“There can be,” I argue.

“No, there can’t.” She shoots to her feet and heads for the door. I’m in front of her in a millisecond.

“Why are you getting so upset?” I push, but she just keeps her head down in silence. “London.” I take her chin, battling with her to look up at me. The pained sigh she emits breaks me; the tears brimming in her eyes finish me off. “Why are you crying?”

“I’m not crying,” she huffs.

Tough little bird. Even when she’s visibly upset, she won’t own up. That’s one of my favorite things about her. Her grit.

“Fine,” I pacify her. “You’re not technically crying, but you’re clearly upset. What’s going on in that head of yours?”

“Nothing,” she replies meekly.

I pin her with a skeptical glare. “Don’t make me tie you up and tickle it out of you. I’m deadly with a rope and feather,” I warn.

She stares at me blankly. “You’re threatening me with tickle torture?”

“If that’s what it comes to. I’m a ruthless man.”

London’s lip quivers. “No, you’re not.” Her voice is hushed.

“I can be if I need to,” I caution, tucking some burgundy hair behind her ear.

She steps back cautiously.

“I would never hurt you,” I promise.

“You say that now.”

“And I mean it,” I spit seriously. “I mean it today, tomorrow, and the next day. And every fucking day after that.”

London’s cagy demeanor doesn’t change. She doubts me. And it fucking stings.

We stare at each other at an impasse.

“Don’t do that,” I entreat.

“Do what?”

“Push me away.”

“I’m not pushing you away.”

“Bullshit. You’re doing it right now. I see it on your face. In your eyes. What is it going to take for you to trust me? For you to believe I mean what I say?”

“I do believe you.” Her reply is so robotic she may as well be a Stepford wife. Every syllable a rehearsed response. The second we take two steps forward, we immediately take three steps back. Whatever she’s suffering with, whatever her past, it’s hindering her life. Hindering her from any kind of relationship and closing her off to the world.

“If that’s the truth, then tell me what you want,” I challenge her. “Open up to me.” I trap her face in my hands. Tell me you want me.

A moment of heavy silence passes and then a complete blockade.

“Why are you pushing this?” She turns defensive.

“Because I want to know you.” I shake her head, hoping I’m shaking some sense into her.

“You do know me.” Her eyes flare with anger. “You know how to dress me up and sell me to your clients. You know how to make me come, and now, you know how to piss me off. I’d say you know me pretty damn well.”

My jaw drops open, shocked at what I’m hearing. Not that any of it is untrue, she’s just never hinted that it bothers her. Until now.

“I’m just a pawn in your shitty game of chess. That’s all I’ll ever be. No one. Nothing.” She yanks her head out of my grasp.

“Hey.” I snatch her arm before she gets too far. “I’ve never forced you to do anything you didn’t want to do. And I’ve never treated you like you’re no one.”

“Oh, really? I’m someone, huh? I’m so important to you,” she ridicules. “What if I told you I was done? That I want to pursue this wonderful and mystical life you talk about.” Disdain drips off her words. “Are you just going to let your cash cow stroll out the door? Do you see me as that much of a person that you’re willing to just let me leave, no arguments, no questions asked?” Her tone is scathing.

The image of her leaving is horrific. It paralyzes me.

“That’s what I thought.” London misinterprets my silence, tugging her arm loose before storming out the door.

What the fuck just happened?

I know I was just hit by Hurricane London. A woman like none other. A challenge. A mystery. A closed book with an eye-catching cover.

Just as I go after her to set her ass straight, the piercing sound of a phone rings. I freeze, then turn slowly around.

I cross the room, following the sound, and sure as shit, as if all the bad luck in the world just rained down, that damn burner is blowing up.

Fuck.

I swipe it off the floor where I left it, and with an anxious breath answer, “Hello?”

Silence.

Fuck.

Heart hammering seconds pass.

“Mr. Kayne?” A deep voice comes through the phone.

“No. This is his associate, Jett. Kayne has been called away.”

Static.

“Javier will be landing in one hour.”

“Landing in an hour? We weren’t expecting him until tomorrow.”

“He’ll be there tonight.”

Click.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

I fly out of the room, protocol twisting in the wind. I grab a clean shirt from my room and tear through the house on a hunt for Alistair. He’s not in the common room or his room. Before scanning the security monitors, I check one more place. My instincts tell me that’s where I’ll find him.

I bang on Amber’s door before I barrel into the room. Just as I thought.

Alistair has Amber pinned down on her stomach, hands secured tightly behind her back.

By the looks of it, Alistair has enlisted his dominant alter ego to aide in winning Amber back over. By the sound of it, it’s working.

“Do you mind?” He doesn’t even bother to stop fucking her while he addresses me.

“Yes, I do. Our house guest is arriving early.” That gets his attention. “Finish up and watch the girls while I’m gone.” I don’t give him the opportunity to answer. I just disappear.

In the limo, on the way to the private airport, I execute some due diligence, first and foremost calling Kayne. A dozen times. With no answer. I wonder if my prediction already came true. Second, I text Juice. One message from my personal cell phone that will have no reply. That’s the understanding.

The import is arriving early.

I erase the outgoing message, then drive the rest of the way sitting on a pin cushion.

I try Kayne one last time to no avail before I pull onto the tarmac without a second to spare as the private jet taxis.

I get out of the car, prepared to meet one of the most notorious men on the planet. I’m not shitting at all.

It’s a comfortable May night. The breeze is warm, and the air is clear, but the energy is off. Way off. Laced with a foreboding tangibility.

The door to the jet opens, and I hold my breath, cursing myself that I encouraged Kayne to go out. We should have seen this little stunt coming.

A moment later, a man in a plain white dress shirt and black slacks appears. He looks down on me with a malignant gaze and the hair on the back of my neck stands straight up. It’s like I’m setting eyes on one of Lucifer’s demons in the flesh.

Then he smiles. And I’m overtaken with nothing but dread.

He bounds down the stairs as if he’s lighter than air. Like he doesn’t have a care in the world. Like he doesn’t have a hoard of sex slaves suffering at a secret compound or work for a man who inundates the world with drugs and leaves a blood trail wherever he goes.

I open the limo door, playing into my steward role.

Javier slips inside motioning with his hand to his bag still sitting at the entrance of the jet. I jog up the stairs to retrieve it, and when I reach the top step, I nearly puke. Four men. Two naked girls. Cuts, blood, bruises, and four pleading eyes. I have never felt more homicidal in my life than at this moment. Reprehensibly, conscience-stricken, I pick up the bag and walk backward down the stairs. Despising my actions. Despising myself. Despising Javier for being allowed to walk this earth as long as he has.

I drop the leather carry-on in the trunk then slip back into the driver’s seat, prepared to bring this monster into my house.

“So where is Kayne?” Javier’s menacing voice is suddenly right behind me.

“Out for the evening,” I inform him squarely as I put the car in drive.

“Is he?” Javier sounds perversely intrigued.

“Yes.”

“Let’s go see him, shall we?” The tip of a knife is suddenly digging into my throat.

I swallow thickly. The blade alarmingly alerting me to its presence.

Fucking hell.
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I watch Javier slither into the restaurant, then grab the phone and try Kayne for the zillionth time. Of all the fucking nights to go MIA! I throw the phone at the dashboard when I hear his voicemail yet again. Son of a bitch!

I consider going in, but if Javier sees me before Kayne does, it could raise a red flag. I have to trust Kayne can handle Javier’s surprise appearance.

I’m nearly climbing the walls of the limo as I wait. The minutes ticking by like hours.

When my phone finally rings, I jump so high I hit my head on the ceiling.

“Jett!” Kayne snaps. “Why the fuck would you bring him here?”

“He whipped out a knife and demanded that I take him wherever you were. Bit mistrusting, don’t you think?”

“Coming in a day early unannounced? Nah. Why didn’t you let me know he was here before you picked him up?”

Is he serious right now? “I called and text, shithead.”

I hear Kayne growl distantly through the receiver. “We have a situation.”

Ya think?

“Meet me out front. I sent Javier back in the Maserati,” he informs me agitatedly.

“Oh, that was smart. I wonder what kind of trouble he can get into with that,” I patronize. The man has been here for all of an hour and already things are going haywire.

“He’d better not get in any. It’s risky enough he’s on American soil.”

“True,” I agree. “So what’s the situation?”

“Ellie.”

“Ellie? The girl you’ve been obsessing over?”

“I haven’t been obsessing!” Kayne erupts.

“Mmmhmm,” I respond snidely. “She rejected you? Need some ice cream?”

“No, cocksucker. Javier. He wants her. I made an executive decision.”

“Oh, no. Kayne, you and executive decisions are never good,” I fret.

“Yeah, well, it was either that or let Javier get his sadistic hands on her. And like hell I was going to let that happen. You have any stuff stashed?”

“Yes,” I reluctantly tell him. I always keep a little insurance policy in the back just in case sticky situations arise.

“Good.”

Kayne hops into the limo before I barely hit the brakes.

“Go around to the back alley. Where’s the stuff?”

“Under the ice bin,” I direct him, looking straight ahead. I spy through the rearview mirror as he pulls out the silver bucket, grabs one of the little white pills, and dissolves it in a glass of champagne. When I pull into the alley, the silhouette of a woman illuminates in the headlights. I glance back at Kayne, suddenly worried. What is this fucking idiot up to?

I get out and open the door for her, dutifully playing my part. This is the first time I’ve ever seen the infamous Ellie up close. She’s an adorable little ball of energy with long, golden brown hair and big, bright green eyes. She smiles up at me coyly as she slides in next to Kayne. I immediately feel sorry for the sweet little naïve thing who has no idea about the deceit awaiting her in the back of that limo.

Fatigued, I climb into the driver’s seat and catch the reflection of Kayne mauling Ellie. That’s new for him.

I observe quietly as he encourages her to finish her champagne. Bottoms up. Rocks form in my stomach.

We barely get out of the city before she’s limp in his arms, the roofie almost immediately working its magic.

There’s a resounding silence in the car as he cradles her protectively and strokes her cheek. Who the hell is this man? The Kayne I know is clearly absent. I’ve never, ever seen him handle a woman with such care. With such, dare I even say it, emotion.

“Now what, evil mastermind?” I ask, conflicted. Just about everything I stand for has been violated tonight, but something inexplicable has happened to Kayne between the time he left the house and right now. Something I’d always hoped for but never expected.

“Now . . .” He dotes on her. “We come up with a plan.”

Bloody.

Fucking.

Hell.
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JETT DEFINITELY STRUCK A NERVE. I feel guilty for getting mad at him, but when he asked what else would make me happy, and what more I want out of life, it felt like he stabbed me square in the heart. A direct fucking hit. More doesn’t apply to my life. Barely surviving does. Flying under the radar just to see another day. That’s my reality.

How could I confess what I really want when my simple dreams mean nothing. When more is nothing but a fleeting wish. More is meant for other people. Normal people. Not people like me. Damaged, abused, shredded, a whore. A woman used beyond repair. Who would want to be with someone like that? Who would want to love, or marry, or have a family with a disgraceful, polluted woman like that?

No one, that’s who. Because that’s exactly what I am. No one.

Nothing.

Undeserving of being anything more than a high-class slut for hire.

“London,” Amber snaps.

“Huh?”

“Can you hand me that pink lipstick? I’ve asked you like four times. Where’s your head?” She looks at me dumbfounded through the illuminated vanity mirror.

“Sorry.” I robotically grab the tube of Dior lipstick and hand it over.

“Daydreaming about Jett?” she pesters me as she sensuously rings her plump lips in a warm pink hue.

“Why would you ask that?” I scoff.

Not that her accusation is far off. I was daydreaming about Jett, just not in the way that she thinks.

“Because you’re Jett’s girlfriend.”

“Are you being serious right now? That’s absurd.”

“No, it’s not. We all see it. He’s never been so smitten with a woman until you. Trust me, I know. I’ve been here a long time.”

“Smitten? Did you really just accuse Jett of being smitten? That man and that word are on opposite ends of the earth. It’s almost comical to hear.”

“You wear denial as well as you wear that corset,” she accuses.

“Jett and I are nothing. He likes to fuck me. That’s all.” I stand my ground.

Amber pins me with huge, brown, bullshit eyes. “He does not like to just fuck you. He likes to be around you. I see the way he looks at you. The way he stalks around when you’re with a client. None of us have ever spent as many nights in his bed as you have. Mutual feelings or not, that man has got it bad.”

I don’t know whether her blatant observation angers me or elates me. Maybe a little of both.

“Well, if we’re on the subject of smitten men, Alistair is right up there with Jett.” I go on the offensive.

Amber’s face falls. “The last thing Alistair is is smitten.”

“Well, he’s definitely something. The whole house heard you two fucking all night. He sounded pretty taken if you ask me.”

Amber sighs, it’s a mixture between sadness and frustration. “I’m surprised a working girl like you doesn’t know the difference between smitten and plain old horny. There aren’t any feelings there. Trust me. I thought maybe there were, but I was dead wrong. He sees me as one thing. A sex toy.” She drops her eyes, attempting to mask her disappointment. “That’s all I’ll ever be while I live in this house.”

“You aren’t the only one. We’re all seen the same way.”

“London don’t be stupid. Jett doesn’t see you as just another ‘girl.’ If you have a chance with him, take it. Jump on it, grab hold with both hands, and run like hell. He’s a good man. The best. And he could be your ticket to a way better life. I know I’m weighing my options and looking for mine.” The affliction in her voice is potent. I wish I could make her understand. Even if Jett does have genuine feelings for me, nothing could ever come of it. I could never give him anything more than what I already am. There’s a line I just can’t cross. For everyone’s sake. Especially my own.

“Ladies!” Jett announces as he enters backstage without even so much as a knock. He draws all attention to him as he takes his place in the middle of the room, standing there like the ringmaster he is, about to direct his company of performers. Eight concupiscent girls trained to put on an X-rated show.

“If you weren’t already aware, Kayne and I have a very important guest staying in the house.”

He pauses, like the next sentence gets stuck in his throat. I think I’m the only one who notices, though. “Please be the hospitable little house kittens I employ you to be. Tend to whatever Javier needs.” He swallows thickly. “Other than that, I’m happy to see you’re all ready for the social. We have some new potential members coming tonight, so make sure to turn on the sexy and show them a good time they’ll never forget.” He claps twice, initiating the night. Amber and I both finish our last-minute primping before following the other girls.

Jett stands at the door dressed impeccably in a dark purple dress shirt and watches as we one by one file out of the room. Amber and I are the last in line. She winks back at me as she sashays past Jett in her skimpy lace bodysuit and sky-high heels.

I avert my gaze, ashamed to even look at him after the bratty way I acted. If Amber is right, and he does have feelings, he’s probably seriously reconsidering them after last night.

“Hey.” Jett snatches my arm before I even cross the threshold of the doorway. I slide my eyes up to meet his. There’s a hot temperament in his glare. “For the record, I would let you go, no arguments, no questions asked,” he decrees. “But I really don’t want you to leave . . . me.”

My breath catches on “me.”

“I don’t want to leave . . . you, either.”

Fuck, I really just said that out loud, didn’t I? I must be crazy. I shouldn’t open this door because there’s no telling what perilous place it will lead. My situation is more dangerous than anyone knows. More dangerous than I dare let on. My past is a poison, a toxicity, and the last thing I would ever want is for it to contaminate the lives of the people I care about. Jett, Amber, Jenna, even Kayne and all his grouchiness.

What would happen if the truth came out? What would happen if I was found?

“You don’t know what hearing that does to me.” Jett pushes me up against the doorframe and runs the tip of his nose teasingly along my neck. “You smell so good,” he murmurs, transfixed. “No one but me is going to touch you tonight. They can all look, all want, but none of them can have.”

His authority is such a turn-on. I’ve never liked to be claimed, but when Jett does it, when he asserts his dominance, I feel like a coveted person, not a possession. He makes me feel like a woman. Makes me appreciate my feminine, sensual, and virile side the way God intended.

“I look forward to you touching me tonight,” I hum seductively in his ear. Jett shivers.

“I’m going to do so much more than just touch you.” He matches my tone while upping the ante. “Now go.”

I tauntingly caress the erection protruding in his dress pants before I saunter away, deploying every feminine wile I possess in order to make him drool.

Amber was wrong; Jett isn’t the one who’s smitten. I am. For the very first time in my life, I have feelings for a man.

I walk down the grand foyer stairs like they’re puffier than a cloud. I’ve never felt so weightless before. There’s no pressure tonight, only delicious anticipation.

Jett went all out to impress the potential new clients, decking out the party room to the nines. Butlers with white gloves pass champagne around a large square caviar bar. The fireplace is roaring, and seductive music is playing in the background. I recognize the song. It’s one of Jenna’s favorites, “Gold” by Kiiara.

I work the room, conversing with some clients I already know and some looking to get on Jett’s short list, smiling, laughing and flirting as freely as I ever have. A few men proposition me right on the spot, but I inform them they have to go directly through Jett for a session with me. Immediately after that day in Jett’s office, my status changed, and I soon came to understand what he meant by “elite.”

Time passes, but Kayne and Jett are nowhere to be found, which is very odd. Usually one, if not both, watch over these socials like a hawk. Alistair has been parked in a corner all night. Talk about a hawk—he hasn’t peeled his eyes off Amber once. Not for a second. That doesn’t seem like a man who’s uninterested to me. If anything, he’s overly interested. Invested even. I don’t know Alistair very well. Although we have had a few casual conversations, I can’t say I’m a huge fan. As polite as he is, he has that persona. That overly dominant man. Whenever I’m near him, my skin prickles. He’s built like my Master, minus the accent and the asshole attitude.

Amber seems to know exactly how to press his buttons, coming on strong with every single man in her path just to piss Alistair off. She’s fully aware he’s staring, too.

I bump into someone as I take a step back. “Excuse me.” I try to turn around, but strong hands trap my waist.

“I had to see for myself if the rumors were true,” a chilling voice rasps in my ear. “That a beautiful redhead was making waves in the upscale sex industry.” His grasp gets tighter, his fingernails digging painfully into my hipbones. “You were missed, Raggedy Ann.” I shudder from the use of my revolting pet name, and how it fits me perfectly. “He’ll be so happy I finally found you.” The walking nightmare tries to push me, but I freeze in place.

“Let’s go. Quietly,” he threatens.

“I’m not going anywhere with you, Silas,” I hiss. “I’ll die before I go back to him.”

“Trust me. Once you’re back home, you’re going to wish for death.”

I tremble in his grasp as horrid images of the past flood my memories.

I scan the room frantically looking for Jett or Kayne. Neither are anywhere to be found. My heart beats harder, and my fear balloons as I’m faced with being forced to return to the place I fled from. Escaped from. My eyes land on Alistair—who’s watching Silas and me closely. I want to scream for help, but I know that could lead to a fatal outcome. I can feel the gun holstered in his pants digging into my back.

“Don’t make a scene, London.” My name on Silas’s lips burns like battery acid, searing every old wound.

I can’t go back. I won’t go back.

My fight or flight instincts instantly kick in, and without even thinking, I stab my high heel into Silas’s foot. He barks in pain and momentarily loosens his grip. That’s when I bolt, purposely knocking into a waiter, sending his stacked tray of champagne flutes crashing to the floor. Hopefully, that will cause enough of a distraction for me to flee. I kick off my shoes and run. Past the other girls, Alistair, a host of Mansion’s clients, and Kayne and Jett who are just making their way into the room.
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“HE KIDNAPPED HER!” JUICE CHEWS me out over the earpiece. “Are the two of you smoking crack?”

“She was in danger. He made an executive decision.” I attempt to defend Kayne as I blast a bad guy. Sometimes I wish it was this easy to eradicate the enemy. Just pick up an M16 and blow the motherfuckers away.

“An executive decision? She’s a liability now. Jett, you know that!” Juice clearly doesn’t share our view on Ellie’s predicament.

“She’s an innocent. And it’s our job to protect her.”

“You could have sent her to a safe house. We could have protected her without jeopardizing the whole mission!”

“Kayne says that would have looked too suspicious. He wanted to keep her close.”

Juice sighs, crazed. “Well you better hope he keeps her in his goddamn pocket. When the police come sniffing around, what’s going to happen then? Kayne was the last person she was seen with.”

“That’s what we have you for. Make it go away.”

“What am I, a fucking magician now? Alakazam,” he snaps, perturbed.

“I believe we know people in high places. Make a call. Keep the cops away. We’ll handle the rest.”

“You better do fucking more than handle it. You better run shit, Jett. This operation can’t go south.”

“It won’t. Do your job, and I’ll do mine. And everything will be fine.” I hope. Pray.

“No more bullshit, understand? I don’t want to clean up anymore messes until I absolutely have to.”

Translation: Don’t bother me until you have El Rey in your grasp.

“Roger that.”

No more messes. Got it.

Good little boys and girls from now on. Scouts honor.

“Over and out.” Juice signs off.

I toss the controller and rock restlessly in the gaming chair up to my eyeballs in stress. No more messes.

I glance at my watch, realizing I’ve been gone way longer than I intended.

Time to get back to business.
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I WON’T STOP.

Not even when Jett calls after me. I’ll never stop until I’m gone. Until I disappear.

I fly toward the back of the house, into the service kitchen. I almost make it out the hidden doorway before Jett snags my arm.

“What the hell just happened? Where are you going?” His questions hit me like bullets. I have no answers, only painful regret and overwhelming fear. I tug on my arm, desperate to break free.

“Jett, I’m sorry,” I apologize frantically.

“For what?”

“This.” I knee him square in the balls, and he drops to the floor.

“Sonofabitch!”

Wracked with guilt, I disappear through the doorway that spits me out on a long narrow path leading to the backyard. I’ve explored this house enough to know where all the secret passages and alternate exits are.

Once I finally reach the edge of the house’s vast lawn, I head for the trees on the perimeter of the property. It’s dark but warm, and the full moon provides just enough silvery light to allow me to see.

Run, just run. Never stop running.

Panicky tears stream down my face, my leg muscles scream, and my lungs burn from the physical exertion, but I can’t stop. The extensive lawn seems to go on forever, the thick grass cold and wet under my bare feet.

I suddenly hear heavy breathing and weighted steps behind me. Terrified, I push my legs to move faster and my lungs to pump harder.

Run, just run. Never stop running.

“London!” My name echoes through the darkness, but I refuse to slow down. I won’t go back. I’ll never go back.

I barely reach the edge of the woods before I’m tackled to the ground.

“NO!” I screech, punching and kicking, unleashing my strongest fight.

“London, London, LONDON!” I’m finally overpowered and pinned down.

“No! No! No!” I continue to thrash in an insane fit. “I can’t go back! I can never go back!”

“Hey! London, look at me!” Jett’s voice penetrates the madness in my head. “London, look at me!” He grabs my face and shakes my head.

The panic-stricken tears start to pour.

“Jett, let me go! Let me run!” I push on his shoulders and ramble like a madwoman. “I have to run!”

“You’re not going anywhere until you calm down. You’re hysterical!”

“Jett, please!” I scream. “Before he finds me!”

“Who? Before who finds you?” He keeps an impenetrable hold on my face as he tries to understand. “What happened inside?”

I cry inconsolably, my body succumbing to the fear, sinking into the cold, wet grass while trapped beneath Jett.

“London, please,” he begs earnestly in a soft, soothing voice. “Tell me all your secrets so they can become mine, too.”

“No,” I sob. “The only person who deserves to share my secrets is the devil.”

“There is nothing you can’t tell me. There isn’t anything I won’t understand.” He sounds so sincere, so worried. It makes the pain of the past harder to bear.

“Jett, please. Just let me go,” I stress in a strained whisper. “Forget you ever knew me and just let me disappear,” I implore.

The moon’s glow highlights all his worried features and the shocked and confused look on his beautiful face.

“You know I could never forget about you. What you’re asking is impossible.” He uses his thumbs to wipe away the wetness descending down my cheeks.

“Then just kill me.” I move his hands down to my throat. “Just do it right now and put us both out of our misery.”

Anger flashes in Jett’s acute eyes. “London, you are talking fucking nonsense!” He snatches my wrists and pulls me up.

“No, I’m not. I’m dead fucking serious. I’d rather die than go back!”

“Back where? You have to tell me so I can understand.” His grip gets tighter, more urgent. “Trust me. If there’s only one person you’re ever going to trust in your life, let it be me.”

The tears rain out of my eyes as I crumble under his stare. Simply verbalizing the memoires is emotionally excruciating.

“I was sixteen.” I finally crack wide fucking open. I’ve never shared this part of my life with anyone, and I don’t know if I’ll survive if I do.

“What happened when you were sixteen?”

“I was taken,” I explain through the tears. “Given to a man who did unspeakable, vile things to me for years. I was a slave. I lived in a cage. I was his pet.” My voice disappears.

Jett’s expression drops. He understands.

“Who gave you to him?”

I look dead in his eyes. “My father.”

“What?” he gasps, appalled.

“I thought I had been kidnapped. Turns out I was sent to be trained. To be broken.” My lip quivers as the memories surge in like an angry sea. “He wanted a submissive, a slave, and he got one. For a long time. I did everything I was ordered to, no matter how disgusting. I was his signing bonus, his blackmail, his entertainment. Whatever he needed me to be. I had no voice. No face. No soul. I was a beautiful building with nothing inside. And he took full advantage.”

“And what happened?”

“I escaped. I’d had enough. I was dying. That night was the last straw.”

“What night?” Jett hangs on my every single syllable.

“The night he tied me to a bed and left me there. The night I was used over and over and over again by countless men. Even when I pleaded, even when I cried. Even when the pain engulfed my entire body and I couldn’t take another second, it continued.” I completely break down. “It continued for so long. I was helpless, and he knew. He loved it. They all loved to hear me suffer. It was part of the thrill.”

“Jesus Christ.” Jett pulls me into his arms and lets me sob out the agony all over his silk shirt. He rocks me consolingly, humming a soothing rhythm in my ear.

“How did you finally get away?” he asks delicately.

“When it was finally over, when I was finally released,” I weep. “I was bloodied and bruised and completely destroyed. I didn’t care whether I lived or died. All I cared about was it ending.” I become lost in the memory. “My father’s right-hand man, Silas, always kept a gun tucked away in the waistband of his pants, and I knew it. I knew I could get close to it. He had his time with me, too. Whenever he wanted. Which was often. I knew the two of them so well. Knew their routines, and their habits, and their timetables. I knew them better than anyone.

“I planned to just grab the gun and shoot myself, but it didn’t happen that way. Silas was too quick and deflected the shot. The bullet ricocheted and ended up hitting my father. We were all in shock, and Silas had to make a split-second choice to either help my father or catch me. He chose my father. I escaped down the service elevator and didn’t look back.”

“Where did you go?” Jett’s investment is ironclad.

“I hid in the streets. Cold, hungry, and alone was better than the hell I was living in. I ate out of garbage cans and bathed in public restrooms. I barely survived, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t a slave anymore.”

“Where was your mother during all this?”

“I have no idea,” I sniffle. “I never met her. And the few times I did ask about her, my questions were brushed under the rug. The last time I ever tried to find out anything my father threatened that if I didn’t stop pestering him, I’d end up just like her. I was nine, and his outburst scared me to death. Sometimes I wonder,” I whimper. “I wonder if he subjected her to the same hell as me . . .”

“And she wasn’t lucky enough to escape?” Jett finishes my thought.

I merely nod. It’s the only response I’m capable of. I’ve often wondered if I was a product of her hell. The thought sickens me, as I mourn a mother I never knew. What’s worse, the idea allows me a look into the window of her life, and what do I see through the glass? My own sad, abhorrent reflection.

“So how did you end up with Sasha?” Jett urges me to go on.

“I barely remember, to be honest. One minute, I was huddled in an alleyway, trying to stay out of the rain, and the next, I was getting into a warm car with a strange woman who had kind eyes. She took me in, cleaned me up, helped me start to heal, and when I was ready, she put me to work. She never asked for anything more than what I was ready to give.”

“That definitely sounds like Sasha.” He smiles wistfully.

“I liked living with her.” I rest my head wearily against Jett’s chest.

“Well, I like you living here.” He hugs me tightly. Securely. Protectively.

“She said I would be a good fit,” I recall her words.

“You are a good fit. You’re my perfect fit.”

“None of it matters anymore. Silas had to have told my father where I am by now. He’ll come for me himself.” The thought is terrifying.

“He can try. Doesn’t mean it will happen.”

“Of course, it will. Easton Erickson always gets what he wants.”

“Did you just say Easton Erickson? The real estate mogul?”

I nod. Eyes screwed shut. “The one and only.”

“I didn’t realize he had a daughter.”

“No one knows. He kept me hidden most of my life. I was homeschooled in his penthouse and raised by butlers and nannies. He never took much notice of me until I could give him something he wanted.”

“Well, he can want you”—Jett tilts my face up—“but he sure as hell ain’t gonna get you.”

“You don’t know what he’s capable of.” I shake fearfully in his arms.

“You don’t know what I’m capable of.” He presses a firm, possessive kiss on my lips. “I told you, I can be ruthless if I need to be.”

I don’t want Jett to be ruthless. I don’t want to be exposed to any more violence. I want the storm to pass. I want calm waters and blue skies. I want peace.

All I want is peace.

“We’re going to end this, London.” He pinches my chin, securing my mouth an inch away from his. “Tonight.”
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OF ALL THE NIGHTS FOR London’s demons to rear their ugly head.

As if I didn’t have enough on my plate with a sadistic drug runner staying under my roof, a captive girl stashed away in my dungeon, and a house full of unsuspecting clients, I now have to deal with Daddy Dearest.

London and I backtrack through the house with her shaking like a leaf the whole time.

I find a very agitated Kayne and a counseling Alistair tucked in a corner right outside the kitchen.

Before Kayne even has a chance to rip me a new one, I cut him off. “We have a situation.”

“No shit, Sherlock! Your little pet here just caused a scene, and now there are two very pissed-off men stashed in my office demanding to see her.”

“Two?” London nearly jumps out of her skin. I tug her close. “He’s here,” she whispers petrified.

I squeeze her hand.

First things first. “Where is Javier?”

“Occupied. Upstairs with Spice,” Alistair informs me. I suppress my wince. It was inevitable. But just the thought of him being with one of my girls ties my stomach in knots.

“Is the other situation still under control?” I ask Kayne cryptically.

He nods stoically.

“Good. Alistair, stay in the party room and keep up appearances. It’s just another typical night. Got it?”

“Of course.” My uncle always has my back.

“Kayne, come with me. I think I’m going to need some extra muscle.”

The four of us separate, each going our designated ways.

“Are you going to clue me in to what’s going on?” Kayne stalks beside me.

“Yes.” I stop in front a large antique vase displayed on a shelf in the hallway leading to Kayne’s office. I reach in and retrieve two sheathed hunting knives. One I hand to Kayne, the other I stash on London.

“You stay right behind me, understand?” I slip the blade into her leather corset, right between her breasts. Her eyes are as wide as satellites as she watches me.

“You keep weapons in your antiques?” she asks dryly.

“Yes.” I look directly at her face. There is so much she doesn’t know about me. About this house. One day I hope to tell her everything, but tonight my secrets will stay buried within these walls.

“I am going to try and bargain for you. A smart businessman never walks away from a lucrative deal. But if it doesn’t work, I’m willing to turn to violence.” I lean in so only she can hear. “For you, I will kill.”

London stands petrified before me. I don’t know how that statement affected her, but I hope she understands its depths. I hope she understands how much I fucking care. About her. About us. About what we could potentially have. How I will do anything to keep her by my side. “If I go like this behind my back,” I curl my finger in a give me motion, “hand me the knife. Don’t hesitate. Understand?”

She nods vacantly.

“Say it. Say you understand.”

“I understand.” Her voice is hoarse.

“Good.” I glance at Kayne, and he thrusts his chin in agreement. In acceptance. As a brother in arms. Alistair may be related to me by blood, but Kayne is related by loyalty.

Behind Kayne’s massive mahogany office door are two men, both immaculately dressed, and both with cold, calculating eyes. I survey them one at a time, pegging London’s father immediately. He has her dark blue eyes and straight thin nose. He’s much smaller in person, though. Five-seven at best. I’ve seen images of him on TV, and his real life persona does not live up. His egotism must make up for all the things he’s lacking.

When Kayne strides by Easton, he makes him look like a dwarf, which I find highly satisfying.

The other man I assume is Silas. He’s older as well, with thin, oily hair, a crater face, and a wannabe gangster pinstripe suit.

The thought of him ever having his greasy hands on London disgusts me.

“I see you found my property.” Easton gets right down to it.

“Let’s get one thing straight. She’s no one’s property,” I correct him condescendingly.

“That’s where you’re wrong, son. I’ve owned her since the day she was born. And her little disappearing act cost me a shitload of money.” He stares London down.

“How much?” I question haughtily. “Let’s even it up right now. I’ll write you a check, and you can go on your merry way.”

Easton laughs obnoxiously.

“I’m sure she was profitable for your little business, but that workhorse has a lot of good years left. I’m not selling.” He takes a step forward, and the tension skyrockets in the room. “Let me make this real clear,” Easton addresses me coolly. “I’m leaving, with her, tonight. No discussions. No negotiations.” Napoleon’s got some balls. “Now, either we can do this the easy way, and you hand her over, or the bloody way, and I can just take her. Either or, I’m collecting what’s mine.”

I guard London as Easton dishes out his ultimatums. It all sounds like blah blah-blah blah blah blah-blah blah to me.

He can threaten all he likes. Pull a gun, throw a knife. Bottom line, the only way he’s leaving here with London is if he’s in a body bag. Which is somewhere I am more than happy to put him.

“I’m not yours,” London suddenly growls.

There’s no time for a response after that because all hell suddenly breaks loose. London pounces out from behind me and nails Easton right in the chest with the knife I gave her.

“I’m not yours!” she shrieks insanely as she plunges the blade all the way into his heart. At the same erupting moment, Kayne mows down Silas, stabbing him in the neck a split second before he pulls out his gun. Blood spurts out everywhere from the rip in his jugular vein as Kayne viciously slits his throat open. I’m trapped in a momentary time lapse, torn between which direction I should go.

“I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” London’s distraught screams yank me to her. “I’m not yours!” She stabs him over and over again. “I’m not fucking yours!” Blood is smeared all over her fists and splattered across her face and chest. I attempt to pull her away, but her adrenaline is pumping too hard. She’s imprisoned in the moment.

“Die!” She stabs him one last time and literally twists the knife. Then she collapses, a dazed look in her distraught eyes.

Kayne and I share the same dumbstruck expression as I attempt to pull her into my arms.

“It’s okay, baby. It’s all okay.” London comes to me slowly, warily. Like she doesn’t know who I am. Like she doesn’t even know who she is.

She’s in shock.

Once she’s sure she’s secure in my embrace, she nuzzles her head against my chest and lets it all go. She sobs so hard she shakes us both. Loud, anguished, afflicted sounds tearing from her throat. Never have I sensed so much pain. It’s so powerful I can almost carry it with me. I would gladly take it all if it meant she would finally be free.

“Shhh.” I rock her until she’s calm. Until the agonizing moans stop and she becomes a zombie in my arms.

I look up at Kayne who’s standing over two dead, bloody bodies, heaving like all the oxygen has been sucked out of the room. The wood floor flooding with red the longer the two corpses lay there.

“We need a cleanup in aisle three,” he says wryly.

Ya think? I fixate my attention on one of the hidden cameras in the corner of the office. I know Juice just saw everything and is cursing his head off right now. So much for no more messes. Oops.

We have a protocol for situations like these, which we’ve never had to deploy until now.

“Text Alistair. Get him in here,” I order Kayne with a paralyzed London still in my grasp.

I don’t think more than fifteen heartbeats pass before Alistair slips into the room. His facial expression says it all. “Holy fuck.”

“I need you to take her,” I bark at him. “Take her out to the pool house and wait for me. Use one of the back entrances so no one sees.”

Alistair hesitates for a second before prying London out of my arms.

“Jesus Christ, did she kill someone?” He notes the blood all over her face and body.

“Do you really want to know the answer to that?” I challenge.

His skin pales as he makes his conclusion.

Trust me, no one is more shocked by her actions than I am. My sexy, fierce little bird is a badass.

Mansion is full of service entrances and old staff corridors, so sneaking around can be easy as long as you know the ins and outs. It’s part of the reason Kayne and I chose this place. Plenty of escape routes, if needed. And tonight, it’s paying off tenfold.

Alistair guides London out of the alternate entrance of the office, leaving me with minimal time to handle what I need to.

“Are you good waiting for the crew?” I ask Kayne.

“I’m good. Just bring me a change of clothes.”

I nod. Fresh clothing is number one on my list for everyone. Time is of the essence. I need Alistair back monitoring the party room before anything else goes wrong.

I disappear up a back staircase and race around my room grabbing T-shirts and shorts for both London and me. Kayne is way too large to fit into anything of mine, so I grab clothes for him and Alistair out of his closet. Hopefully, no one will notice their wardrobe change.

Right before I vanish back down the stairwell, I hear a scream. And not a pleasurable one. My stomach drops. I know where it’s coming from. Javier’s room. And I know what he’s doing. Abusing the shit out of Spice. If it was any other night and he was any other man, I would kick the door down and toss his ass out of my house. But I can’t. Because this isn’t just any other night and he isn’t just any other man. He’s a devil with an open invite to stay.

I swallow my searing anger as I’m shrouded in darkness. I’ll tend to Spice tomorrow. Tonight, London is my sole focus.

I toss Kayne’s clothes on his desk and send him to wash off in the en-suite bathroom attached to the gargantuan office. He emerges from the bathroom in just his underwear, the soiled clothes crumpled in the garbage can. I strip down in the bathroom as well, washing Easton’s dried blood from my hands, neck, and chin. Quickly, I dress in the fresh shirt and gym shorts, tossing the bloody evidence in the full trash can.

“You okay with me leaving you with all this?” I motion to the massacre on the floor.

“I’m fine. Go. The crew should be here any minute. I’ll hold things down.” Composed, even sentences flow out of Kayne’s mouth, but the worry is apparent in his eyes. We’re spinning way too many dangerous dishes at once, and one slip could mean a catastrophic crash.

“She’s fine,” I try to assure him. “No one knows where she is. She’s probably the safest person in the whole house.”

Kayne grimaces, incredulously.

I place my hand on his shoulder. “You know where I’ll be if you need me.”

“I’ll be fine.” He urges me to go. “London needs you. More than anyone.”

“We’re in the same boat, my friend.”

“That we are.” He crosses his arms authoritatively. Ellie’s safety is the most important thing on his mind.

I leave Kayne behind with the mess. Using the shadows to shield me, I make my way across the backyard and around the pool to the miniature house set off to the side of the property. It’s about as extravagant as the inside of the mansion, outfitted with an entire wall of French doors overlooking the blue pool water, a full country kitchen, cork floors, and a lavish white bedroom. Two people could live out here comfortably.

I sneak through the dark house toward the back bedroom. When I crack open the door, I pause, listening to the conversation taking place.

London is seated on the edge of the bed with Alistair kneeling in front of her. Her gaze is lost, someplace far off as she rambles.

“You remind me of a monster I once knew. He used to keep me locked in a cage. He called me his pet. He liked to see me cry. And liked to hear me scream. His favorite thing to do was rape me over the sink while holding my head under water.” She tries to vacantly touch his face, and he spooks like a cat. Very unlike Alistair, but hearing her hair-raising accounts could haunt a friggin’ ghost.

“Enough,” I announce my presence. Alistair scrambles to his feet and backs away from London.

“She needs a shower and sleep. And probably years of therapy,” Alistair advises, unnerved.

“I think we’re all going to need therapy after this.” I toss the fresh pair of clothes I brought him on one of the wicker chairs. “Go wash off and change. Leave your dirty shirt and pants behind. I need you back at the social ASAP.”

Alistair doesn’t waste a minute. He’s clean and changed in record time. “I’ll text you when the house clears out.” He’s itching to leave.

“My phone is on,” I inform him with my eyes glued to London. “Don’t let anyone see you,” I remind him.

“As stealthy as a ninja.”

A moment later, we’re alone.

“Hey, c’mon.” I take London’s hand and gently guide her to stand. She does so without any arguments or objections, still completely zombified.

I direct her into the small adjoining bathroom and turn on the shower. I test the water until it’s the perfect temperature before I strip out of my clothes and then strip London out of hers. I toss her bloody corset in the corner along with the items Alistair left behind. When she’s asleep, I’ll burn everything in the fire pit outside.

London barely registers what I’m doing as she stares off into space. I wish I could reach her—pull her back, bring her to me—but I know recovering from such a traumatic event is going to take time.

I place her under the hot spray, soaking her body and hair all at the same time. Red mixes with the clear water as it escapes down the drain. See, little bird? Your vile past is washing away.

Giving her the silence she needs, I lather up her hair with lemon-scented shampoo and coat every inch of her body with the suds. It’s my version of a baptism. A cleansing. Tonight is a new beginning.

“I’m right here with you, London. You aren’t alone.” I gently rinse the soap from her body, hoping my touch and my voice console and soothe and heal her.

After a little coaxing, we finally make eye contact as we stand under the shower. There’s an inkling of life sparking in her flat blue eyes. She touches my chest, and I place my hand over hers. She sways on her feet, then steadies herself. Her bottom lip is pouty, and her cheeks are redder than strawberries, but I know she’s coming around.

“Is he really dead?” she croaks.

“Yes, my little bird, you finally killed your demon.”

That pouty lip quivers, and I know another bout of waterworks is on its way.

“What’s going to happen to me now? I killed him.” The dam bursts.

I yank her into my arms and smother her in my embrace.

“Nothing. No one will ever know. I promise I’ll protect you.”

“How?” She sobs inconsolably. I never realized that one human being could produce so many tears.

“Trust me.” I ask for the same thing I’ve been asking for all along.

“That’s so hard to do,” she confesses.

“I know. But you have to be brave and trust me now.” I take her face and force her to look at me. “You have to finally let me in.”

“I let you in the first day I met you,” she astonishingly comes clean.

“I let you in the first second I saw you.” I press my mouth firmly to hers, sucking gently on her puffy lips. “I’ll protect you,” I vow, resting my forehead against hers. “Please just let me protect you. You’ll never have to hide again. You’ll finally be able to fly.”

London breaks down, hooking her arms under mine, and just holds on.

I hug her until she can barely stand. Until the weight of the night finally takes its toll. There is so much I want to confess. So much I want to profess.

But now isn’t the time to be spewing emotional rhetoric. She’s not ready to hear it, and I’m not ready for my feelings to fall on deaf ears. Tonight, it’s all about show don’t tell. My actions will speak for me. Of that I’m certain.

I wrap London in a towel and then myself. It’s so quiet in the house, I can hear London breathing from across the room. I pull down the bedding, dry us both as best I can, then put her to bed without even bothering to dress her. It’s flesh on flesh tonight. Body heat, cool sheets, and an unrestricted connection.

I climb in after her, situating her next to me, side by side, limbs mingled, head on my chest. Her tears continue to flow down her cheeks in a fluid path, leaking years of heartache.

She can cry all night, all month, all year. I won’t let go until she’s shed every last painful drop.

“I’m so tired,” she whimpers weakly against me.

“Go to sleep,” I hum, hoping the melodic tone of my voice will help her drift off. “I’ll be right here to love you in the morning.”

A little whine escapes from her and then there’s nothing. No salty fluid or shaky breaths, just peace.
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I WAKE UP WITH A start.

I look around the bright sunny room, feeling completely out of sorts.

Where the hell am I?

“Hey,” Jett’s calm voice cuts through my mental turmoil. When I turn my head to him, everything comes rushing back.

“I killed him, didn’t I?” I slap a hand over my mouth horrified.

Jett nods, sliding closer to me over the pure white sheets. He sits up as he tugs me into his arms. I don’t protest. I just melt against his warm, bare chest.

“Can I tell you a secret?” he asks.

I nod silently before he tips my head back to look up at him. “He was never going to get out alive. If you didn’t kill him, I was going to.”

I stare into his smoldering aqua eyes and believe every word.

“What do we do now?” I whisper.

“Go on like nothing ever happened. You promised me last night that I could protect you, and I intend to do just that. Trust me to take care of everything.”

Trust. The most challenging word in my vocabulary. I’ve never trusted anyone. But I want to trust Jett.

“Please don’t make me regret making that promise.” I dig my face into the curve of his neck.

“Have I ever lied to you? Have I ever done anything to make you think my word isn’t worth anything?”

“No.”

“Then don’t start doubting me now.” He holds me so tenderly that every wall I have ever erected comes crashing down and turns to rubble. I can barely breathe as I hand myself over to him, extending my complete and vulnerable trust.

“I feel so . . . strange,” I admit.

“Strange?”

“Out of place. If that makes sense?”

“I thought you would have felt free.”

“I don’t know what free feels like. I’ve belonged to someone my entire life.”

“Well, now your life belongs to you. You can do anything you want. Be anyone you want.”

I blink up at him oddly. I’ve never had the opportunity to decide things for myself. Even when I was running, the threat of being found dictated all my actions.

“What would you do if you were me?” I ask Jett earnestly.

He smiles down at me warmly and wisely. “I would live,” he says simply. Like it’s the most obvious answer.

“I have no idea how to do that.” I laugh. I actually laugh sincerely.

The strangest feeling tickles my gut.

“We’ll figure it out together.” He kisses my head and tightens his arms. I rub my hand over his tattooed chest, and the warmest sensation spreads through me. It tingles and arouses and energizes something buried deep inside.

“Can we start living right now?” My touch becomes bolder, traveling south over his ripped torso and sculpted hips.

“Abso-fucking-lutely.” He closes his mouth over mine, not squandering a moment. We don’t do anything more than kiss and touch and connect in a way I’ve never experienced. There’s no pressure to perform. No one ordering me or forcing me or controlling me. Nothing is rushed or expected.

We just take our time exploring. Investigating every curve of each other’s body, every dip and hollow. Every secret.

“I’ve never been naked with a man before,” I confess, as I trace the blue and black nautical star on his left bicep. It’s always intrigued me, although I don’t know why. Maybe because it’s the only tattoo on that arm. A loner, just like me.

“Yes, you have. You just didn’t know it.” He kisses me so passionately we fall back lip-locked onto the mattress.

“When did you get this?” I ask as I touch the four points.

“When I was lost. There was a time in my life when I needed guidance through the night.”

“Did it help?” I straddle my legs over his pelvis.

“Yes. I found my way.” He slides his tongue rapturously between my lips.

“Do you think I’ll find mine?”

“I know you will, because I’m your North Star.” He silences me with a uniting embrace as we sink together into a sea of passion. Drowning in desire, immersed in need.

After an eternity of drifting weightlessly, Jett skims his fingertips down the center of my naked body. Lifting my hips, I allow him access to the entrance he’s hell-bent on breaching.

He easily submerges two fingers in my pussy, and we both expel a blissful moan.

“Fuck, you’re so wet.” He pumps his hand lightly, curling his fingers against my front wall. Teasing that secret spot that can send me into orbit.

“That’s what happens when you kiss me.” I breathe heavily with my eyes closed while rocking against his hand.

“Mmm.” He likes my response. “Let’s see how wet you get while I kiss you with my cock inside you.” He removes his hand and grabs his shaft, lifting it so I can maneuver myself onto him. I engulf him leisurely, appreciating for the first time what it’s really like to be with a man.

Jett exhales heavily, grabbing my thighs, tensing his body, and stretching his neck. “That’s it. Go slow.”

I move as slowly as possible, as slowly as my lust will allow, but he’s so long and so thick and fills me so deliciously that I want his entire length inside me right now. I drop down quicker the last two inches, the ache becoming unbearable. I need the friction and the resistance. I grind on him gradually, rolling my hips until we’re both heaving. Everything below my waist tightening and pulling and fluttering. With Jett, I really am a bird flying freely. I think I always have been and just didn’t realize it. Didn’t want to acknowledge it. Freedom was just a dream until now. Until him.

Jett sits up, shifting the angle of his cock. A zap of unexpected pleasure punches through me, causing me to shiver in his arms.

“Ah.” He responds to my tightening pussy as I continue to ride him ardently.

“Jesus, the way you move.” Jett grabs both of my heavy breasts hypnotically—eyes closed, in a state of bliss—squeezing and pushing them together. Licking both nipples in a fit of famine, biting, sucking, sending me to the brink in a flash.

“If you keep doing that, you’re going to make me come.” I whimper, the combined sensations are all too much. His pelvis grazing against my clit, the balls of his piercing massaging my inner walls relentlessly, and the provoking fill of his cock every time I grind down.

“So come. It won’t be the only time today.” He looks up at me with that predatory expression. His tongue extended and flat over my nipple.

“I don’t want to. Not yet,” I pant. “You feel too good.” But even as I protest, I know there’s no stopping the orgasm that’s already gained momentum. That’s rolling through my insides like an expanding snowball down a steep wintry hill.

“Jett.” I dig my nails into the back of his head. “Jett, Jett,” I moan his name insufferably as my heart and my pussy and my blood pumps faster. Fluid gushing from me swiftly, soaking us both with hot sticky arousal.

My entire existence is both confined and liberated in those few short, blazing seconds as I’m owned by the man of my choosing.

I’ve barely made it back down to earth before Jett flips me onto my back.

Taking charge, he laces our fingers and pins my hands over my head, all while he continues to thrust fluidly through the slippery passageway my pussy has become.

“You’re so fucking warm.” He burrows in deeper as I splay my legs wider. “And soft and wet. And mine. You are all fucking mine.” He claims me, and I love it. I want it. Want to be his.

“There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else, right?” He wants a declaration, and I will gladly give it.

“Yes,” I sigh as our bodies continuously join. As he stretches and fills and elicits sensations I never thought I could feel.

“Say it.”

“There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else.”

“Again,” he groans.

“There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else.” We look straight into each other’s eyes. We bond. We conjoin. We solidify.

My mind and body and soul are the barest they’ve ever been, yet I’m not scared or ashamed or apologetic for the way I feel. For the way I let go. Abruptly, everything feels so perfectly right.

Jett suddenly smiles. A warm expression that heats my heart.

“What?”

“We’re finally flying, little bird.”

My eyes well with joyous tears as I realize I no longer have to fight to fly. I no longer have to fight to live.

Jett kisses each of my eyes, catching the salty drops that escape with his lips. He has finally broken down my stone walls and rebuilt them with windows so he could shine through.

“Tell me you want me to fill you up,” he whispers seductively in my ear as he circles his hips, burying himself as deep as humanly possible.

I don’t hesitate as my body bows. “I want to feel you fill me up.”

“Tell me I’m the only one who comes inside you,” he growls as his cock swells and my pussy constricts. It doesn’t want to let him go.

“You’re the only one.” I exhale harder as the ache between my legs returns with a vengeance.

“Tell me how much you love to feel it.” He swirls the tip of his tongue over my lips as I speak.

“I love it. I love watching your face. I love how you grab me. I love how warm my pussy gets when it’s filled with your come.” I tell him all the dirty things he wants to hear. All the dirty things that will get him off. “I love to feel it drip between my thighs—”

“Fuck!” Jett smothers my mouth and squeezes my hands so hard they hurt. I could go on about how much I love it when he comes inside me, but he cut me off. Which is fine, because his erratic hips are feeding the ravenous feeling inside me. The balls of his piercing massaging the sensitive path to my g-spot, and the head of his cock is hitting me square in the unbearable ache.

Everything around us evaporates as together we hit our stride. As I break apart beneath him while he shatters to pieces above me, ensnared in mind-erasing ecstasy as our fluids mix.

In the wake of prodigious pleasure, it’s just us in this brand-new world, where I discover peace is not a thing, but a person.
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I LAY EUPHORICALLY WITH LONDON in my arms. She’s the only woman who can make me feel lighter than a feather. And now, she really is all mine. Her mind, her body, her soul, and all her secrets. I meant it when I said I was her North Star. I’ll guide her out of the darkness and into the light.

Brushing my fingers lightly over her arm as she lays on my chest, I stare at the white ceiling.

So much pain in her past. So much suffering and anguish. It amazes me how she survived. How she’s still so strong. The tribulations in my life pale in comparison to what she’s endured. I found a diamond in the rough, and I plan to place it in the most beautiful setting imaginable. I plan to display it, cherish it, and covet it.

She’ll never know anything other than unconditional love.

“London?”

“Mmm?” she replies tranquilly.

“Do you know anything about the man who held you captive?”

Her head pops up, her face wearing a weary expression.

“Nothing, why?”

“Because.” I trace the troubled lines on her gorgeous face. “I want to find him and kill him.”

“Jett, no,” she objects, tormented.

“London, yes.” I push. “Tell me something, anything, about him.”

London’s sparkly blue eyes grow wide. “I don’t want to think about him anymore. It’s all in my past, and I want to stop living there. I want to stay in the present with you.”

“You can stay with me.” I swipe my thumb across her flushed cheeks. “But I want to find him. I want to avenge you. I want his blood on my hands.”

“I don’t want you to have blood on your hands.” Her voice shrinks.

“It will just be a little more than what’s already there,” I placate her. “Now tell me something.”

Clearly hesitant, London closes her eyes and frowns, then breaks open more of her turbulent past. “I never saw his face. He always wore a mask, like the Phantom of the Opera. He would blindfold me. And he had an accent. Sometimes, he would give me commands in another language. It was Russian, I think.” London opens her eyes, and I find that vacant stare I detest. I suddenly question whether this interrogation was a good idea. I don’t want her slipping back into that dark place. Ever again.

“Вставай на коліна. On your knees. Відкрий рот. Open your mouth. Cry, і я тебе вб’ю. Cry and I’ll kill you,” she horrifically recalls.

I recognize the dialect immediately. “That’s not Russian. That’s Ukrainian.”

It makes no difference to London. No matter the language, the words and memories are all still the same. It’s nauseating to me.

“Anything else you can tell me? Any markings? Scars? Anything that stands out?”

She shakes her head, lost. “He had long dark hair he would pull back into a bun and . . . liked leather.” She makes a disgusted face. Note to self. No leather pants with London. Ever. “Oh! He had a tattoo on his lower back. I saw it once. It was a yellow cat eye, I think. With flames or something around it.”

I freeze. “A cat eye? How long ago was this?”

“Um, I was sixteen when I was given to him. So ten years ago.”

Ten years? Long dark hair, Ukrainian, a cat eye tattoo. An uneasy feeling flows through my veins. A familiarity I don’t like.

“Could the tattoo have been a dragon eye?”

London shrugs. “Maybe. Possibly. I only saw it once or twice. He didn’t like me to look directly at him. He punished me if I did.” She starts to shake in my arms.

“Shhhh.” I pull her close and soothe her. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to upset you.” I kiss her head and hold her securely. “But I need to know, if you saw it again would you recognize it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe? Are you going to drag home every man you find with a dragon eye tattoo?”

“Not every. Maybe just one.” My stomach flips at the mere thought. “Get up. Get dressed,” I urge her off me.

“What? Why?” She pouts, confused.

“Because we have to go see a man with a tattoo immediately.” I press my lips to hers assuringly. I want to scream from the rooftops how much I love her. If this conversation went in a different direction, I might be making love to her right now, professing my feelings like a damn fool. But those words won’t spill until I know she’s ready to hear them. Which she never will be if I’m right.

Jesus, please don’t let me be right.

You’re always right.

I ignore my trifling subconscious as I hand London her clothes and climb back into mine.

The whole way back to the house, my intuition sweats. It’s midday, so the sun is warm and directly overhead. Once back inside, and with a steel grip on London’s hand, I tear around the house.

“Jett, you’re going to rip my arm out at this rate.” She tugs, dressed in one of my navy blue T-shirts and lounge shorts.

“I’m sorry. But I need to know.”

“Know what?” She’s flabbergasted.

I finally track him down in the game room, playing pool with Amber. They look cozy, flirting and kissing like oblivious teenagers against the edge of the green felt table.

As if compelled by black magic, I rush Alistair, grabbing the back of his linen shirt and lifting it up.

“Is this the tattoo?” I snap at London.

“What the fuck?” Alistair reacts, slapping my hand away and bounding across the room before London can answer.

Her bewildered expression tells me everything I need to know.

I knew it the moment she told me the time period and that he wore his dark hair in a bun. That was Alistair’s trademark hairstyle for years.

“You knew,” I accuse lethally, stalking toward him. “You knew who she was the second you saw her.” I recall our fight in my dojo. I noticed the new addition. Redhead. Very nice.

Alistair doesn’t confirm nor deny anything. His silence proves him guilty in my eyes. I don’t recognize the man standing in front of me. A man capable of such revolting things. He’s not the man who raised me. The man who taught me to respect humanity. To respect women. To appreciate everything about them.

“Explain,” I demand, slamming my fist on the pool table. “Explain how you are capable—responsible—for such heinous things!”

Alistair steps backward cautiously, his cloudy hazel eyes calculating my every move. He should be wary, because right now I want to kill him. If he were anyone else, he’d already be dead. “I’m fucking waiting!”

“Don’t you dare yell at me. I’m still your elder. And I don’t have to explain anything to you.”

“You are a fucking snake slithering on the ground right now! And yes, you do. This is my house, London is my girl, and I demand an explanation.”

Alistair’s lips curl up cruelly.

“What’s that fucking look about?”

“You will never understand, so no matter what I say, no matter how I explain, my answers won’t make a difference.” His accent peeks through and London gasps. For years, he’s worked to get rid of it. Always claiming he didn’t want to be discriminated against for being foreign. He wanted to fit in. I never questioned it. Why would I? It was his prerogative, but now, today, I realize it had nothing to do with that. He wasn’t worried about being discriminated against; he was worried about being recognizable.

I glance at London for a split second and see the grief pouring out of her eyes.

“Try me,” I seethe.

“I owed big favors to bad men after we arrived in America. And I gladly paid the price for our freedom and your safety. I did what I had to do to survive. To escape the shithole your mother and I grew up in. She wanted a different life for you, and so did I.”

“You tortured an innocent young girl! I heard what she said to you last night. Heard what you did to her.” My sentences are laced with disgust. I’m ashamed we share the same DNA.

“I did what I was ordered to do,” he defends his actions.

“Break an innocent woman!” I bellow.

“Yes!” he barks back. “She was my best work. The perfect pet.”

I hear London’s distressed sobs in the corner of the room. This trip down memory lane is destroying her.

Amber is standing right next to her, clearly torn, a myriad of emotions playing across her face.

It all ends now.

“Get the fuck out,” I growl at Alistair.

“Jett!” Amber screams in protest.

“Go! Before you can’t walk out of this house on your own.”

“Jett, please!” Amber begs, but there’s no changing my mind.

The room crackles with hostility before anyone moves. Alistair and I stare in contention, a battle of wills. I’m a mess of emotions, trying to understand the person standing before me. The man I considered a father.

“I’ll go, Jetson.” I cringe hearing my real name leave his scorned lips. Alistair creeps around the opposite side of the room, with me watching his every step. In the short seconds it takes to reach the door, I read an entire book of emotions in his eyes. Pride and regret the two main themes. Dueling affections.

As he pauses in the doorway, his gaze lands on Amber before jumping to London. She won’t even steal a glance at him, but Amber can’t peel her eyes away. It’s clear she’s torn.

“Jett, please,” she implores desperately one last time. It breaks my heart. I know how much she loves him. I know how she’s suffered every time he’s gone away. But nothing will change my mind. I not only want him out of my house, but I also want him out of my life.

I shake my head at her authoritatively. “If you want to be with him, you can go, too.” That was harsh. But the truth. If she can still love him knowing the truth, she can’t do it in front of me. Or London, or any of the other women in this house. It sends a dangerous message. That violence is acceptable.

Not under my roof. And not by my own blood.

Not by the man who taught me contradicting values.

Amber and Alistair exchange a silent look, the longing on his face is unrecognizable even to me. If she means anything to him, he’s professing it now.

With an apologetic frown, Amber slides across the wall to the doorway until she slips into Alistair’s arms.

Decision made.

They disappear out of sight together.

My feet are nailed to the floor as I process everything that just happened. Finding out who my uncle really is and what he did to the woman I’m in love with.

A huge part of my foundation just cracked, but it’s nowhere near as devastating as the damage he did to London.

“Jett!” London flies into my arms, nearly knocking me over. Crying against me, she claws at my shirt as if trying to find safety beneath my skin.

“It’s okay.” I wrap her solidly in my arms. “Every monster in your life is finally gone,” I whisper distantly in her ear. Both of us still reeling from the discovery.

I catch Javier slither across the doorway. “Never a dull moment in this house, is there?” he comments vilely.

I sneer malevolently.

All of London’s monsters may be gone, but unfortunately for me, I still have a few demons left to slay.
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ALISTAIR IS JETT’S UNCLE.

Amber is in love with Alistair.

Alistair is my former Master.

I have been repeating those three sentences in my head since last night. I keep telling myself if I say them enough, I’ll actually get over the shock.

It’s a very slow process. I couldn’t sleep again last night, but Jett wouldn’t let me out of his sight. We spent half the night talking and half the night fucking. My emotions are in turmoil. On one hand, the elation I feel from being free has my heart exploding. On the other, the uncertainty of the future and the trauma from the past makes moving forward difficult. Jett does nothing but reassure me and make promises. Promises of a brighter tomorrow, and I believe him. I trust him, which is a thousand-mile stretch for me.

When he finally fell asleep early this morning, I snuck out of his room. I’ll probably get spanked for that later, but my mind was going, and I needed to do something with my hands. So breakfast it is.

So far, I have made a stack of pancakes, French toast, bacon, and am now whisking eggs. I hope everyone is hungry. I’ve been snacking on a bowl of cherries the whole time. They’re my favorite fruit, and Jett has kept the refrigerator stocked since the moment he found out.

Most of the girls sleep in, so I know my feast won’t get devoured until later. Which is fine with me. I like the quiet and love cooking in Mansion’s kitchen. It’s gargantuan, with state-of-the-art appliances, expansive granite countertops, custom cabinets that reach the ceiling, and light hardwood flooring. It’s a chef’s wet dream.

“I thought I smelled something burning.” I peek over my shoulder to find Kayne pouring a cup of coffee.

“Very funny,” I quip.

He smirks behind his coffee cup. His eyes are bloodshot, and he’s wearing the same shirt as yesterday. Looks like I’m not the only one who didn’t sleep.

He comes to stand next to me as I prepare the eggs. “Where’s Jett?”

“Still sleeping, I think.”

He takes another sip of his coffee and then turns the television on. So much for peace and quiet. I can’t say a word—this is his house.

A newscaster’s voice fills the room.

Kayne then slides a little closer. It’s very odd. As many times as he’s fucked me, he’s never been overly social outside a bedroom.

“Are you holding up okay?” he asks casually in a low voice.

I stop whisking and look up at him with a sidelong gaze.

“I’m okay,” I admit.

“Jett had no idea about Alistair,” he states steadfastly.

Does he think he needs to convince me?

“I know he didn’t.”

“Good.” Kayne nods, his strange, sharp eyes illuminating in the morning sun. “He’s the best man I know. Whatever he tells you, believe him.”

I bat my eyelashes at him bemused. I think this is the longest conversation we’ve ever had. And it’s a heavy one. “I will, I promise.”

He nods again, satisfied before stealing a cherry.

“Am I interrupting?” Jett’s voice cuts through the newscaster’s. I glance over my shoulder and smile flirtatiously. “Kayne was just telling me how much he likes my cherry.”

“I bet.” Jett traps my waist tightly as I stand at the stovetop. “Good thing for him I like to share.” He kisses my neck and purrs, “Nice to see you have a sense of humor this morning.”

“It’s a new morning and a new me.” I try to sound confident.

“One day at a time,” he reminds me amorously, caressing my hips.

Kayne groans. “Get. A. Room.”

“Would you be joining us in that room?” Jett badgers him.

Kayne just stares, unamused. For such a domineering man in bed, he’s very reserved when presented with the opportunity. Sometimes I can’t seem to make heads or tails of him.

With no comment from Kayne, Jett swipes a cherry for himself, then adds, “You look like shit, by the way.”

Kayne responds with a low growl in his throat. I swear, I wonder if he’s part wolf at times.

“I’m going to shower.” Kayne downs his coffee, spectacularly ignoring Jett’s ridicule. “Check my office in a little bit,” he orders like a dictator.

“Will do,” Jett agrees, taking Kayne’s spot next to me, leaving just the two of us in the kitchen and the local news. Jett picks another cherry from the bowl with a wicked glint in his eye. “You have no idea what I want to do with you and this cherry.” He runs the red, heart-shaped piece of fruit along his bottom lip. “Are you wearing underwear?”

“Yes.” My cheeks flush the same dark shade of the cherry.

“That’s too bad.” Jett captures it between his teeth and licks it indecently with his tongue. At this rate, these eggs are never getting into the pan.

“I can always take my underwear off.” I play his little game. “Then sit on the counter and show you my little cherry.”

Jett swallows the cherry in one gulp. “Jesus, woman.” He leans in and kisses me, plunging his tongue straight down my throat. “I don’t just want to see your cherry.” His voice is husky. “I want to lick it and bite it and suck it and then clamp it.” He nips the tip of my tongue. “And play with it until you come.”

Holy fuck, this man and his words. You’d think after last night our bodies would need a rest, but that doesn’t seem to be the case. We can barely get enough of each other.

“I think the eggs can wait.” I place the glass bowl next to the stove so I can rip my underwear off.

“In breaking news, famed real estate mogul Easton Erickson was found dead on his luxury fishing boat yesterday morning.”

At the abrupt mention of my father’s name I jump, knocking the bowl of scrambled eggs to the ground. The glass shatters everywhere as the news story continues. “A fire claimed his life. Flames engulfed the forty-foot yacht while anchored ten miles off Great Kills Harbor in Staten Island. It has been reported Erickson and his assistant died of smoke inhalation while asleep. Dental records were needed to identify the bodies.”

I stare blankly at Jett. He doesn’t seem to be surprised by the news. “I told you I’d take care of everything,” he whispers conspiratorially. “Your monsters are dead, burned, and will soon be buried.” He picks me up and sets me on the counter, speechless. “Don’t move until I can clean this up.”

I sit there in a daze as Jett absorbs, sweeps, and mops up the runny eggs and all the shards of glass. Who is this man? Who is he really? How can he be capable of so many secretive and devious and underhanded things, and still come off professional and compassionate and sensual and caring?

“Don’t look at me like that. My mother taught me to pull my weight.” He deposits the mop back in the broom closet.

“I’m not staring at you because you can clean. I’m staring at you because I have no idea who you are.”

“You do know who I am. I’m the man who’s vowed to look after you. To protect you. Care about you.” He anchors his hand behind my neck and touches his forehead tenderly to mine.

“Why?” The question pops out before I can stop it.

“You know why. I’ve never met a woman like you, and I doubt I ever will. We’re two black pearls born of the same oyster.”

“A match?”

“A perfect match.”

“Oh god, you two are sickening.” Jenna drags herself into the kitchen. “I need coffee before I am subjected to cute.”

Jett and I break apart as Jenna shuffles around the expansive kitchen in adorable little ruffle shorts and matching tank top.

She’s one to talk about cute. Because she’s cute as a button.

“Do you want breakfast?” I ask.

“Yes, please.” She sits at the island across from us. Ever since I started tutoring her, I’ve developed an affection for her. Sort of like the sorority little I never had. I hop off the counter, turn off the TV, and make both Jenna and Jett a plate. I have my domestic moments. I place a pancake, a piece of French toast, and a few pieces of bacon on each dish, while Jett grabs the silverware. As I place a plate in front of Jenna, I gasp when I notice the angry red burns around her wrists. She immediately tucks her arms under the lip of the island.

“It’s nothing. Don’t make a big deal,” she hisses.

I don’t know what surprises me more, the marks or Jenna’s reaction.

“Big deal about what?” Jett sits next to her. “Let me see.”

Jenna reluctantly reveals her raw wrists. “It’s not a big deal. Your houseguest likes to play rough. That’s all.” She tries to play it off.

Jett inspects both her wrists reprehensibly, clearly unhappy.

“It’s fine, I can handle it.” She pulls her hands out of his grasp. “I’m a professional, remember?”

Jett and I share the same wary look.

“Don’t do anything you’re uncomfortable doing,” Jett sternly reminds her.

“I won’t.” Jenna comes off like a surly teenager. Which she sort of still is. Sometimes we forget she’s only nineteen.

Jett stands and places a long, firm kiss on her head. “I have some things to do,” he relays. “Take it easy today. Both of you.” Jenna and I both nod obediently.

I watch sadly as he takes his breakfast to go.

Once alone, I sit next to Jenna and put my arm around her. “Is it really okay?”

She sniffles suddenly and my heart breaks. “It was pretty awful.” She buries her face in my neck and cries softly. I fall apart. I can empathize with every single thing she’s feeling right now. Dirty, used, frightened. She’s still so young and impressionable. I wish more than anything that she had a different life.

“What do you say we spend the day in bed, find some mindless TV to watch, and binge on popcorn?” I suggest to make her feel better.

Jenna giggles through her tears. “Is binging on popcorn the only thing we can do in bed?” She lifts her head and seduces me with big watery green eyes.

“No.” I trace her lips. “We can do anything you want.”

“Good.” She sniffs. “Because spending the day in bed sounds really good right now.”

“I’m yours all day long.” I kiss her softly, rubbing my tongue sensually against hers.

“Mmm,” she moans, opening her mouth wider and deepening the kiss. “Can we go upstairs and disappear right now?” she asks between intakes of breath.

“Yes.” I lick my way down her neck. “I’ll bring the cherries.”
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I SIT IN KAYNE’S LARGE leather office chair and watch the wall of monitors. For now, everything is how it should be.

There’s not one trace left from the massacre the other night and Ellie is still locked away safely in the dungeon. For how long? Only time will tell. She seems to be a bit of a spitfire. Kayne didn’t think she would last a day down there, and here we are, going on number three. We’ve luckily slid under the radar with all the chances we’ve taken. We haven’t had this much excitement in I can’t tell you how long. Hopefully, yesterday was the last of it. I don’t need any more red flags waving while Javier is here.

My attention snags on a monitor broadcasting London and Jenna crawling into bed. Little minxes.

I swear, London is so attached to Jenna I wouldn’t be surprised if we end up in a triad relationship. Not that I would mind. If London wants Jenna, she can have her. And with what she’s doing with those cherries right now, it’s clear she wants her very badly. Lucky little piece of fruit.

I sit back and enjoy the show while keeping my eye on everything else. Fuck, I could watch London eat pussy all day. I’m going to be hard enough to hammer nails by the time those two are done with each other. I rub my cock over my jeans as I watch the pleasure on Jenna’s face. Observe as she grips London’s hair and drops her knees, spreading her legs wider and wider. I nearly combust as my little bird makes her come. Every limb of her naked body shaking with ecstasy. The two are so fucking hot together they could burn the entire house down. My cock has its own heartbeat by the time they switch positions.

I have to stop touching myself as I watch. It’s too easy to just pull on my shaft and share in their desire. I want to save it all for tonight. All for the woman who enraptures me.

My muscles tense beneath my clothes as she squirms. As she lifts her legs and massages her breasts and moans seductively. Not that I can hear her, but I can pretend. I know her sounds by heart.

She comes so freely with Jenna. So wild and untamed. She really is a thunderstorm, lightning striking with every move. I can feel her even now. As she rests with Jenna on her chest.

“Isn’t that a pretty picture?” Kayne comments from behind me. “Did you come in your skinny pants?”

“I’m sure just as hard as you did,” I sneer.

We both chuckle. What man in his right mind wouldn’t come after watching those two?

“How is she?” he asks about Ellie in all seriousness.

“The same. Think she’s finally ready to crack?”

“We’ll find out tonight when I visit her again.” He sighs.

“Are you going to be ready if she does?”

“I’ll have to be.” The leather creaks as he squeezes the edges of the chair.

“What are you going to call her?” I wonder aloud.

“Kitten, I think. She’s frisky.”

“Okay then.” I stand up. “When kitten is ready to come out and play, let me know. For now, I’m going to keep a close eye on Javier. He hasn’t mentioned anything about El Rey since he arrived, has he?”

“Nothing.” Kayne stands cross-armed like a Roman statue.

I raise an eyebrow. This guy had better not be taking us on a wild fucking goose chase.

“Hey.” Kayne grabs my arm as I pass by him. “You doing okay, after everything with Alistair?”

“I’m coming to terms. It feels like my own father betrayed me.” I grind my teeth. “I can’t dwell on it right now. I need to concentrate on London and everything else that’s going on.” I wave my hand dismissively.

“Do you want me to kill him?” Kayne asks. “I know you couldn’t do it, but I can.”

His sinister question actually makes me laugh, and it’s surprisingly cathartic. I know he’s as serious as cancer, but his blunt loyalty lifts my spirits.

“You think I’m being funny?” he asks affronted.

“No, I know you’re dead serious. It’s why I trust you with my life.”

“Then is that a yes?”

“It’s a thank you, but no. As much I want to kill the monster who tortured London, the man has many more layers . . . And people who love him . . . Like my mother . . . And Amber.” I exhale, mentally exhausted.

“And you,” Kayne tacks on.

I regard him regretfully. “And me.”
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I find Javier helping himself to pancakes and bacon in the kitchen.

My skin crawls from just the simple fact he’s touching something London made.

“Good morning.” He hits me with a loathsome smile.

“Morning. How did you sleep?” I ask, feigning politeness.

“Wonderfully. You have a very inviting home.” Every polite word that leaves his lips oozes like slime.

“Thank you. We try.” I hide my disdain.

I want to ask him if he enjoyed abusing Jenna last night. If he liked hearing all the pained sounds from the torture he inflicted.

But I already know the answer. Yes.

“You look troubled my friend,” Javier comments intuitively.

“It’s just been a very long weekend.”

“Is there always so much excitement?” He sits at the island, eager to dig in to breakfast.

I pause, wondering exactly which excitement he’s referring to.

“Not always, but sometimes there’s fireworks,” I confide.

Javier smiles deviously. “I love fireworks. They’re so . . . spectacular.” The dark look in his black eyes is nefarious. I inwardly shudder. Javier has convinced me he was born without a soul by just this conversation alone.

“I’ll let you enjoy your breakfast. I’ll be in my office if you need anything.”

He nods solicitously. “For now, I’m fine. I would like the pleasure of some company later.”

I inwardly cringe. Of course he would.

“I’ll send someone to your room.” My forced response burns my tongue like acid.

“The young lady I indulged in the past few nights?” he requests as he indulges in a piece of syrup-smothered pancake.

I swallow the millions of razor blades my saliva has become.

“Spice is unfortunately preoccupied today. But I have six other girls who are at your beck and call.”

His gaze morphs into something blacker than midnight. “An orgy. How fun.”

“If that’s what you fancy.” I fight to keep my facial expression stoic.

“I fancy many, many things.” Filth drips from his words.

“I’ll set it up.” I turn on my heel with my stomach churning. This is going to be so much harder than I ever anticipated.

I retreat to my office and prolong disturbing the girls for as long as possible. It’s Sunday. Their day to unwind and regroup. I hate asking them to work, but it has to be done. He has to trust us. And if this is the way, so be it.

As the sun sets through the windows, I finally force myself up and out of my office. With dread, I round up all six girls and send them off to Javier’s room. Not one with a complaint. In their mind, he’s just another client to satisfy, no matter the day.

I text Kayne, knowing he’s holed up in his study watching Ellie like a hawk.

Me: Six girls in J’s room. Keep an eye out.

Kayne: Fortuitous bastard. Will do.

I can’t help but laugh when Kayne uses vocabulary words.

I shove my phone into my back pocket and make my way to London’s room. Needing an escape, I know I’ll find it with her. London and Jenna are cuddled up on the bed under the covers with a bucket of popcorn, a bowl of cherries, and the air smelling heavenly of sex.

“Mind if I join the party?” I kick off my shoes and shrug out of my clothes.

“Never.” They separate as I crawl onto the mattress. I settle against the headboard, sandwiched between two beautiful, naked women.

“What are we watching?” I grab a handful of popcorn.

“Sex and the City marathon.” Jenna munches contently on her popcorn.

“You two would binge on a show with a character called Mr. Big.”

They both smile.

“Intimidated?” Jenna flirts.

“Please. You two can enjoy Mr. Big. I’ll just lay here and binge on popcorn and cherries.” I crunch.

“London and I have two cherries you can binge on.” Jenna reaches over, steals a cherry, and then slips it between my lips. I suck on the sweet little piece of fruit for a moment before chewing it up and swallowing it down.

“You do both have cherries I love to binge on,” I agree lasciviously.

“Then what are you waiting for?” London purrs, rubbing my chest and pulling at my nipple ring.

“Not a damn thing.” I slide down the mattress to make myself more comfortable. My two little sexy sirens prowl all over me, Jenna running her tongue down my torso, London running hers up my neck. My cock strains and twinges with want. My body clamoring for both women.

I gladly hand over total control as London traps my head between her thighs and Jenna swallows my throbbing cock. My insides tear apart as I’m swathed and trussed and muzzled by pleasure. I suck and lick and swirl my tongue savagely around London’s ripe little cherry. She smells like sex and tastes deliciously like come. Locking my arms around her thighs, I eat her out like a food-addicted man while pumping my cock insistently in and out of Jenna’s hot mouth. She jerks me off as her saliva coats my shaft, her hand slipping over the taught, veiny skin. My moans resonate, vibrating against London’s soaked, delectable pussy. I forget who I am, where I am, and about all the strife that surrounds me, and just live in the moment with these two amorous women who spoil and serve and satisfy me.

“Jett,” London vocalizes in ruin as she rides my face, sprinting closer and closer to that jagged, self-indulgent edge. Every muscle below my waist rips and throbs and pulsates as the heady sensations resonate. As they quicken my pulse and pound in my ears.

Make me come, make me come I chant in my head as Jenna’s mouth and hands work harder.

“Oh fuck!” London pulls on my hair and jerks her hips as she spasms and then erupts, a flash flood of dewy arousal drowning me on the spot. It spills out hotter than lava, scorching my lips and overflowing from my mouth. Her orgasm is so fucking fiery I spontaneously combust into flames.

With a pained grunt I chew on London’s clit as I shoot rockets down Jenna’s throat. She sucks every pulsating stream until I have nothing left. Until I’m depleted and numb and sublimely sated.

The girls shift above my fatigued body, repositioning themselves for round two. Jenna mounts my semi-hard cock while London reverses directions on my face.

I was hankering for an escape, and I knew these two wouldn’t disappoint.

“Don’t worry. You just lay there. We’ll do all the work . . .” London teases me. “This time.” She and Jenna lean across my outstretched body kissing and fondling and grinding their wet pussies against my hypersensitive spots. I stiffen my tongue, letting London use it as she pleases, feeling her hand run along my thickening cock as she tickles Jenna’s damp crease.

I’m reduced to putty as they use me as their playground, giggling like school girls wild and free.

“You said you wanted to binge on our cherries.” London grinds her insatiable pussy against my willing mouth.

“I’ll binge all night.” I plunge my tongue into her slippery entrance as the sound of a foil wrapper crinkles. London emits an illicit moan as Jenna rolls on the condom.

When Jenna sinks down onto my stiff cock, I twitch in pulverizing ecstasy. Two bewitching women. A penstock of pleasure. And a coursing flow of promiscuity has me elevating to the heights I need. Has me delirious and manic and walking a fine line of lunacy as together they ride me unrelentingly.

“Good,” London pants. “Because we both need you, all night.”
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“Jett,” London whispers my name in the darkness.

“Hmm?” I stir in my sleepy state.

“Your phone. It’s vibrating.” She pokes me in the ribs with the blunt corner.

I rub my heavy eyes and take the phone. “Were you up?”

“I’ve been dozing.” She cuddles up next to me.

“You need to sleep, baby.” I kiss her head waiting for my vision to clear.

“I’m trying.” She sighs, and Jenna stirs on the opposite side of me.

London reaches over to caress Jenna’s back, delicately coaxing her back to sleep. “I’m worried about her,” she confesses.

“She has you. She’ll be fine,” I reassure her. “And me too.”

“I don’t want this life for her,” London frets.

“It’s her choice.”

“I know. But she has other choices, too.” She hides her face against my side. “I never had a choice.”

“You have a choice now,” I encourage, as a spiky lump forms in my throat. A choice to leave.

“I just don’t want to see her end up like me.”

“What’s so bad about where you ended up?” I toy with her, attempting to veer her off the haunted path she’s headed down. London’s past will always plague her; I have no doubt. But when she slips into the darkness, I vowed to be her North Star. To lead her out of the shadows and into the light.

“You saw the burns he left on her wrists. She was scared.” She avoids my question spectacularly.

“I’ll never let anything bad happen to her. I promise. I’ll never let anything bad happen to any of my girls. Especially this girl.” I squeeze London securely.

London breathes heavily before she speaks. “Where I ended up isn’t bad at all. But I got extremely lucky.”

“Luck had nothing to do with it. Fate brought you to me.”

She lifts her face, and I kiss her before she can say another word. I don’t want a verbal response. I want physical affirmation.

London doesn’t disappoint. She falls head first into the embrace, confirming the one thing I want to know. That she’s all mine, no matter the tribulations of the past, the challenges of the present, or the uncertainty of the future.

Without a doubt, I am definitely all hers.

“Go to sleep, little bird.” My contentment peeks through.

“I’ll try.” She exhales unsettled.

“There’s nothing to worry about,” I lull her. “I’ll be here to love you in the morning.”

I feel her eyelashes sweep over my skin as I finally open the message from Kayne:

The kitten is out of her cage.

Well shit.
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Kayne and I didn’t exactly have time to devise a solid plan for Ellie. We glazed over a few options, but didn’t set anything in stone.

One thing was definitely agreed on, and blindly apparent. The importance of her safety.

And in order to achieve that, we need to deceive everyone involved. With the perilous nature of the operation, the high stakes, and Javier’s depraved inclinations, it didn’t leave us much choice. Ellie needs to believe she is owned. Javier needs to believe she’s claimed. And Kayne and I need to pull those two things off seamlessly. To beat a ruthless monster, sometimes you must become a ruthless monster. I just hope it doesn’t destroy the three of us in the process.

There are more than our lives at stake. There are people in this house and across borders who are innocent and need to be saved.

Moral sacrifice for the greater good? We shall see.

Kayne said when he left Ellie in her new room last night she was pretty shook up, so this morning should be fun.

She’s alone, she’s scared, and tangled in a mess she was never meant to be a part of.

On top of that, when I enter her room, she’s going to embark on a whole new journey. One of dominance and submission and sexual discovery.

I open the door, and she jumps frightfully on the bed, withdrawing into a naked little ball.

“Ah, you’re up.” I saunter toward her, and she recoils. “There, there,” I coo, pulling on the chain attached to her collar fastened to the vining iron part of the headboard. I will admit, Kayne’s lecherous fantasy translates well into real life. Ellie is absolutely appetizing completely bare, collared, and chained helplessly to the bed. “Aren’t you a pretty thing?” I muse. “No wonder Kayne wanted you. Come here.”

“No. Who are you?” She fights me. Kayne was right; she is frisky.

“Jett.” I yank harder, forcing her closer to me. “I’m your keeper.”

“I don’t need a keeper. I need to go home!” she screams.

Oh no. We can’t have outbursts like this. I grab her face, inspecting her features closely. “Sweetheart, the only place you’re going is into the shower.”

“I took a shower last night,” she snaps bitterly.

“It’s time for another. You also need to be groomed.” That bush needs to go.

“Groomed! I’m not an animal!” she flails outraged.

I clutch her face more tightly. “Technically you’re owned, so you’re the equivalent.”

Infuriated tears threaten.

“Ellie. I will tell you this once. Cooperate with me, or I will tie you down and spank you until you do.”

“Is that my life now? Beating after beating?”

“It doesn’t have to be. But you have to listen, and do as Kayne and I say.”

“Do I belong to both of you?” Her words are sharper than a butcher knife.

She should be so lucky. If she belonged to me, the word spoiled would take on a whole new meaning in her vocabulary. But alas, Kayne ordered hands off. Which totally bites considering I share women with him all the time. Even ones who mean more to me than the sun.

“No. You’re just Kayne’s,” I clarify. “But I do have the authority to punish you if you don’t behave. So, what’s it going to be sweet thing? We can be friends, or we can be enemies. It’s up to you. Personally, I’d like to be friends. It will make things easier for everyone involved.”

She only stares up at me. Deliberating maybe? After a few drawn out moments I nod, then pull out a set of keys from my pocket and unlock the padlock linking the chain to the collar. She just sits until I tell her to move. “Bathroom?” I point.

Ellie gets up and walks into the adjoining room, attempting to cover up as much of her nakedness as she can. I smirk behind her. Silly little kitten.

“Good girl,” I praise in a condescending tone. I shouldn’t be enjoying this as much as I am. Once in the bathroom, I turn the shower on. “We’ll groom you first, then breakfast.”

“Groom?” she repeats curiously. Those big green eyes are a damn killer. I’ve spent five minutes with the girl, and I already know why Kayne is infatuated with her. She’s adorable, sexy, feisty, and has the spirit of a strong-willed submissive in the making.

“Mmmm hmmm.” I pull out a table from the linen closet and open it up.

“What’s that for?” she asks untrustingly.

“You’ll see.” I pull the key ring out of my pocket again and unlock the wide collar, removing it from her neck. She immediately rubs her sore throat. Thick training collars like this one take a while to get used to. “In you go.”

She steps into the stone shower and allows the water to continuously cascade over her skin. She’s stalling.

“Wash,” I strictly instruct. Ellie sticks her tongue out at me as she turns for the soap. Seriously? “I saw that.” I can’t hide my amusement. If I wasn’t about to inflict pain in an ulterior way, I would bend her over and spank the spunk out of her right there in the shower. Kayne is going to have his hands full with this one, I can see it already. And I can’t wait to watch the show, as fucked up as it is.

“Done,” I announce, opening the door and turning the water off. “Hey!” She immediately jumps and covers herself. Please. I pull her arms away from her chest. “Get over the modesty. And get used to being naked,” I state bluntly. Clothes are a thing of the past.

“Why?”

“Because that’s how Kayne wants you.” I wrap her in a towel and dry her off with a bit of a massage. See? I’m not all bad.

“Why me?” she asks forlornly.

“He has his reasons.” I work the towel up to dry her long golden hair.

“I wish someone would share them with me.”

“You don’t need to worry about his reasons. All you need to do is what you’re told.”

“What if I can’t be submissive? Then what?” she challenges.

“I don’t think you want to know,” I divulge. Kayne may care about her, but he’ll do what he has to do to make her submit. He wants her obedient for her own good, and he knows there may be lines he’ll have to cross to reach his desired outcome.

Ellie’s lip quivers. “He’s going to hurt me, isn’t he?”

“Not if you listen,” I try to hint.

“What does he want from me?” she demands with her emotions bubbling over.

I shoot her an I think you know look. “Don’t be naïve, Ellie. It doesn’t become you. You know exactly what he wants.” Your obedience, your submission, your body. “You’ve been acquired as a sex slave.”

“Don’t use that word!” she screams with her head in her hands, tears bursting from her eyes. “I can’t do this. You have to let me go!” she sobs.

“Shhh, Ellie.” I wrap her in my arms and calm her. This is the part that’s going to kill me. Seeing her suffer. It’s a necessary evil. But I solemnly swear, I’ll never let her hurt alone. She’s one of my girls now. “You can and you will.”

“Why?” She cries into my shoulder.

“Because—” I pull away and look down at her with compassionate eyes. “Listen to me, Ellie. You need to trust Kayne. I know that might be hard, but he’s doing this for a reason.”

“How can I trust him?” she asks in turmoil. “He puts a collar on me and forces me to walk around naked. And soon . . .” She wipes her watery eyes. “Soon . . . I don’t know what’s going to happen.”

“The only thing I can tell you is things aren’t always as they seem.” It’s the only thing I say without giving anything away.

Ellie searches my eyes. “What does that mean?”

I merely shake my head. “Trust Kayne.”

I know. Easy for me to say.

“Enough talk, Ellie. It’s time to be strong. Lay on the table.” We need to get things moving.

“What are you going to do?” She sniffs.

I glare with a pseudo-annoyed expression. She can’t think I’m a total pushover. “Here’s your first lesson in submission. Don’t ask questions, don’t talk back, and do as you’re told.”

She frowns.

“Now go, or I’ll force you down and tie you to it.”

Her wide eyes tell me all I need to know. She’s buying my bullshit. Ellie lays on the table, naked with her hair still damp, clearly

beside herself. I’ll try to do this as quickly as possible. For both our sakes. “Pull your knees up and spread your legs. Put your hands over your head,” I order. She does as I instruct, panting nervously.

“Breathe, Ellie.”

“What are you going to do?” she asks again.

“Wax you.” I smear the warm, sticky wax all over her pubic hair, and she flinches. I haven’t done this in a long time, so I hope it’s just like riding a bike. For her sake. “Don’t move.” I continue to cover the applied wax with strips of cloth.

“Have you ever had a Brazilian before?” I attempt to distract her as I rip off the first strip.

“No!” she shrieks as the scalding pain burns her skin and tears run out of her eyes.

“First time for everything.” I rip off strip after strip, until she’s completely bare. Mm, I steal glances of her little pink clit peeking out of her smooth, puffy folds, restricting myself from soothing the irritated skin with my tongue.

Ellie would be a fun doll to play with, but I know Kayne would kill me if I broke the lock to that toy box.

I’ll behave.

For now.

“Aloe.” I show her the green blob on my fingers before I apply it to her sensitive skin. She’s so incredibly soft now. Kayne is going to lose his fucking mind.

“Up you go.” I take one of her hands and help her to stand. She’s a little wobbly on her feet.

But we’re not done yet.

“Turn around and rest your hands on the table,” I continue. “Are you on any birth control?” I ask clinically.

“No, why?” She looks over her shoulder as I pick up the syringe. “Good.” I stab her in the ass.

“What is that?” She tenses and grits her teeth as the needle penetrates her skin.

“Depo-Provera,” I inform her, and the realization as to why she needs birth control hits home. She starts to hyperventilate.

“Ellie, calm down.” I rub her back. Jesus. I want to tell her that it’s more dangerous for her out there than it is in here, but instead I just continue to comfort her. “You need to eat.” She’s barely had a full meal in days. She’s dehydrated, traumatized, and things are only going to get worse before they get better. I lead her back into the bedroom and urge her weary body onto the bed. “Lie down. I’ll be right back. Is there anything you’re allergic to?”

“No.” She cries into the pillow, distraught. Seeing her like this breaks my heart. Knowing I’m partly responsible breaks my spirit.

Speedily, I head down to the kitchen where I know Donovan, the chef I employ, is cooking away.

“The redhead has been in my kitchen again.” The French chef is a bit territorial about his space. Donovan has been with Mansion for years, preparing lunches and dinners for me, Kayne, and the girls. He’s a godsend when he’s not in a snooty mood. Which he seems to be at the moment.

“Yes. She likes to cook. It’s therapeutic for her. Get over it,” I dismiss his gripe. “Can you whip me up something light?”

“Right now?” He’s holding a large, silver mixing bowl filled with batter.

“Yes, right now,” I forcefully request.

Donovan drops the bowl on the counter. “I work for you, so I guess the answer is yes.” He puts up his nose, affronted.

I roll my eyes. I am surrounded by challenging personalities. I lean against the island as Donovan floats around the kitchen.

“Are you just going to watch?” he asks rudely as he cracks an egg into a bowl.

“Yes.” I glare threateningly at the patronizing Frenchman.

He frowns apprehensively as he cracks another egg. That’s right, man, I’m not in the mood for your attitude today.

All of ten minutes later I have a beautiful plate of scrambled eggs and a side of toast.

“Thank you.” I cover the serving platter with a silver dome lid.

“You’re welcome. Tell the redhead to stay out of my kitchen!” His accent flares behind me as I power walk out of the room.

“Never gonna happen!”

In no time, I’m back in Ellie’s room. She’s in the exact place I left her. A pile of troubled bones on the bed. I drop the tray on the table situated under the large wagon wheel window before I force her to get up and eat.

“Time for breakfast.” I lift the lid to reveal the scrambled eggs and buttered toast. “Eat it. All of it. It will make you feel better.”

Ellie stares at the food with puffy eyes, and her stomach rumbles loudly. Standing over her, I watch her finish every single thing on the plate. Once I’m satisfied, I cover the dish then lift the platter off the table. I unfortunately can’t spend too much more time with her. I have a business to run and other girls to look after. Luckily, with Ellie finally out of her cage, Kayne can split his attention a little more evenly between her and Javier. Maybe now that all the dust is settling, we can finally set up the critical meeting with El Rey like we’ve been promised.

“I’ll be back later to get you ready.”

“Ready?” she repeats anxiously.

“Try to relax, Ellie. You’ll need your strength for Kayne tonight.”

She looks up at me callously.

“Retain that frame of mind, Ellie. Remember what I told you. Strong.”

I leave her with that bit of advice before locking her in the room.
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SOMETHING ISN’T RIGHT.

And it hasn’t been right for days now. The climate of the house is off. Tense.

Jett is hovering more.

Kayne is grumpier than usual.

And their new house guest has done nothing but put us all on edge. Especially Jenna. He seems to be fixated on her. She’s the only one he requests, and every time he does, we end up hiding out in a nook in the library so she can lick her wounds. I beg her to stop going to him, but she just keeps insisting that it’s her job. She should be able to handle it. I don’t know what she’s trying to prove. And I don’t know why Jett won’t intervene. But I’m close to taking matters into my own hands. I can’t just stand by and watch someone I care about be hurt the same way I was. Not when she has a choice.

Jenna doesn’t seem to understand just how important free will is. And I don’t want her to learn that lesson the hard way. After it’s already been taken away.

I heard a woman screaming a few nights ago, and after interrogating each and every one, the girls swear it wasn’t them. I badgered Jenna the hardest, but those big green, innocent eyes have me believing it wasn’t her. When I asked Jett about it, he shrugged it off, claiming he had no idea what I was talking about. But I heard it. Loud and clear, and I swear she was screaming Kayne’s name.

I know I shouldn’t stick my nose where it doesn’t belong, but my instincts are clamoring. Something isn’t right, and I have to find out what it is.

So I’ve been stalking Jett, following him around the house as stealthily as possible. If there’s one thing I learned from my father, it’s how to sneak around. I was his biggest secret, and he knew how to keep it that way.

For the last two days, Jett has been disappearing into an obscure client room on the third floor several times a day. It’s located on the far end of Mansion, removed from busy foot traffic. I watch from a distance in the long, dark hallway with purple carpet and hand-blown chandeliers as he unlocks the door and slips quietly inside. My curiosity has gotten the best of me, so I boldly tiptoe up to the door and press my ear against it. What’s in there? I have to know.

The wood is thick. Solid, so I can barely hear a thing. But I’m determined to prove my suspicions right. Something is very wrong.

There are muffled voices, of that I’m sure. And one definitely sounds like a female’s. I listen for a while, desperate to make out anything I can of their conversation. It’s futile, though. The oak is just too damn thick. Stupid old house. Just as I’m about to give up, the hinges squeak and I come face to face with a startled, and frankly peeved, Jett. I get a second-long glance into the room before he slams the door.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he hisses.

“Snooping. What do you think you’re doing? Who is that? Why is she in there? Is it a new girl? Is that who was screaming the other night?” Jett slaps his hand over my mouth and pushes me up against the wall.

“Shhhh . . . She’s no one.” My eyes widen. I know all too well what that means.

Jett removes his hand after a few heated, pulse-pounding moments. Every organ in my body droops with disappointment.

“Tell me what’s going on.” It’s not a request, it’s a demand.

“What’s going on has nothing to do with you.” It’s the first time Jett has ever honest and truly chastised me. The reprimand stings, but it doesn’t dissuade me.

“If there is a girl being held against her will in there, it has everything to do with me.”

Jett exhales restlessly. “London.” His tone is firm but soft.

“Jett, tell me. Things aren’t right. They haven’t been right for days. I thought it was just me after everything that happened, but it’s not. You’re tense, Kayne is tense, and look at what’s happening with Jenna. Everything feels like it’s unraveling.”

“It’s not unraveling. At least not yet,” he cryptically testifies.

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing,” he doesn’t clarify.

“Who’s in there?” I press again. I have to know.

Jett stares me down, conflicted. A war of contention battling in his blue-green eyes.

“She’s Kayne’s,” he finally discloses.

“What?”

“She belongs to Kayne,” he reiterates slowly, to aid in my comprehension.

Realization hits me in the face like a sucker punch.

“She’s a slave?” My voice elevates three octaves.

That sparring look in his eyes tells me everything I need to know.

“Why does Kayne need a sex slave?” I hyperventilate. “He has a whole house full of women he can fuck. Who will do anything he asks. He has me.”

Jett grimaces. He doesn’t like that factoid one bit, but it’s the truth.

“It’s complicated,” is his pathetic explanation.

“Then un-complicate it,” I demand, tears welling in my eyes. “After everything. After knowing my past. Knowing what Alistair did to me, you’re condoning this?”

Heart-wrenching does not begin to describe how I feel.

“London.” Jett grabs my arms and pins me to the wall. “There are things happening under this roof that are beyond your understanding.”

Beyond my understanding? Did he just insult my fucking intelligence? I understand just fucking fine.

“What things?” I clench my jaw, indulging in my anger.

“I can’t tell you, but you have to trust me.”

“You know how hard trust is for me, Jett. Especially after finding out what I just did. I’m not even sure I know who you are.”

Jett’s pretty aqua eyes flash with something distressing and hurtful.

“I’m exactly the man I was the first day you met me. I’m exactly the man who pursued you, and protected you, and cares about you. I will always be that man.” He shakes me lightly. “And right now, I’m protecting and caring about the woman behind that door, too.”

Protecting and caring about her? “Are you both fucking her?” I spit.

Jett rolls his eyes, annoyed. “You are misinterpreting what caring and protecting means.”

“Then why don’t you clarify,” I seethe. “Because I’m having a difficult time trying to understand.” How could he do this? Betray me? Betray that girl? He’s done nothing but preach about freedom of choice, yet here he is conspiring with Kayne.

Everything I feel for him is suddenly in question.

Who is Jett, really? What is his endgame?

Jett expels a deep, unsettled breath before pressing his forehead to mine. I know he sees the doubt swirling in my eyes.

“Do you trust me, London?” he asks simply.

“I did up until five minutes ago,” I profess.

“I’m asking you to not give up on that trust. To have everything we’ve been through the last few months outweigh the last few minutes. I need your trust now more than ever. Now more than I ever will,” he actually pleads.

“You don’t know what you’re asking me.” I fight to keep my voice resilient.

“Yes, I do. I know exactly what I’m asking you. I’m asking you to be there for me the same way I am for you, and when the time is right, I’ll tell you everything. If what we’ve been through matters at all. If I matter at all, you’ll do this. You’ll trust me with no questions asked.”

“You’re asking me to go on blind faith?” Does he have any idea who he’s talking to?

“Blind faith.” He captures my face sternly. Severely. Almost alarmingly.

What Kayne and Jett are doing goes against everything I fled from. Escaped from. He must know that. He must know what he’s asking me to do is nearly impossible.

“London, please.” Jett kisses me zealously. Passionately. Downright desperately. “I don’t want to lose you over this. We’ve come too far, and there’s too much at stake to turn back now.” Jett continues to kiss me urgently, over and over again. It’s a plea I can’t resist. Or deny. I grab his wrists and kiss him back, our tongues dueling as my head and my heart engage in an epic battle.

“Don’t make me regret this.” I sink my nails into his skin. “Don’t make me fucking regret trusting you, Jett.”

“Little bird.” He presses his entire body against mine. “When this is all over, regret will no longer exist in your vocabulary. I’m going to give you everything you never knew you needed, and all the things you’ve been too afraid to wish for.”

I soften under his formidable hold and righteous vow. The man could melt an icicle in the dead of winter with just his fiery words.

“Trust me,” he hums, hypnotizing me. “Sometimes things are not always what they seem.”

“That’s what scares me.”

“You have nothing to be afraid of as long as you’re with me,” he promises righteously.

I hope so. I have put my extremely fragile life in his hands. An infancy life I have only owned for a few short days.

“Can I meet her?” I request boldly.

Jett frowns. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. Kayne wants her isolated.”

“She’s going to go crazy all alone,” I press.

“She not alone. She has me. And Kayne. Between the two of us, we keep her busy.”

I raise a dubious eyebrow as I inspect the closed door opposite us. “What’s she like?”

“Feisty. Reminds me of someone else I know.” He winks.

I stare forlornly at the door. Too many bad memories to count rush back. Endless hours locked away, objectified by the person who was supposed to love me, a sex pawn to utilize for favors and bribes. Years and years of emotional torment.

“How is she handling Kayne?”

Jett gazes up at the ceiling thoughtfully. “They’re still getting acquainted.”

“Acquainted?”

“She had a hard time submitting at first, but I think she’s finally coming around. She’s. . . .” He blows out some hot air. “Important to him. As crazy as that must sound right now.”

Important to him? Then why the fuck is he holding her captive? I try to wrap my head around the obscure information.

“Crazy doesn’t begin to cover it.” I twist my lips disapprovingly.

“So . . . are we all on the same crazy train?” Jett asks delicately.

I nod tentatively. I may not like it, but I’ll get on board. Blind faith, right? Whoever would have thought me of all people would buy into such a thing? The eternal pessimist.

“Good. And just to err on the side of caution, let’s keep this conversation to ourselves. The less people who know the better, okay?”

“Yes, Jett.” I press my lips together condescendingly.

He narrows those reflective eyes. “Brat.”

“Sometimes.”

“I like when you’re bratty. It means I get to spank you.”

“How often does Kayne’s pet get spanked?” I despise using the word pet.

“She’s his kitten,” he corrects. “And enough. And, if you’re not careful, I’ll bend you over my knee right here, right now, and show you how your owner handles it when you misbehave.”

“You’re my owner now?” I coquettishly challenge.

“I’ve always been your owner. From the very first moment you walked into this house.”

If any other person professed that, I’d shrink away. But when Jett says it, I feel empowered. I feel wanted. I feel protected. I experience all these foreign elations even under the grimmest circumstances. If that’s not true ownership, I don’t know what is.

“Now go on. Get out of here.” He gestures with his blond head. “Go misbehave so I can take care of you later,” he orders, his words dripping with sexual innuendo.

I glance at the door one last time.

“Don’t worry, robin. I’ll take care of her, too. And everyone else in this house.”

I lock eyes with Jett. “I’m holding you to that.”

He smiles confidently, his pearly white incisors visible. “When will you learn? I-run-shit.”

I mirror his expression. “Maybe tonight, when you show me exactly what happens when I misbehave.”

His gaze darkens. “I can’t fucking wait for that.”

Me neither.
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MY MASTERLY CRAFTED UNIVERSE IS falling apart piece by fragile piece, and there’s not a damn thing I can do about it.

I stand silently in London’s doorway as she once again nurses Jenna after another brutal night with Javier. I may barely be able to hear her whispers, but I can feel her consoling tone ripple through the room. It blankets it like a warm mist chasing away the cold.

With a deep breath, I stride across the threshold and hand her the topical ointment we needed to treat the lacerations. That fucking lowlife took sexual sadism to a whole nother level tonight. A level above and beyond anything Jenna is used to.

London takes the little yellow tube robotically and applies the clear cream gently all over Jenna’s broken skin. He whipped her so severely she can’t lay on her back. If a client had pulled this shit, they would be carried out of the house unconscious and unrecognizable. But because it was Javier, we have to turn a blind eye. We have to suck it up and let it slide because we are so close to El Rey, Kayne and I can both taste it. Years of work and millions of dollars have brought us to this point. There’s so many layers, so much at stake, we need to push on as much as it hurts. And it does fucking hurt. Seeing Jenna suffer is killing me. Seeing the look in London’s eyes is absolutely destroying me.

Once Jenna’s back is covered and she is calm, London slips off the bed and disappears into the bathroom without so much as an audible breath. The silence is frightening. I follow right behind her, hot on her heels.

I stand behind her as she washes her hands in the scalloped sink, that vacant stare haunting us both. She’s lost, someplace dark, someplace distant, in a nightmare that will follow her forever. A nightmare where she’s powerless, and I’m helpless to aid in her escape.

London dries her hands, flustered as I curl my fingers around her lean hips. As soon as my palms connect with her waist she spins defensively on her heel. “How can you let this happen?” Her hiss is more deadly than a cobra’s. “Where are all your promises of choice and safety? Where are they right now?” Hot tears pool in London’s eyes and my heart weeps for her.

“I know you’re upset—”

“I’m not upset! I’m pissed off!” Her tears tumble. “I’m pissed at you and Kayne and Javier and myself! I’m pissed at Jenna because she thinks she has something to prove. I’m pissed off about this whole fucked up situation!” London explodes, crying a torrential downpour of angry tears.

“I know you are.” I attempt to hug her, comfort her, but she pushes me away. “Do you know who’s lying in that bed right now? Not just Jenna. Me. She’s exactly where I was, traveling the exact same path. And we are just watching it happen. Why?” For the first time in a long time I have no answer. London searches my face with so much anguish it causes another bout of destruction in my soul. “I have endured all kinds of punishments, Jett, but the worst kind of torture is seeing someone you care about suffer.”

No truer words have ever been spoken. I’m sharing in her affliction right this moment.

I try to pull her to me once more.

“No,” she fights. She fights until there’s no more fight left. I push until she finally allows me to tug her into my arms.

“I know you’re hurting.” London sags against me. “I know Jenna is hurting, but I need you to be strong,” I implore. “For the other girls, for Kayne, for Ellie . . . and for me. I need you to be my support.” I cradle her face. “There are things going on. Things as critical as life and death. I promised I would tell you everything when the time is right. And I will keep that promise, but right now, right this second, I need you. I need you and your blind faith.”

“I don’t know if I can do it.” She whimpers. “I don’t know how much longer I can last.” London drops her head on my shoulder and releases another river a tears. “I’m so tired.”

“I know you are, baby.” I support us both by leaning against the lip of the marbled vanity. “But I also know you’re the strongest person I’ve ever met. You are a fighter, and that’s who I need in my corner right now. Can you be my heavyweight?”

London sighs exhausted. “Featherweight, maybe.”

I chuckle lightly. “Featherweights can still throw a deadly punch.”

“I’d like to punch Javier,” London muses menacingly.

“Me too, little bird. Me too.” I’d like to do way more than punch him. So would Kayne.

“Will you stay with us until we fall asleep?” London requests.

“Are you actually going to sleep?”

“No,” she hums. “But I can pretend.”
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I try to do as Jett asks and stay strong for everyone, even if I don’t fully understand what’s happening. Everything is changing at a drastic pace, and I’m just trying to keep up.

Jett has given me my life back, so at the very least I can afford him with my trust—with my blind faith, even if it is a brand new concept to explore. It’s been three weeks since my universe exploded. Since I killed my father in an outburst of rage and found out the man I once called Master was unassumingly living under the same roof as me.

Jett has been the one who’s helped me through it all. Who’s protected me, supported me, comforted me. Loved me. That word is strange to use. No one has ever loved me. They’ve tolerated me, taken care of me because they were paid to, but never truly cared.

I want to be a person who cares, who utilizes their emotions even if it hurts. I understand what pain is, and I know I can survive it. I don’t want to be empty. I don’t want to be no one. Nothing.

With Jett, I feel like I’m someone, and that is an empowering thing.

Within that empowerment, I search for my strength.

I find it for Jenna and Ellie and Jett and myself.

Jenna is bouncing back, but I can see the light dimming in her eyes. Her innocence is fading, and in its place, a jaded woman is emerging. The thing I’m most fearful of.

I don’t want her to become the miserable person I once was. She’s too happy, too sweet. A breath of fresh air amongst the smog.

Despite my worries, the show must go on. Jett is adamant that Mansion runs as smoothly as possible, which means we all keep up with our clients’ needs. And my regular is here expecting what he pays an obscene amount of money for. Me.

I walk into the client bedroom dressed in a lacy pink baby doll with leather trim and sky-high heels. My long red hair is blown out pin straight and my eyes are rimmed in black. Seduction made to order.

Marcus is already prowling the room, white dress shirt unbuttoned and a shot of whisky straight up in his hand. He’s younger than many of the clients who frequent Mansion and extremely good looking. Sessions with him are easy to swallow.

“There’s my girl.” He smiles as I saunter toward him. I’m Jett’s girl.

Marcus kisses my neck once I’m within reach. I play into his hands, reacting the way he wants. The way he expects. Moaning as he runs the tip of his tongue along my collarbone.

“You look good enough to eat.” I catch a whiff of whiskey on his breath as he moves up my neck. He does love his booze.

“Thank you. Are you ready to indulge?” I entice him, touching my index finger to his lip.

“I am. Where’s Spice? I requested a duo.”

My stomach sinks. “She’s under the weather. I think Jett is sending someone in her place.” And as if on cue, Nadia floats into the room.

She’s a tall, curvy, bubbly brunette who loves sparkles. She’s always decked out in some kind of rhinestone ensemble.

“The party can start now.” Nadia wastes no time cozying up to me and Marcus.

“That’s what I’m talking about.” He grabs the back of my head and urges Nadia and I to kiss. We put on a show, exaggerating the embrace to amp up his excitement. It works like a charm, because within a few seconds, he’s moaning and grabbing himself.

Marcus steps back as Nadia and I continue to kiss and touch and seduce. He downs his drink then drops the glass on the small wet bar against the far wall.

“Strip,” he orders as he unfastens his cuff links. Nadia and I comply like the naughty little vixens we are, pulling at each other’s delicate spaghetti straps and peeling the clingy material off one another’s body. Marcus keens approvingly as we stand before him, completely naked, ready and waiting.

“Sugar, lay on the bed.” He creeps toward us, dropping his navy blue dress pants. “I want you coming while my cock is in your mouth.”

I shift backwards onto the mattress. There’s no real bedding, just pink satin sheets and two puffy pillows.

I lay on my back as Marcus grabs one of my wrists and secures it to a cuff attached to the frame of the bed. “I was in the mood for a little kink today,” he clues me in as he squeezes my breast. Kinky isn’t usually his style, but I guess we all need to mix it up every now and again. Marcus secures my other wrist as Nadia cuffs my ankles. Lust shines in his bright green eyes as I lay there tethered, naked, and spread wide.

“Fuck, you’re somthin’ else.” He slides down his white boxer briefs, exposing his erection. His small erection. For as tall and muscled and built as he is, Marcus is not well endowed. He was blessed with good looks and smarts, but that’s about it. I’ve faked it with him every single time, and today, I’m sure, will be no different.

“Make her come,” Marcus tosses back to Nadia as he straddles my head. “I want to feel you moan all around me.” He shoves his short, stocky cock in my mouth, and it barely stretches past my molars. Sucking him off is like giving a toy action figure head.

I do genuinely moan when Nadia licks me, though. That I enjoy. Women just do it for me. Her soft tongue and plump lips grazing against my clit is heavenly. I concentrate more on her than Marcus as he pumps his pudgy cock in and out. “That mouth is so fucking good. Take it, bitch. Take all of it.”

I clamp my jaw, battling the urge to laugh. Does he know how much of an asshole he sounds like? There’s nothing to take!

As bad as it might be, I close my eyes and pretend I’m sucking off Jett. I smell him, I taste him, envisioning those two devious little balls that tease and pleasure and tickle. Naughty thoughts of Jett and the feel of Nadia’s probing tongue brighten a burning in my core. I pull on the restraints about to come when Nadia let’s up for a fraction of a second. My orgasm deflates as I pop open my eyes, catching movement in my peripheral vision.

Surprisingly, I see Kayne stalk through the room with his pet on a leash. It’s my first good look at the woman he keeps behind the door. I don’t have much time to assess as Nadia picks up where she left off, recharging my climax. I fight against the restraints as my body responds to the persistent flattening of her tongue over my pussy. Oh shit. I breathe laboriously through my nose as the sensations cycle through me. As my inner walls contract and my sweltering flesh throbs. I release a muffled cry as I come, sucking crazily on Marcus’s baby cock.

“So damn good.” Marcus withdraws his swollen length from between my dry lips as I pant on the bed. He wasn’t even close to a climax. The man has better stamina than a long distance runner, I’ll give him that.

“You aren’t done yet,” he promises darkly as he unlocks my wrists. Once my ankles are free, I sit up, stealing a clear look at Kayne and the slave kneeling between his legs. She looks so tiny engulfed possessively against his broad body. But she’s beautiful, submissive, and clearly well-trained. She doesn’t move a muscle as he holds her by her rhinestone collar. The two of them watching us intently. Her big green eyes make my stomach flutter.

I move in a daze as Marcus gives us direction on the bed. Nadia lays flat on her stomach as we secure her in the cuffs.

“I want to watch her eat you out.” He grabs for a condom in the mirrored nightstand as I slide my wet flesh underneath her face. Marcus sheaths his sad little erection and plows into Nadia, who barely detects him inside her. We share a communicative look, and I again have to keep from laughing.

I thread my fingers through her dark hair as she laps up the remnants of my last orgasm, moaning a little tune against my pussy as Marcus fucks her.

In a sitting position I have a one-hundred and eighty-degree view of the room. I try not to stare, but Kayne and Ellie are stealing my full attention. Since I found out about her, I have done nothing but wonder about who she is and what she’s like, and now here she is, kneeling right in front of me. Watching me with hot pink cheeks and hypnotizing eyes.

Nadia swirls her tongue and then sucks on my clit just as Kayne shoves his hand into Ellie’s underwear. Her reaction mirrors mine as we’re both struck with an unexpected burst of arousal. I grab Nadia’s head with both hands and grind my slick folds against her mouth as I spy Kayne fingering Ellie. It’s so hot, the multiple levels of stimulation hitting me all at once—touch, sight, sound—it sets me off. I fall back against the headboard and come again. Harder this time, my abdominal muscles straining, my heart hammering and my core pulsating.

When I finally float down from my high and my vision refocuses, I find Kayne and Ellie are gone. I’m struck with a small amount of disappointment. I don’t know what I was expecting really. A conversation with them after the fact? Even I know that’s ridiculous.

Once all is said and done with Marcus, Nadia and I dress. Session over. Even after two climaxes, I feel empty. The reflex continually comes and goes in this new universe I’m navigating, and I know there’s only one person who can truly fill the void when I begin to shut down.

Nadia bounces out of the room first, clearly content. As I follow behind her, Marcus pulls me back.

“Have you given any more thought to my offer?” He settles his hands on my hips.

“I have,” I break it to him regrettably, “but I think I have to pass.”

“C’mon, Sugar. A beautiful girl like you doesn’t belong in a place like this. She belongs on a pedestal. I can give you anything your heart desires. Money, clothes, cars. All you have to do is ask.”

I smile sadly. He’s offering me everything but the one thing I truly want. There’s no profession of love or genuine feeling. He wants a doll. Someone to dress up and wear on his arm. I’ve been that my whole life, and now I want more.

And the only man who can give me what I want is currently standing in the doorway with a venomous expression on his striking face.

“Sugar,” he beckons me. I twist compliantly out of Marcus’s hold and go to him. I will always come when he calls. If I’m going to be a slave to a man, it will be the man of my choosing.

And I choose Jett. I will always choose Jett.

“Marcus.” Jett addresses him coolly with an arm around me. “Everything to your satisfaction?”

Marcus beams obnoxiously. “My girl never disappoints.” Jett digs his fingertips into my hip. “Glad to hear it.” He pulls me away.

“Are you okay?” I ask as we walk swiftly down the hall.

“Fine,” Jett answers curtly as we make our way down a flight of stairs. “Your presence has been requested,” he discloses once inside my room.

“My presence? With whom?” I ask as he corrals me into the bathroom.

“Kayne.” His short, one word answers are off-putting.

“What’s wrong?” I place my hands on his chest and push.

“Nothing. Did you have a good session with your boyfriend?” he asks passive-aggressively.

Boyfriend? I pause, then realize what’s happening here.

“Jett Fox, are you jealous of Marcus and his little dick?”

His annoyed expression softens. “Worried. Not jealous.”

“Worried about what?” I can’t even fathom.

“You leaving.”

“Me leaving you for Marcus?” The astonishment in my reply is evident.

“It’s not unheard of for one of my girls to run off with a client. There have been more love connections under this roof than I can count.”

The emptiness that’s plaguing me completely dissipates and in its place a warm, wanted feeling of delight fills me up.

I smile brightly. Maybe the brightest of my life and slip my arms around Jett’s neck.

“Let’s get one thing straight. There’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else.” I nip at his neck. “And the only love connection I’m interested in making is with a tall, blond, pierced, tattooed, mystery man, who fucks like a porn star.”

All the tension in Jett’s body evaporates as he locks me in his arms. I continue my trail up his neck, kissing, licking, and sucking until I reach his mouth. Once our lips connect in a fierce embrace, Jett’s hold becomes constrictive as he lifts me right off the ground.

He kisses me like he owns me. Like he claimed me and presides over me. Because he does. Marcus can have my body; everything else belongs solely to Jett.

Jett sets me back on my feet and rests his forehead against mine. “Does he really have a little dick?”

I can’t help but laugh. “A pencil eraser is bigger.” I continue to kiss him, guiding his hands down to my ass. If he wants to know just how serious I am, I’ll show him. “Interested in making a love connection right now?”

“Yes.” He squeezes my mesh-covered butt cheeks. “Always with you.”

“Then what are we waiting for?” I try to drag him into the shower, but he stops me.

“Tonight,” he promises darkly. “We will connect sixteen different ways from Sunday. But right now you need to wash off. Ellie and Kayne are waiting.”

“Ellie and Kayne?”

“Yes.” Jett turns on the shower. “Apparently you made an impression.”

I blink blankly. “I get to officially meet her?”

“I think you two are going to do more than officially meet.” He peels off my lace lingerie. “Wash everything. I’ll be right back.”

I step into the warm shower. “Where are you going?”

“To grab your clothes.”

By the time I’m done scrubbing, Jett has returned with my “clothes.”

“A pair of underwear and a collar?” I question as he wraps me in a towel. “I think you used the term ‘clothes’ too lightly.”

“It’s all Ellie usually wears. I thought I would even out the playing field.”

“Yes, Jett,” I reply submissively, knowing how much Kayne likes his women obedient.

“That’s my girl.” He stretches out the scrap of material so I can step into it. “Go sit so I can pretty you up.”

At the French-style vanity in my room, Jett blow dries my hair. I love it when he does this. It’s utterly relaxing. Once it’s dry and bouncing with volume, he moves on to my makeup, keeping it light. Some shimmer on my eyes, a few coats of thick mascara and some sheer pink gloss.

“Order up. One gorgeous redhead.” He leans against the curvy edge of the vanity as I inspect his handiwork. The man does know what he’s doing with a round brush and color pallet.

I look up at Jett nervously. “Do you think she’ll like me?”

He smirks. “I think she already likes you.” He picks up the black collar sitting in front of me. “She asked for you specifically.”

“She asked for me?”

“Mmm hmmm.” He fastens it around my neck. “I told you, you made an impression.” He slips one finger under the snug leather. “She’s never been with a woman before.” He tightens his grip. “You’ll have to open her world and then blow her mind.”

“I think I can do that.”

“I think you can, too.” He yanks me forward by the collar. “I know all too well what you’re capable of, little bird.” His black pupils dilate. “You, wearing this.” The leather creaks under his command. “And the things I want to do to you.”

“What’s stopping you?” I goad him.

Jett exhales heavily, with something weighing on his mind. “I don’t want to take it too far. Knowing what I do about your past, sometimes I worry I already have.”

“You haven’t,” I assure him. “I’m stronger than you give me credit for.”

“I know you’re strong. There’s no doubt in my mind.”

“Then why hold back?”

“Because I don’t want you to think I’m trying to steal your freedom away.”

“Do you want to lock me in a tower?”

“No,” he scoffs. “But I love you submissive. I love you tied up and collared and kneeling at my feet.”

“I’ve never had an issue with any of those things before. Not with you.” I hold onto his forearm. Jett is the anecdote to my poisonous past, and for him I would do anything. “You’ve always given me a choice, and that makes me freer than any bird.”

Jett’s possessiveness rumbles in his chest like dual exhaust as he pulls me against him. “You are one fucking amazing woman.”

“Keep telling me that so I remember.” I rub my nose against his as he palms my ass.

“I’ll remind you every day. Every hour, every minute.” He licks and sucks my lips, driving his tongue into my mouth. We entangle ourselves in a sizzling kiss before Jett reluctantly hits the brakes, leaving us breathing hard and starving for more.

“Go.” He spanks me and the sting jolts through my entire body. “Ellie and Kayne are waiting. Be a good little submissive and listen to Kayne. No touching unless he says so.”

“Yes, Jett,” I fuck his name.

“Good girl.” His eyes smolder with wicked thoughts. It gives me chills. “Come to me when you’re done.”

I nod, then slink sexily out of his grasp.


[image: ]

I WATCH LONDON SAUNTER CONFIDENTLY out of her room in nothing more than a skimpy pair of underwear and a leather collar.

There is so much fire in that redhead she leaves a trail of embers wherever she goes. Wearing her past like a pair of stilettos—regardless of how much it hurts, the only thing you ever see is the beauty in her stride.

Her strength leaves me in awe.

It’s what drew me to her that very first day and keeps me coming back.

She may wear the collar, but I’m the trained dog, pining for my owner once she’s gone.

To kill time, I check on the girls, Javier, and Jenna. Everything is calm for the time being, but every day Javier is here is another day of veiled tension. I’m beginning to think this whole situation is just a ruse. A cat and mouse chase with no foreseeable ending in sight.

A shitty waste of time.

I shut myself in my room and pull out a long piece of soft rope from the nightstand. It has become mine and London’s personal toy box. I keep everything I love to play with her within here.

I lounge on my bed threading the white rope through my fingers over and over as the anticipation builds.

Her words replay like a tune in my head. “You’ve always given me a choice, and that makes me freer than any bird.”

I haven’t even begun to set her free. Oppressed in this environment, I can’t crack open our relationship the way I truly want. Secrets will always divide us, and the truth could potentially destroy us.

All four of us—me, Kayne, Ellie, London—are navigating a similar path. Our hearts are at stake. Our relationships are hanging in the balance, and no one has the foresight to predict if we’ll make it out alive.

I would gladly trade my life for any of theirs. That’s who I am. It’s who I’ve always been. My career may have taken a turn for the worse, but my character remained the same.

The door creaks open, catching me off guard. An hourglass figure sways in the shadows before crouching to the floor. Her curves hit me like a drug. My cock stands at attention as the naked redhead crawls across the room on all fours like a pampered house cat.

I watch as she makes her way around the bed, coming to sit by the edge like a pet. My whole body throbs from her willing submission. Every valve in my heart pumping faster from the emotions she elicits. I leave her be. Appreciating the placidity and the expectation of what’s to come.

London just sits, patiently waiting, handing over complete control. I wait as long as I can. As long as my need will allow before sitting up and swinging my legs over the side of the bed. She’s positioned perfectly between my thighs, a self-possessed anticipation radiating off her body.

“Hands,” I demand.

Without delay, London raises her arms and places her hands on my lap. Slowly and meticulously, I begin to wrap the rope around her wrists in layers, binding them tighter with an intricate knot. Bondage is so much more than whips and chains and submission. It’s a soldering of souls. An exchange of trust. London has never trusted anyone in her life, yet here she is handing herself over freely to me. She doesn’t know half the truth of what’s really happening under this roof, or who I really am. Relying only on blind faith and my word as I begged her to do. If that’s not strength, I don’t know what is.

“Look at me.” London lifts only her eyes. “Were you a good girl for Kayne?”

“Yes, Jett.” Her reply is sultry. I tug on the rope, drawing her onto the bed.

“Tell me everything that happened.” I manipulate her body like a marionette, rolling her onto her side and positioning her bound hands over her head so I can secure the remainder of the rope to one of the iron posts of my bed. In this position, I have an unobstructed view of her bare body in the mirrored wall and access to every single erogenous zone.

Stripping out of my clothes, I lay behind her, pressing my bare body flush against hers. Her skin is hot and smells like sex. I inhale, the scent sending my senses into a frenzy. “Tell me,” I urge again, massaging one of her breasts. “Did she like you?”

“I think so.” London sighs rapturously.

“Did she touch you?” I pluck at her nipple.

“Yes. She was shy at first.” London arches. “But Kayne encouraged her. When he was domineering, she listened.”

“She’s a good little kitten, just like you’re a good little bird.” My hand travels south. “What else happened?” I open her legs, draping her right one over my thigh.

“Kayne made me pleasure her.”

“Like this?” I stroke her clit, watching her reaction in the mirror.

“No.”

“How then?”

“I rubbed her breasts, sucked on her nipples, then licked her pussy.” God, the images.

I sink one finger into her entrance, and we both expel a moan. She’s still so fucking wet.

“Did she taste good?” I finger her slowly, watching my knuckle disappear then reappear in the reflection.

“Yes. She was so sweet.” London flexes her hips, her ass rubbing against my aching cock while she languidly rides my finger.

“Like sugar?” I question seductively.

“Sweeter than sugar.”

“There’s no such thing.” I swirl my tongue against her shoulder as I spread her wetness around her clit and over the outside of each bare fold. My fingertips gliding easily over her slick skin as she squirms in her restraint.

“Did she like you licking her?” I continue.

“Yes. She was moaning.”

“Did you make her come?” I sink two fingers deep inside her.

“No,” London gasps.

“Why not?”

“Kayne stopped me.”

“What happened after that?” I continue my assault on her body, compulsively watching her through the mirror as I suck on her skin right beneath her collar.

“I laid on the floor and spread my legs.” Oh fuck, my cock stiffens as precome leaks from the head. I smear it across her lower back as I ask, “Then what?”

“She ate me out. Right on the carpet, while Kayne watched.”

The thought of Ellie with her head between London’s legs has me panting. Has me salivating with lust and starving for pussy.

“Did her tongue feel good all over your clit?” I withdraw my hand and suck the honey right off my fingers.

“It was so good.” London mewls, empty and frustrated. “I wish you were there.”

“Why?”

“So you could fuck me while she licked me all up.”

Game over.

“I’ll fuck you right now.” I hook my arm over her thigh and surge my cock into her sopping wet entrance. We both strain from the force. The feeling of ecstasy so potent we both become eclipsed in a tail spin.

“Watch me.” I seize her collar. “Watch me take you.” Helpless and bound, London cracks opens her eyes and watches the reflection of my glistening shaft rapidly pounding into her body. “You belong to me,” I snarl, our bare, sweaty skin slapping together as I stake my claim.

“Say it.” I spank her, leaving an angry red handprint on her ass cheek.

“I belong to you.” The words come out in a rush as her pussy clamps down excruciatingly on my cock.

“You like that, don’t you? You like being owned.” I clench my jaw as she squeezes the shit out me.

“I like that you own me,” she fights breathlessly to answer.

“I do fucking own you. You’re mine for life.” An empowering tidal wave of possession crashes over me as my pulsating erection amplifies. I toss London onto her stomach, the rope twisting as I pull her ass into the air. In this position she’s completely helpless, completely vulnerable, and completely mine.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I put a punishing on both our bodies as her pussy contracts tighter than a boa constrictor.

“Jett, please, please,” she begs for permission.

“Who’s the only man who makes you come?”

“You! You! Only you!” Her back bows as her climax threatens.

“Tell me to come inside you. Tell me you want it.”

“I want it! I want you! I want to feel it . . . everywhere.” She pulls on her restraints and the rope creaks. I know exactly what she’s pleading for. To feel the razor-sharp peak in her head, in her heart, and between her legs. Because that’s where I govern. That’s where I’ve finally seeped into.

Her obedience sends me over the edge. “Come, now. With me.” I slam into her, and her whole body jerks forward.

London screams in ecstasy, and it’s a beautiful sound. It’s a sound that belongs only to me.

I collapse forward as my cock jerks inside her. As our fluids mix and her pulsating pussy cripples me as I come.

I’m left as nothing more than an overstimulated mass of sensation as I lay on top of her, listening to her accelerated heartbeat, secretly cherishing the sound.

I’m the cause of the chaos in her chest, and she’s the cause of mine.

I roll us onto our sides, while still buried snugly inside her.

“It’s a good thing you don’t sleep.” I grope her breast and run my tongue along her spine.

“Why is that?”

“Because it’s going to be a very long night. I’m going to use this body. Take it anyway, anyhow, in any hole I want. And the only thing you’re allowed to say is ‘more, Jett. Please, Jett. I want to feel you . . . everywhere, Jett.’ And you will feel me. Taking control. Dominating you. Slithering my way into your subconscious until there’s only us. Until it’s me and you, and then everything fucking else.” I pinch her nipple until she’s writhing. Until it’s a straining little point sharp enough to cut glass.

“Jett,” she sighs my name insufferably and I snap. That will always be my undoing. The supplication in her tone.

She’s obsessively mine, and I’m obsessively hers.
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An ear piercing shriek has me sprinting through the house. I follow the sounds of the cries until they are so close it severs me in two. I barrel through Javier’s door to find Jenna, naked and flailing on the bed.

“What the fuck?” I don’t know who to rush to first.

“Your whore is too fragile.” Javier pulls on a pair of khaki pants, as if it’s a breezy Sunday afternoon. Like there isn’t a broken girl thrashing on his bed. My blood pressure skyrockets as I suppress the urge to kill him. Just one quick move. A snap of his neck and the world would have one less scumbag to deal with.

“You should find some better sluts.” He zips his fly and then grabs a shirt. “Necesito una cerveza.” I need a beer.

I reel as murderous thoughts play on repeat as he walks out of the room, leaving me shaking with rage. “Espero que el estrangulador en él,” I hiss lethally. I hope you choke on it.

As soon as he’s gone, I assess Jenna. She’s blubbering and pleading and turning red. “My arm.”

Yeah, I see. He pulled it right out of the goddamn socket.

“Shhhh.” I pet her head. “We’re going to fix it.”

“Jett,” she begs.

“I need you to relax. Can you do that for me?” I stare into her waterlogged green eyes.

“No,” she whimpers.

“Yes, breathe. Just relax and breathe. I need to get Kayne.”

She’s in so much pain she can barely speak.

I leave her shivering on the bed as I tear through the house. “London!” I bellow until she appears.

“What?” She storms up the stairs and collides into my chest.

“Find the girls. Send them all to their rooms. No one leaves until I say.” Her sparkly blue eyes grow wide.

“What’s wrong?”

“I can’t explain now, just do it. Then go to my room and stay there. Bring a big bag of ice.”

The fear in her gaze takes on a life of its own.

“Jenna? He hurt her again, didn’t he?” Her instincts are spot on.

“Just go.” I don’t have time for details right now. We split off, me going one direction, her the other. Once I reach Ellie’s door I don’t hold back. “KAYNE!” I bang on the wood. “Kayne!”

“Jett, the fucking house better be on fire,” he growls back at me viciously.

“There’s a situation that needs your immediate attention.” I grit my teeth, trying my best not to alarm Ellie.

“What kind of situation?”

Fuck the twenty questions!

“A delicate one,” I relay direly.

“Motherfucker,” I hear him grumble. “Give me a sec,” he barks.

“Hurry up,” I fume on the opposite side of the door.

“What the fuck?” Kayne demands as he exits the room.

“Just follow me.” I haul ass down the hall. Kayne follows with the same quickness as we fly down one flight of stairs toward Javier’s room.

“That motherfucker dislocated her shoulder,” I explode. “I need help popping it back into place.”

“Son of a bitch,” Kayne spits as we both climb onto the bed. Kayne on Spice’s injured side, me on the other. She looks up at us in distress.

“Okay, baby, we’re going to fix it.” Kayne talks to her serenely as tension radiates off my whole body. I’m glad one of us can keep a level head. Because I’m on the verge of a homicide. “Spice, take a deep breath.” Kayne glances at me. My stare is removed, and my face feels flushed. “Stay with me, brother.” He calls me back.

“I’m here,” I attest, containing the wrath that’s slowly eating away at me.

“Kayne, please,” Spice begs; her voice is so pathetic and small.

“Okay, on the count of three I’m going to pop it back in.” He stares into her eyes. The dark green ones that look exactly like Ellie’s. “One.” He stands and pulls her arm over the edge of the bed. Spice screams and the sound sends serrating chills right down my spine. Kayne waits a few seconds for her muscles to relax before he nods. “Two.” He pulls slow and steady, catching her off guard. She shrieks again as I hold her down and he rolls her arm until we hear her shoulder pop back into place.

As soon as he’s finished she passes out. “It’s okay now. You’re okay.” I kiss her head and caress her hair.

“Where is he?” Kayne asks lividly.

“Gone,” I reply, not even bothering to look at him. I can’t drag my attention away from Spice.

“Gone where?”

“Who cares?” My anger is boiling over.

“I do, and you better, too,” he fumes.

“I heard him say something about wanting a cerveza,” I toss out.

“Great, at the local bar, just what we need. A drunk, belligerent, abusive Mexican.” Kayne runs his hands down his face.

Right now, I couldn’t give a fuck where Javier is. If he’s drunk, dead—or if we’re all lucky—falling off a jagged-edged cliff.

I lift Spice off the bed. He’s never getting within an arm’s length of her again.

“I’m taking her to my room. She needs ice. And rest. I’m putting all the other girls on lockdown for the night.”

Kayne nods in agreement. “Is there anyone here?”

“One room is occupied. As soon as Spice is comfortable, they’re getting kicked the fuck out.”

“That should be good for business,” Kayne comments back-handedly.

I shoot him a dangerous look. Now is not the fucking time for sarcasm.

“I need to get back to Ellie,” he pops off. The mere mention of her name chills me out. It reminds me all our girls need extra special attention tonight.

“Fine, go.” I walk toward the door with Jenna limp in my arms.

“Hey.” Kayne yanks me by my shirt. “Don’t do anything stupid.”

I curl my lip in warning. “If you can handle it, I can handle it.”

Jenna isn’t the only girl Javier has abused. Three weeks ago, he weaseled his way into Ellie’s room and orally raped her. If Kayne hadn’t walked in when he did, who knows what else could have happened. What a fucking backfire that was. Kayne took her to prevent that very thing from happening, and he got to her anyway. If Kayne didn’t kill him for that, I won’t kill him for this. Yet.

Javier’s number will come up. And we’ll be ready and waiting when it does—with incredibly sharp and rusty objects.

London is perched worriedly on my bed when I enter the room.

“What the fuck happened?” She rushes to me to help with Jenna.

“Javier,” I seethe. “Where’s the ice?”

London flies around the bed as I lay Jenna on the cool satin sheets. She moans uncomfortably as she comes around.

“Relax.” I try to keep her calm her as I apply the ice pack to her shoulder.

Jenna winces. “That hurts.”

“It will. For a little while.”

“What happened?” London presses, brushing some damp hair away from Jenna’s forehead.

Jenna withdraws, recoiling away from London’s touch. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen Jenna shut her out. The devastated look on London’s angelic face shatters my heart. It seems that more than just Jenna’s arm is injured. Her pride and fortitude is damaged too.

“Jenna?” London tries to reach her, but Jenna just cuts her off.

“I’m really tired.” Tears roll down her cheeks. “I just want to sleep.” She closes her eyes and presses her head into the pillow.

London frowns, the sting of rejection pinching her features. I swipe my thumb lovingly over her lips.

“Rest with her,” I encourage London. “I don’t want either of you to be alone.”

“Where are you going?” London questions, distraught.

“To shut the house down. I want everyone gone.”

“Okay.” She slides onto her side, spooning Jenna.

The two lie together motionless. Their stress palpable.

Mine, too.

I kiss each of their cheeks softly before I slip out into the hallway. Once alone, I keel over, panting violently as the fury chokes me tighter than a training collar.

Few things set me off in this world. My girls being hurt is number one on the list.

We will fucking kill that bastard. Take down El Rey, and burn their entire empire to the ground.

I pledge my life to seeing it happen.
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I pace Kayne’s office like a fucking madman.

“Something’s wrong,” I vent as Kayne sits behind his huge oak desk daydreaming. “Hello.” I wave my hand in front of his face. “Earth to Kayne.”

He snaps back to reality. “It hasn’t gone unnoticed.” His tone is perturbed. At the moment, it should be a little more than that. It should be venomous. Like mine.

“We should have heard from El Rey by now. There should be meetings set up. A drop point. Accounts established. None of that has happened. It’s been a month.” I go back to pacing. “Javier has us by the balls, and he knows it. He’s jerking us around, and we’re letting him.”

“We can’t do anything rash, and you know it,” Kayne argues his position.

“I’m not saying rash, but we need to press him. If he has no intention of setting up the meet and greet, we need to know now. Endeavor is breathing down my neck. They want a delivery date, or they want us out.”

Kayne broods behind his desk, his fingers steepled in front of his mouth. “I’ll try to get some momentum going. Even though out doesn’t sound so bad right now.”

I sigh. “No, it doesn’t.” We’ve been at this for a long time. We’re both changing. Growing. Ready to evolve. I see how Ellie is affecting him. And I know he sees how London has affected me.

They both make us want more, and that’s a dangerous thing for men like us. Men who can’t offer them anything beyond the present day, because we never know if we’ll live to see tomorrow.

“How’s Spice?” he asks.

“Better.” I clench my fists compulsively. “But she still wants to go. There was no talking her out of it.”

“How does London feel about that?”

I rub the back of my neck. “She doesn’t know yet. Jenna’s pulled away from everyone, including her.”

“That sucks.”

“Big time,” I agree. Especially for London. She’s going to be crushed when she finds out.

“I’ll have a word with Javier. See if I can grease the wheels.” Kayne cracks his knuckles, irked.

“I think that’s smart.” I glance at my watch. “I need to check on Ellie.”

“Dress her. I want to take her for a walk,” he tells me pointedly.

I pause to stare at him.

“What?” Kayne insists.

“You know you can’t keep her,” I promptly point out. The two have slipped into this whole Master/slave bond a little too easily. They’re both a little too comfortable.

Kayne growls at me. Like it or not, the reality is she isn’t really his slave. Their relationship is a farce, and I’m here to remind him of that. When this is all over, and Ellie finds out the truth, they can play house all they want. Collars, leashes, sex toys, the whole nine yards. But in the meantime, he has to keep his eye on the prize and his head out of the clouds.

“What’s going to happen when she finds out the truth?” I tread lightly.

“It will be over.” He shrugs reflexively.

“Are you going to be able to live with that?” I ask delicately.

Kayne and his emotions are a lethal combination. Like hydrogen and oxygen.

“I’ll have no other choice,” he responds passively.

I don’t buy his indifference one bit.
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THERE’S A SOFT KNOCK ON my bedroom door.

“Come in!” I yell as I slip on a tank top, fresh out of the shower.

“Hey.” Jenna enters timidly and it hurts my heart. She used to burst through the door without even knocking.

“Hey.” I smile warmly as she crosses the room. I want her to feel welcome. I want her to feel how much I miss her. She’s my best friend, and she’s hurting, and there’s not a damn thing I can do about it. My fear has finally come true. This life has tarnished yet another beautiful soul. Javier managed to break her in just a few short weeks, in turn destroying all the good things she had in her life. Me, Jett, school, the promise of a brighter future. I understand everything she’s feeling—the fear, the shame, the vulnerability. Emotional isolation. I have walked ten thousand miles in her shoes.

“I came to say goodbye.”

My face drops. “Where are you going?”

“I’m leaving. I think it’s best.” She wraps her arms around herself.

“Where are you going?” I swallow the knot of emotion prickling in my throat.

“To live with Marcus.”

“Marcus?”

“He wants a house pet. I think I can handle that for a while.”

“Let me guess. He offered you money and cars and jewelry?”

“Doesn’t sound so bad right now.” She looks everywhere but at me.

My sadness deepens. Jenna deserves so much more. She deserves someone to love her for the amazing person she is, not just what her pretty face and body have to offer. Which is all Marcus is interested in.

“I wish you would stay.” I step closer to her, linking my fingers with hers.

She can barely handle looking me in the eyes. “I can’t. Not while he’s here,” her voice strains.

As much as I hate it, I understand. I was so desperate to escape the man who abused me, I killed him. Jenna hasn’t reached that point, and I pray she never does.

“I’m going to miss you.” I hug her tightly, biting back my upset. Inhaling her strawberry scent one last time.

“I’m going to miss you, too,” she sniffles.

“I’ll be here if you need me. For anything.”

“Thanks.” She squeezes the life out of me.

Don’t let go. Don’t let go.

“Promise me one thing,” I request.

“What?”

“Ne pas avoir peur d’aimer, même si ça fait mal.” Don’t be afraid to love, even if it hurts.

“That’s a big promise.” She laughs through her tears. “But I’ll try.”

“Please try.” I pull away and wipe away her tears. “I love you.” I kiss her sweetly. A goodbye embrace.

“I love you, too.” Jenna tries to smile as she holds my wrists.

“Finish school. Study your French,” I urge.

“Je promets.” I promise.

“Good.”

“I have to go.” She releases me a little too easily.

I let go reluctantly, my voice nonexistent.

I stand on the top landing of the marble staircase and just watch as Jenna and Jett wait for her car. The separation anxiety is starting already, and she hasn’t even left the house yet. In my heart I know this is right. I just hope Marcus treats her well and allows her to find her way.

My tears drip as she walks out the door and disappears into the back of a black limo.

Jenna was my first real friend and my first real heartbreak.

Love does fucking hurt.

Jett climbs the stairs after she’s gone. And just as naturally as falling snow, he wraps me in his arms and protects me from the cold.

Love can hurt, but at the same time, it can also heal.

I’m learning these hard lessons day by day, minute by minute.

Jett makes the heartache bearable. He’s the one who’s there at the end of each day. He’s my illuminating salvation. I’m his darkest fantasy. Together, we dance in the twilight, shielded by the shadows and liberated by the light.
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“IT WORKED!” KAYNE NEARLY KNOCKS down the door to my room.

“You’re lucky I’m not naked.” I fasten the button on my jeans.

“You’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all.” He shrugs. “Pierced or not.”

“Good to know. What worked?” I finger comb my damp blond hair in the mirrored wall.

“Javier wants to throw El Rey a party.”

I spin to face Kayne. “He’s coming?”

“Yup. The day after tomorrow. So we need to move our asses.”

“The day after tomorrow? That soon? What did you tell him exactly?”

“Just that we’d throw El Rey a party he’d never forget.” Kayne’s bold blue eyes sparkle sinisterly.

My smile reflects his stare. “If there’s one thing I can do, it’s throw a party.”

“I have no doubt.”

“You coordinate with Juice.” I lower my voice and plan. “I’ll set up the festivities. This will be Mansion’s last hurrah. We need to go out with a bang.” The wheels start to spin as I begin to craft the perfect reception for our guest of honor. I already have the ideal theme.

Captive Angels.
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It’s easy to get things done when you have great connections and a boat load of money. Mansion’s parties are legendary, so throwing one together last minute isn’t an impossible task. I’ve had vendors coming and going for nearly forty-eight hours, transforming the great room into a BDSM night club, complete with a VIP bondage area outfitted with furniture and complimentary men and women.

The invitations specifically directed everyone to wear white so they glow under the black lights, and when the clock strikes eleven, cannons will explode, dousing the crowd with UV paint, turning the canvas of white bodies into a colorful work of art. My favorite part of the whole decor? The real-live captive angels. Beautiful women dancing inside enormous bird cages, decked out with white feathered wings, dressed in skimpy lingerie and scattered all over the gigantic room.

It should be a night to remember. For everyone. If I could sprout devil horns, I would.

I put the finishing touches on Ellie’s outfit. I’ve been primping her for the party for the last two hours. It’s bittersweet to dress her for the last time. I’ve become very fond of this frisky little kitten.

I pulled out all the stops tonight, transforming her into an angelic vixen. Heavy eye makeup, fake eyelashes, and stained pink lips. And just because I could, I had the butterfly design, floor-length, mesh lingerie flown in directly from Milan. It’s some of my best work, if I do say so myself.

“Bellissimo.” I blow an air kiss off the tips of my fingers.

Ellie eyes me like I’m nuts. “You are a very odd individual.”

“I know. One of a kind,” I amicably agree.

“How did you come to be this way? If you were gay, I’d understand.”

I smile endearingly as I run one hand through my hair. Up until now, I’ve evaded as many of Ellie’s questions as I could. But I don’t see the harm in giving her a tiny morsel tonight.

“One day I’ll tell you the whole story. But the Cliff’s Notes version? I grew up around a lot of women.”

“Sisters?” she asks, thirsty for information.

Sisters, funny. I can’t help but laugh. “No, not exactly, but my mom did take in a lot of strays. Me and a house full of females, I learned a few things.”

“Like how they think and what they like?”

“Yes, that, among other things.” I emphasize the word things.

“What things?” she probes.

I clam up. I said a tiny bit. “Jett, since I’ve been here, you have bathed me, dressed me, and groomed me. Made me laugh and consoled me when I cried. It’s sort of unfair. You know more than most about me, and I know next to nothing about you.” She argues a good point.

“You know that I care about you,” I counter.

“Jett.” She puts her hands on her hips and glares at me playfully.

My vague, run around responses aren’t cutting it.

“Those eyes are killer.” I sigh as my resolve crumbles. “My mother was a Madame, Ellie.”

“What?” she responds bemused.

“Yup. I grew up in a very affluent whore house. While other boys were playing football in high school, I was learning the family trade.”

She’s rendered speechless. No surprise. “It’s how Mansion came to be.”

“Mansion?” she questions. We really have kept her in the dark.

“Yes, that’s what we call the business. I train all the women who work for us.”

“Train? Like how Kayne trained me?”

“Yes. Very much like that.”

“And they just let you?” The concept is foreign to her. Again, no surprise.

“Yes, Ellie. Some women crave to be controlled. It’s a lifestyle that isn’t always understood. But in this house it’s done in a safe and sound environment. With like-minded people. Happy you asked now?”

“I guess,” she replies blankly, trying to digest this new information.

“Not what you were expecting to hear?” I ask casually, as I fiddle with her long golden hair.

“No,” she divulges truthfully.

“It never is.” I laugh. “I’ll tell you more about my upbringing and Mansion one day. But for now,” I clap my hands to get back to business, “we need to get going. Kayne is going to flip. Like lose his shit completely when he sees you.”

“You think?” Ellie bites her lip, glancing down at her outfit.

“I know.” I’m completely confident. “I’ve known Kayne a long time. And I know what he likes.”

Ellie suddenly frowns. “Has Kayne been with many women?”

My mouth falls open. “Umm?”

I wasn’t expecting that line of questioning.

“That many, huh?”

“No, not exactly. It’s just this lifestyle allows for an open tap of unadulterated pleasure. He’s never hurt for company.”

I wouldn’t use the word many, though. I’m pretty sure the man can count on one hand how many women have been in his bed.

“Then why did he take me?” Ah, the burning question. I rest my hands on her arms. “You’re going to know soon enough, sweet thing. And it’s something Kayne has to explain.”

“I don’t like the way that sounds, Jett.”

“And you shouldn’t.” The truth can go either way. It could set them free, or it could destroy them forever. Ellie swallows hard, a sudden upshot of fear grabbing her.

“He keeps telling me things are going to change. Is he going to sell me?”

My eyes bulge. “Where did you get a ridiculous idea like that?”

She shrugs, all out of sorts. “I’m a slave. Slaves get sold.”

I shake my head emphatically. “No more erotic suspense novels for you. And I can say with absolute certainty he would never sell you. But he is afraid he won’t be able to keep you.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t have to. All will be revealed in time.” It’s all I can say at the moment.

I walk over to the bed and pick up Ellie’s collar. We need to get moving.

“Final accessories.” I fasten it around her neck then move to the armoire, opening one side of the double doors. I return with rhinestone wrist cuffs attached to several strings of thick crystals. One string I fasten to the D-ring on the front of her collar before I clamp each of her wrists. She’s a dolled-up pet. A kitten on an ultra-extravagant leash.

“Perfect.” I admire my handiwork. “It’s time, sweet thing.”

“Time for what?” Poor Ellie is just about to explode from all the secrecy.

“Your unveiling. This party is important. Be on your best behavior. Listen to Kayne. Stay by his side no matter what,” I instruct.

“He has me on a leash. Where do you think I’m going to go?”

I snicker. “I’ve become quite fond of you, little one. And that snarky mouth.”

“It’s all I have left. My snark.”

I can’t hide my melancholy expression as I lead her toward the door by her shiny new leash. She still has everything and just doesn’t know it yet.

“Where are we going?” Ellie asks like the curious kitten she is. “Kayne is the only one who takes me for walks.”

“Kayne’s room.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re his birthday surprise.”

“It’s his birthday? Is that what the party is for?”

“Not really. He’ll probably decapitate me for telling you. But I don’t give a fuck.” I look back and wink at her. Ellie follows me through the dark hallway with the deep purple carpet and hand-blown chandeliers toward the sweeping staircase. We can hear music playing faintly from the first floor as we walk down one flight of stairs to the second level.

“Wait till you see this party. It’s my best yet. Going to be a real bang.” I widen my eyes excitedly. I stop at a huge wooden door where two very large men are exiting.

“Everything set up?” I ask.

“Done,” the tall, brawny blond responds.

“Excellent.”

I usher Ellie inside Kayne’s room, which has a very masculine feel. In the center of the understated décor is a giant birdcage I had set aside just for them. Its gold bars compliment the dark cherry furniture and glossy wood floors. I notice Ellie spying the impressive canopy bed with maroon bedding against the back wall. See something that interests you, kitten? It’s very majestic, very commanding, very magisterial. Just like Ellie’s owner.

“We have to hurry. Kayne takes a long shower, but I don’t want to run the risk of him walking out and ruining the surprise.”

“What surprise?”

“Why you, of course.” I lead her inside the enormous cage with shackles hanging in the center. I remove one pair of cuffs from her wrists and replace them with another. “These cages are decorations for the party. I thought it would be a fun birthday present for Kayne to have his own captive angel. That’s the theme.” I smile at my own genius. I’m sure the irony of my statement is not lost on Ellie.

“I’m already his captive.”

See? Told you.

“True,” I agree. “But I think deep down, you like it. You like serving him. And obeying him. And being dominated by him.”

Ellie chooses not to respond.

Her silence proves me right.

“You look entrancing, sweet thing.” I pull out a red ribbon from my pocket and tie a bow around Ellie’s chest. After which, I remove a thin metal chain from my other pocket and weave the delicate cord through her fingers suspended above her head. I don’t think Kayne has experimented with a clit clamp with Ellie yet. Happy birthday to you, bro.

“What’s that?” she looks up inquisitively.

“Kayne will know.” I smirk devilishly. Call me an enabler. I don’t care.

“My work here is done. I’ll see you at the party, gorgeous girl. Behave.” I tap her nose playfully with my index finger.

“I don’t know how much trouble I can get in just hanging around.” She pulls on the restraints.

“Well, just in case you get any ideas.” I wink, closing the cage door.

That may well be the last conversation I ever have with Ellie Stevens. After tonight, everyone’s world is going to be altered. And with change comes new endings and new beginnings. And those new beginnings have no guarantees. Not for any of us, despite what we may want. Or in Kayne’s case who he may want. It will be Ellie’s decision whether she stays or goes after she finds out the truth.

I may be in the same boat with London after she finds out what I have planned.

But I would gladly ask for forgiveness than permission in this scenario. Her life matters more than mine. She deserves a new beginning over anyone, and I intend to give it to her even if it’s the last thing I do.

Which it may well be if things go awry.
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ONLY FOR JETT WOULD I climb back into a fucking cage.

When he announced his plans for this party and the giant birdcages, I think I went pale.

It took me a few tries, but I finally mustered up enough courage to step through the door. And now here I stand, wearing huge white wings, boy shorts, and a lacy bralette. An angelic attraction for everyone to admire. The only thing that’s saving me from panicking right now is the knowledge the door is unlocked, and I have the ability to step out if need be.

Party guests dressed in all white come and go, mingling, drinking, and dancing. Jett transformed the great room into a nightclub. A very loose, very lewd nightclub. Sex is flowing freely in the VIP area, on the clusters of couches in the corners, and playing explicitly on the wall. The porno is a nice touch. Adds to the ambiance.

I dance seductively to the sexy music as I was instructed to do. It all feels a bit like the red light district. A call girl on display.

I don’t know how long Jett secretly watches me entertain in the cage, but when I turn, he’s there. The man can stop your heart with just his gorgeous face alone. Strip him out of his clothes and it’s a full-blown spasm of a coronary artery. Tonight he’s sporting wild blond hair, sharp blue-green eyes, and a skin tight white T-shirt that accents every ripple on his chest. The ring of his nipple piercing peeking out under the taut pull of the cotton.

I seduce him as I move, pressing my body against the vertical bars and undulating my hips to the rhythm.

A naughty smirk brightens his face as he reaches up and grabs the cage. I can feel his body heat through the metal as I press my chest as closely as the bars will allow.

“I know I shouldn’t say this, but I fucking love you in that cage. All that’s missing is a collar.”

“You’re the only one I’d crawl into a cage for.”

“London,” he expels in agony, adjusting his cock.

“I can take care of your little problem.” I run a fingernail down the center of his chest.

“Believe me, little bird, there’s nothing I want more than for you to drop to your knees and suck my cock through the bars of this cage. But that’s not why I’m here.” His tone becomes dire. My defenses immediately go up.

“Then why are you here? Just checking on me?” I stop moving.

“Yes. And to tell you to leave.”

“What?” My voice cracks over the music.

“London, listen to me.” Jett grabs hold of the bars way too alarmingly. “When I walk away from this cage, drop your wings, walk out of this room, and straight to the garage. Don’t stop. Not for anything or anyone. A car will be waiting, get in it—”

“Jett—”

“Don’t argue with me. I’m not asking you—I’m telling you. I’m ordering you to get into that car.”

I’m utterly floored.

“Why are you sending me away?”

“Because I have to.”

“That’s the only explanation I get?”

“Yes, for now, that’s all you get. I’m asking you to trust me. For the very last time. I’m asking for your very last bit of blind faith.”

I can only stare oddly at this mysterious man.

“A bit is all I have left,” I admit.

“It’s enough.”

The sincerity in his big blue eyes has the power to command me. It has the power to eradicate all my doubts. To spin my single thread of blind faith into an entire tapestry.

Before I can argue any further, a part in the glowing white crowd catches my attention as Kayne totes Ellie through the room like a king with his concubine.

Kayne stands casually next to Jett with Ellie close behind him. Jesus, he has her collared, cuffed, and clamped seven different ways from Sunday.

She looks beautiful, though. Sultry, sexy, and submissive, eyes cast down at the floor.

“He’s here,” I hear Jett say to Kayne.

Who?

I follow their gaze to find Javier and a tall, lean man with white hair headed our way.

It’s subtle, but both Kayne’s and Jett’s demeanor goes on the defensive. Maybe I recognize it because I know them so intimately. Or maybe it’s because I’ve lived my entire life in fear and can pick up trepidation like a bloodhound.

I can only hear bits and pieces of the four men’s exchange over the thumping music . . .”Senor Roberts,” . . . Kayne and the man I don’t know shake hands . . .”I thank you for welcoming me and celebrating me in your home.” . . .”Mi placer. Es un gesto para expresar mi entusiasmo para las actividades futuras.” My pleasure. It’s a gesture to express my enthusiasm for future endeavors. Kayne responds to the white-haired man in Spanish. They converse some more as Jett hangs readily on my cage. I just play my part as the tension rises degree by scalding degree.

When the man turns his sights on Ellie, I brace for an explosion . . .”She’s quite stunning.” He pulls her out from behind Kayne by her leash. Ellie looks up once she’s directed. “Is she for sale?” . . . My heart stops. He’d never sell her, would he? I glance at Jett, who is watching the exchange like a sharp shooter.

“No,” Kayne immediately replies.

I breathe a silent sigh of relief.

“Borrow, then?” the man presses.

Kayne holds steady. “No.”

I don’t know who the man is, but he gives me the creeps. The same as Javier. I worry for Ellie. I worry for Kayne, and Jett, and myself. I’ve dealt with pieces of shit like these two most of my life, and it doesn’t look like I’ll be involved with a different kind of crew anytime soon. Not as long as I belong to Jett.

“I don’t blame you for keeping her all to yourself.” The man runs his thumb down Ellie’s chest and over the delicate chain that reaches all the way down to the apex of her thighs. Then he tugs, and Ellie nearly falls over. The clamp on her clit wreaking havoc on her body. I want to burst out of my cage and tackle the man. I want to scream at Kayne and kick Jett for allowing them to treat her this way. She’s innocent. Just like I once was. But before my fury gets the better of me, Jett chimes in.

“We have plenty of pets to play with.” He gains both Javier and the white-haired man’s attention. Apprehension suddenly churns in the pit of my stomach like riotous birds.

“Yes. I’d hate to miss out on the festivities.” The man steps away from Ellie, but Javier lingers a second longer. He then squeezes her breast, and Ellie whimpers before retreating behind Kayne. Scum of the fucking earth. Hurting Jenna wasn’t enough, he has to fuck with Ellie too?

“Your whore still needs work,” Javier sneers and my anger skyrockets. The only thing that keeps me in check is Kayne’s threatening glare. I think if he could shoot laser beams from his eyes, he would.

“Go,” Jett mouths, delivering one last communicative look before he leads Javier and his companion away. I watch helplessly as they disappear in the crowd, a sickening feeling of dread taking hold.

Confused, worried, and alone, I drop my wings as Jett instructed, slip out of the cage, and head straight for the garage without passing go.

My pulse pounds as I weave through the throngs of people and across the house. The farther away from the great room I get, the quieter my surroundings become. I step into the vast garage filled with all Kayne’s and Jett’s toys. Expensive foreign cars, motorcycles, and four wheelers all lined up on display. All shiny and impressive under the florescent lights.

As I stand in the middle of the garage, headlights suddenly blind me as a sports car pulls out of its spot. I jump back as it rumbles past me and then stops. The driver’s side door swings open and my heart dies in my chest as soon as I see his face.

“Is this some kind of fucking joke?” I snap as Alistair stands next to the sleek black Porsche.

“No, get your ass in the car.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you,” I spit. Has Jett lost his fucking mind? Sending me away with the man who’s the star of my most horrific nightmares?

Alistair snatches me before I even see his hand move.

“You are my little pet,” his tone isn’t threatening, just urgent. It still speaks to all my hostility. My rage flares, and without a second thought I kick him square in the balls. He topples against the car with an agonizing groan as Amber flies out of the passenger side. “London, what the fuck?” she snaps, outraged.

I ignore her imperiously.

“My name isn’t ‘pet’,” I seethe, looking at the man who brought so much pain into my life. I feel like I’m possessed, being forced to confront him now. “I remember every heinous thing you ever did to me.” I shake from the hatred and rage. “I remember the last night I ever spent with you. How you ripped the virginity right from my body.” My angry tears boil over. “I also remember the man my father sold my virginity to, and how when I didn’t bleed, he raped me until I did.” That was the start of my second trek through hell.

“London.” Amber touches me lightly, but I smack her hand away.

“Why would Jett do this? Why would he send me away with you?”

Alistair looks up at me with a different set of hazel eyes. They’re nowhere near as cold as they used to be, but still just as shrewd.

“Because I’m the only other person he trusts with your life next to Kayne. I’m a solider, London. I have been my entire life. I do as I’m told.”

“What did Jett tell you to do with me?” I ask suspiciously.

“Protect you.”

“From what?”

“The entire world.”

I regard him like he’s crazy.

“Get in the car, London.” Alistair is finally able to stand at his full height, but it’s visible his nuts are still throbbing by the way he cradles his crotch. I wish I could cut his testicles right off.

“Please, we need to go,” Amber adds alarmed.

As much as I don’t want to, it’s Jett’s judgment I trust. So I cautiously open the back door. “You know what I did to my father,” I threaten Alistair. “Try anything and I’ll do the same to you.” Then I slip into the back seat, animosity radiating off me like nuclear decay.

Seconds later, Alistair is peeling out of the garage, leaving Mansion, and everything I’ve come to know, behind. The house shrinks away to nothing as we fly down the half mile drive and turn on to the street.

“Where are we going?” I ask guardedly in the darkness.

“Airport.” Alistair hands over an answer with no hesitation.

“And then where?”

“The beach.”

Can he be any more vague?

I catch Amber rubbing his leg as he drives, the affectionate gesture causing me to feel ill.

“How can you be with him knowing what he did to me? Knowing what kind of monster he is?” The questions are like poison leaving my lips.

Amber turns to me, her long black hair and big brown eyes shining under the passing streetlights. “You can’t not love someone for who they once were. You can only love them for who they are now.”

How very poetic. She has no idea who he once was. I’m not convinced he’s a different man. If Jett was unaware of Alistair’s ulterior life, how can Amber be so certain he changed? That he’s who he says he is?

“Oh, really?” I reply to her naïve reasoning with disdain. “You must like it when he drowns you while you fuck or beats you with a bamboo stick when you don’t swallow his dick deep enough.”

Amber passes an apprehensive look to Alistair, and he shifts uncomfortably in his seat. That’s right motherfucker, squirm. I won’t hide any of your dirty secrets. I’ll tell Amber every single one without an ounce of remorse.

“You can hate me for what I did.” Alistair glances back at me through the rearview mirror. “But you were my best work. My most prized pupil. It’s why Jett took to you so quickly. You possess the true makings of a bona fide submissive.” His chilling accent slips through, and my skin crawls.

“You didn’t mold me!” I shout, causing Amber to jump. “You took an innocent young girl and broke her!” I yell outraged.

My outburst doesn’t seem to affect Alistair one bit. “I don’t see anyone broken in this car,” he responds evenly, our eyes locked in as he fixates on me in the mirror.

Spitefully, I slip back into the leather seat, a ball of raging emotions.

“Give it to her,” Alistair says to Amber.

Oh, Christ, give me what? Amber reaches down and produces a large tan envelope.

I take it cautiously.

“Relax, it isn’t a bomb,” Alistair mocks.

I stick my tongue out at him. Fuck you. I’ll never trust you or anything you give me.

I open the envelope containing four strands of white pearls, a cell phone, and a handwritten note.

 

London,

 

I see you when you think no one is looking. I catch your glances and sighs. I read your reservations even though you think your confidence overshadows them. I always look beyond the surface, and when I do, I see you. The real, raw, vulnerable you.

One day, I’ll tell you these things.

One day, you’ll be more than just a woman on her knees who thinks her face doesn’t stick out of the crowd. You don’t know how you resonate to me.

One day, I’ll tell you.

One day, I’ll declare.

But today, I’ll keep our emotions safe. I’ll hold them in my heart and protect them with my life because when they are released, oh little bird, when they are released, we’re going to fly . . .

I’m sure you want to murder me right now. But I’m asking you to trust me one last time. I know I’ve hit my quota on requests, but please believe I have only ever had your best interests at heart. Always remember, my beautiful little bird, there’s you and me, and then there’s everything fucking else.

I’ll see you soon.

 

Your Jett

 

I clutch the pearls in my hand as I re-read the note several times with tears brimming.

How soon is soon, Jett?
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It’s been three days since Alistair and Amber whisked me away from Mansion. I went from one beautiful confinement to another.

Holed up in a Tuscan-style gated compound on the California coast. I knew exactly where we were the second we landed at the private airport outside of LA. As a native to California, I recognized the landscape and the smell. Unsavory memories returned as I recalled how my father used to fly me all over the world, in and out of little hubs just like the one we flew into.

If you had to put a label on it, I would call our living arrangement a social experiment. I keep away from Alistair at all costs, tolerating Amber when and where I can, spending most of my time on the outdoor veranda that overlooks the sparkling Pacific Ocean.

There’s been no word from Jett, except the random love quotes I receive through text message.

“I still haven’t figured out how to sit across from you and not be madly in love with everything you do . . . You are the most beautiful thing I keep inside my heart . . . In a sea of people, my eyes will always search for you . . . You are the last thing I think about when I go to sleep and the first thing I think about when I wake up.”

I won’t lie, that last one is my favorite. Because Jett is the first person I think about when I wake up and the last person I think about when I go to sleep. You know, when that actually happens.

I will give it to him, he knows how to be romantic. I just wish he was doing it in person. Because the ache in my chest is unbearable from his absence. The only tangible thing I have to hold on to is my camera and the precious memory card inside.

Jett didn’t send me away empty-handed. His plan was premeditated. Alistair pulled a suitcase from the trunk of the Porsche when we arrived at the airport. Jett had packed a variety of my favorite things, like my perfume, my knee socks, and my camera.

I’ve scrolled through the pictures a thousand times since I’ve been here, finding comfort in familiar faces. Jenna, Jett, and the rest of the girls, who would let me play dress up and host photo shoots. More new emotions to experience. More new feelings to sort out. Jett always helped me navigate the unfamiliar waters, like the nautical star tattooed on his arm. Now I’m drifting through the dark sea alone.

I watch the sunset by myself for the third night in a row. Isolation is getting old.

I turn on the outdoor fireplace and make my way inside. The plus side to the oversized villa—besides Alistair and Amber having their own wing—is the stocked wine cellar. I’ve been testing a new region each night. I think I’m going with New Zealand this time. After grabbing a bottle of red, I head back through the open living area toward the kitchen. The house is absolutely magnificent. All white furnishings throughout with natural wood beams running along the ceiling gives it style and a tranquil feel.

I grab a wine glass off the shelf in the kitchen and the bottle opener from the drawer, prepared to tear into some of New Zealand’s finest wine.

“Pour a glass for me,” a sultry voice rasps in my ear, and I jump sky high.

“Jesus Christ!” I spin around so fast I knock the wine bottle right off the counter. Jett snatches it faster than a striking snake before it hits the floor. We both freeze for an elevated heart beat before Jett gazes back at me with an impish grin on his angelic face. Two more recognitional seconds pound before I launch myself at him, nearly knocking us both to the ground. “Where did you come from?”

“Queens.” He chuckles.

“Huh?” I hug him tightly, refusing to let go.

“It’s a long story.” He drops a lingering kiss on my lips, and I race for more, locking my arms around his neck and slipping my tongue into his mouth. I don’t care where he’s been or what he’s been doing. The only thing that matters is that he’s here now. With me.

“Someone missed me,” Jett mumbles against my ravenous mouth.

“More than missed you.” I pull at his button-up shirt, desperate to remove it. Desperate to remove all his clothes.

Jett chuckles harder, lifting me off the ground and placing me on the granite countertop. He relocates the wine bottle between my legs before indulging me by unbuttoning his shirt and tossing it away. I immediately zero in on the thick bandage wrapped around his left arm. Right over his star tattoo.

“What happened?” I ask, upset.

Jett grabs the wine bottle and opens it while still between my legs.

“A lot of shit.” Pop goes the cork.

“What kind of shit?” I touch the gauze.

He looks up at me, weathered. “Is there more of this?” He lifts the dark red bottle.

“An entire room. Why?”

“Good.” He pours a hefty glass and takes a huge sip.

“You’re worrying me.” I clutch his face once he’s done guzzling.

Jett smiles lovingly. “There’s nothing left to worry about, little bird. It’s all over.”

“What is?” I draw my eyebrows together.

“My pretend life.” Jett swallows another mouthful of wine.

“I’m not following you.” I search his eyes anxiously.

“All my secrets are about to become yours. Do you think you can handle that?”

“After enduring three days with Alistair, I can handle anything.” I cross my arms haughtily.

Jett snickers darkly. “Are you mad at me?”

“Yes.” I laugh so I don’t cry.

“I know how much you hate him. But he’s the only one I could trust. I hoped Amber would be a buffer.”

I steal the wine glass and take a large sip of my own. “Lucky for you, she was.”

“My gamble paid off.”

“There’s something else I would like to come off.” I tug at his pants.

Jett clutches my face and tangles our tongues, trapping our mouths in a fiery embrace.

“I should tell you everything first,” he huffs between greedy breaths of air.

“Is Ellie safe?” I ask as we kiss.

“Yes.”

“Is Kayne safe?”

Another yes.

“Are we safe?” I pause to look to him.

“Yes. We’re safe.” He nods sternly.

“Then that’s all I need to know, for now.” I rip open the button to his dark jeans.

“Has your blind faith been renewed?” he asks as he briskly peels off my yoga shorts.

“Yes. You’re here.” I effortlessly pull off my scoop neck sweatshirt.

I’m naked on the counter in the middle of the kitchen and have never been more confident in my own skin. That’s Jett’s affect.

“I promise to never leave you again.” Jett shoves down his boxer briefs, freeing his erection. I grab his cock and jerk, missing the sensation of the balls of his piercing rub against my hand. I missed his smell and his taste and his voice and his laugh, and the feel of him coming inside me. Jett eats at my neck like a famished man as I work him into a frenzy.

“I need you. I need to feel you. I need to feel you everywhere.” I’m suddenly a junkie jonesing for a fix, begging her supplier to satisfy the gnawing urge.

Jett doesn’t hesitate, sliding my ass closer to the edge of the smooth, cool countertop. Pinning my wrists against the cabinet above my head with one hand, he sinks two fingers into my slick entrance with the other. I spread my legs as wide as my body will allow and invite him in. Demand him to touch me. Pleasure me. Have me. Claim me. Call me his.

I moan audibly as his fingers slide easily in and out, stroking my savage desire.

“Did you think about me while I was gone?” His voice is saturated with lust.

“Every second.” I buzz with violent need.

“Did you think about this? About me touching you?”

“Yes. Touching me, fucking me, loving me.” I arch my back, drowning in the drumming sensations.

“You know I do, right? Love you.” He buries his fingers in a slow, ruthless glide, while flicking my clit with the tip of his thumb.

“I wasn’t one hundred percent sure until now.”

“I couldn’t tell you until I knew it was safe,” he confesses.

“Well, it’s safe now. Tell me again,” I encourage him. “No one has ever told me they loved me.” It’s my turn to confess.

“Well, I will.” Jett withdraws his hand with my wrists still subdued, and teases my pussy with a rough rub of his shaft.

“Say it.” I rock my hips wantonly. “Say it while you fuck me.”

Jett moans in a way I’ve never heard before as he pushes all the way inside me. The physical connection jars us both.

“Fuck, I love you.” He circles his hips so mind-bendingly slow, I feel the flaring sensation of it in every cell and molecule and fiber.

“Say it again,” I plead as the walls of my womb increasingly expand and contract.

“I love you.” We both gaze down, muscles strung tight, and watch his cock slide slowly in and out of me. Wet with arousal, foreskin pulled taut, scaling the steep, mountainous terrain of ecstasy together, knowing the view will be spectacular at the top.

My thighs start to quiver as Jett dangles me off the edge, denying me that last bit of pressure to send me soaring.

“You feel that, little bird?” His breathing is labored. “You feel that ache eating you alive?”

“Yes,” I whimper as the tremors travel from my legs to the rest of my body.

“I’m the only one who will ever make you feel that. I’m the only one who will ever be able to satisfy the hunger, quench the thirst, and stop the bleeding. You belong to me. Your mind, your body, your soul, your heart.” He thrusts powerfully, and I cry out in torturous turmoil. “And most importantly, your pussy.”

I gasp for air as he manipulates my pleasure, reducing me to a trembling mass of need.

“Jett, please,” I whine, desperately.

“Tell me you love me.” He puts me on the spot. “I want you to tell me while I fuck you.” He throws my request back in my face.

I have no issues fulfilling his demand.

“I love you.” I draw out my moan. “You’re the only man I ever have and ever will love,” I vow in the throes of passion. I know it’s the truth. That sense of peace I constantly long for surfaces as I profess my feelings.

“Shit.” Jett cracks, releasing my arms and trapping me in an ironbound embrace. The emotion etched on his handsome face is enough to make even the most broken woman whole again.

He makes me whole. He brings me peace. He gives me hope. Three things I never thought I deserved until I met him. Until he changed my life and helped set me free.

Belonging to him sets me free.

“I promise.” His thrusts become harder, faster—push deeper. “I’ll never make you regret saying those words.”

He surges his cock, filling me to the point of bursting, my clit pinching and pussy aching as we careen past the line of sanity and crash into a wall of reckless abandon.

The room erupts in a delirium of bliss as my climax electrifies all the places Jett owns. My mind, my body, my soul, my heart. And most importantly, my pussy.

I clutch onto him as he comes inside me, as the balls of his piercing aggravate the insatiable ache and our fluids mix, submerging us in a pool of fulfillment and rapturous gratification.

Our breath mingles in a melody of exertion as we float down from the bulldozing high. I never want to let go of this moment. Of this defining moment that has changed me forever.

“I really do love you,” I whisper softly, my heart inundated with extraordinary new emotions.

“I loved you from the first second I saw you.” He reverently strokes my flushed face.

“I guess Sasha knew what she was doing when she sent me to you.”

“Yes, she did.” Jett’s smile is infectiously wide. “My mother always does.”
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LONDON AND I LAY ON the outdoor veranda naked, cuddled under a shearling blanket, gazing at the stars. She listened quietly as I told her everything. The whole story of my life. From start to finish, about my mother, about Alistair, and my botched career. There wasn’t a flicker of judgment in her eyes. Then I broke the news to her about Ellie. How even though Kayne’s intentions were good, she ultimately couldn’t handle the truth and rejected him. Ran like hell away from him is more like it. Kayne isn’t taking it well. I left him in Juice’s capable hands while I straightened out my own love life.

Our undercover operation was a smashing success, despite the fact we barely got out by the skin of our teeth. Me, minus one beloved tattoo.

Javier and El Rey are dead, and the women being held captive at Javier’s compound have all been freed. With Endeavor’s help, Kayne and I saved the world.

Not really, but we did make a huge dent in the criminal community.

It almost cost us everything, including our lives, but in the end, we were rescued by the good guys. The guys who society doesn’t even know are there, who receive no public recognition, but continue to serve and protect selflessly. I was one of those guys. Now that I’m not, I can’t wait to find out who I’ll become. With London by my side the possibilities are endless.

“So what happened to Mansion and all the other girls?” London asks overwhelmed. I dropped a lot of information on her all at once.

“It’s gone. The businesses and all our assets have been liquidated. And all the girls have been heavily compensated.” I stroke her shoulder thoughtfully with the pad of my thumb. “They’ve been set up for a good long while.”

“Good.” London tightens her arms around me. Her concern slowly easing away.

“I told you I would take care of everyone.”

“I know you did.” She tilts her face up and smiles dotingly. Her faith, her strength, her belief in me makes every duplicitous second worthwhile.

There’s only one loose end to tie up. I slide out from underneath the blanket and kiss London on the forehead. “Stay here. I’ll be right back.”

I traipse through the house gloriously naked, collecting papers from my suitcase and another bottle of wine.

I don’t know how this information is going to affect her, but I thought she had the right to know.

I sit back down on the chaise and pour another hefty glass of red wine. We’ve been sharing.

“There’s one more thing.” I beckon her to sit up.

London covers her chest with the soft blanket and takes the papers I hand her. I drink a steady supply of wine as she reads the information before her.

I assess her facial expression as she comes to the financials.

Her eyes widen and her jaw drops. “Jett is this fucking for real?”

“It is. It’s your father’s estate, and you are the sole heir.” It’s right there in black and white.

Her hands start to shake. “Are you telling me . . . Are you telling me I own everything?”

“According to the lawyers, yes.”

London’s father was a real estate magnate. The man owned umpteen luxury hotels all around the world, not to mention restaurants, golf courses, and a casino. The bottom line of his bank account makes London more than just an heir, she’s a bona fide heiress.

“That’s a lot of fucking zeros.”

“And you deserve every one, baby.”

“I don’t know anything about running a hotel, let alone a whole fleet.” The look on her face is priceless.

“Lucky for you, I know a few things about business endeavors.” I take a suggestive sip of wine.

“Dear lord, please don’t tell me you want to start a chain of mainstream brothels.”

“The idea didn’t occur to me, but . . .” I ponder wickedly.

“Forget it!” She smacks me with the paperwork.

“Okay, maybe not mainstream.” I shield myself from her assault.

“Jett!”

“I’m just kidding!” I pull her into my arms. “I’m done with that business.” I kiss along her neckline to the ticklish spot behind her ear. “There’s only one woman I want to look after now.”

“She needs looking after.” London melts against me.

“No, she doesn’t. She just needs someone to love her,” I contest.

“I’m glad you’re that someone.”

“I am, too. And that you can financially support me for the rest of our lives.”

London whacks me on the head with the stack of papers.

“You’re very violent,” I tease as I pin her on her back.

“I have years of pent up hostility.”

“I know the perfect release for that.” I shimmy my pelvis against her pussy.

She laughs freely into the night. The melodic sounds remind me of a rhapsody.

“I’m not kidding.” I lick a hot trail along her jawline.

“I know you’re not.” She sighs serenely, spreading her legs.

“Where are your pearls?” I ask.

“In the bedroom.”

“Then that’s where we’re going.” I nip at her earlobe. “I want to appreciate your curves with my tongue. I want to wrap you in satin and cover you with lace. Drape your body in diamonds and pearls. Bind your wrists in leather as I command your entire being. I want to create a beautiful package to lovingly defile.”

“Sounds like your kinky style.”

“It definitely is.”

“My entire being is yours.” London submits to my kinky request as I lift her into my arms.

“And my entire being is yours,” I profess.


[image: ]

The present

I LEAN AGAINST THE DOORFRAME quietly as Jett rocks Shia to sleep.

“After the handsome prince vanquished the evil sorcerer and freed the beautiful princess from her tower, they rode off into the sunset, and lived happily ever after . . .”

Her soft snore and still body render his attempt successful.

“That’s my all-time favorite fairytale,” I voice softly.

Jett flicks his eyes up to meet mine before he smiles brightly. “Mine too.”

Stealthily, he stands with a sleeping Shia in his arms. My heart hasn’t stopped beating with joy since we rode off into the sunset. Jett promised to give me everything I never knew I needed, and all the things I was afraid to wish for, and he has kept that promise every single day. A house, a home, a husband, a family. I never dared wish for any of those things. They weren’t meant for a woman like me. A woman with a dirty past and despicable secrets.

But Jett changed everything. He changed me. Freed my captive heart.

I’m no longer no one.

Nothing.

I’m someone to three precious little miracles and an amazing man.

And they’re everything to me.

“You look pretty sexy with a baby in your arms.” I wrap myself around him once he places Shia in her crib and creeps across the room to the doorway.

“Oh yeah?” We walk down the shadowy hallway hip to hip, arm in arm, past the walls littered with wedding pictures and baby pictures and irreplaceable memories. Past a life I never thought could be mine. “Wanna make another one?”

I laugh as we climb into bed. “Think you could handle another one?”

Jett purrs as he snuggles up next to me. The man loves to cuddle. “Haven’t you realized by now, beautiful little bird? With you by my side, I can handle anything . . .”

 

The End

 

Word of mouth is an author’s best friend, if you enjoyed Elicit or any M. Never books, please take a few minutes to leave a review or share on social media! It’s greatly appreciated!
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THIS BOOK! LORD HAVE MERCY! I will confess I thought Elicit was going to be a cakewalk to write. I knew the plot, the storyline and the characters for nearly two years! But the universe loves to prove me wrong! So battling through writer’s block, mental exhaustion and a strict time line was needless to say, sucky. But I was determined to publish this book on time. I knew how much my readers wanted it and how much I equally wanted to give it to them. So, taking a few days off of work here and there (shhh, don’t tell) neglecting all my adult responsibilities and consuming numerous bottles of prosecco, I finally finished! And when I was done. I cried! I had written the final book in The Decadence Series, sad to say goodbye to characters who had become like family and I didn’t know what to do with myself for a moment. I hope when you finished Elicit you had a smile on your face, I hope it gave you the insight you were looking for and answered any questions you might have had. Did you like the littles glimpses of Owned through Jett’s eyes? I think the pre-date night with Jett and Kayne and the limo scene with Ellie were my favorite to write. It’s how I saw it when I wrote Owned and I was ecstatic to be able to share what really happened before and after she finished her champagne. (See, Kayne’s not such a bad guy!)

Many of you have asked who my inspiration for Jett was. Well, he’s a combination of many people in my life honestly, myself included, but most of his attributes came from an uncle of mine who is a hairstylist, straight as an arrow, fashionable and snarky. I wanted Jett to be really different, and I think I achieved that by the response he received. I never, ever, anticipated writing his story, but I’m so glad I did. I love him as much as the rest of you!

Maybe I’ll consider a novella with Alistair and Amber? We’ll see.

These characters are hard to walk away from!

This labor of love couldn’t have happened without some kick ass people in my corner. Linda Russell and Dani Rene, thank you for suffering through my write and run drafts. I know it wasn’t pretty, but your enthusiasm was the constant motivation I needed to keep going. Sort of like my IV of coffee! Dani, thank you for all the beautiful teasers! You know how much they make me cry! I’m so glad writing allowed us to cross paths!

My PA extraordinaires, Sarah P. and Melissa G. As Mark told Ellie in Owned, you’re magic glitter in high heels. Same applies to both of you!

I have worked with so many of the same people over the last few years, my process seems to have become seamless. You know, when I’m not causing problems or missing deadlines, or undecided on a blurb or still searching for the perfect cover image! Marisa Rose Shor, thank you for another stunning cover. Sara Eirew, I just want to trade places with you for one day! Your photos are like art! Jenny Sims and Candy Royer, you both have helped polish my writing so much and helped me come so far! I’m honored to work with both of you. Even if I do hyperventilate every time I open an edited manuscript. Nichole Strauss and Christine Borgford, my proofreading and formatting dynamic duo! Nothing like pinch hitting last minute! Thank you for being able to work a schedule like no other! My beta readers who tell it like it is and make every manuscript better! You’re all Jett’s girls now! Holly M., the one and only! Nuff said.

Teri Fantauzzi and Janice Owen for being my last sets of eyes.

Give Me Books and Sassy Savvy Fabulous PR for the amazing promo.

Each and every blog/ARC/mega fan who shares, supports and demands more. There is not enough praise or thanks in the world I can extend. Sometimes it all feels a little surreal. This dream is hard and demanding and downright disheartening at times, but you all make it easy to escape from the shadows! Thank you! Keep up the good work!

Last but never least, to my amazing family who puts up with me when I’m cranky and emotional and on a deadline. Babe, I promise to always turn the dishwasher on during a deadline week and give you naughty thank yous for picking up my slack when the book is done!

Till the next!
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M. NEVER RESIDES IN NEW York City. When she’s not researching ways to tie up her characters in compromising positions, you can usually find her at the gym kicking the crap out of a punching bag, or eating at some new trendy restaurant.

She has a dependence on sushi, a fetish for boots, and is stalked by a clingy pit bull named Apache. She is surrounded by family and friends she wouldn’t trade for the world and is a little in love with her readers. The more the merrier. So make sure to say hi!
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