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My love . . .

Life may get dirty and things may get ugly.

Our love, though, will always be perfect to me.

. . . Your love


Warning

Dirty Ugly Toy is a novel that blurs the lines of right and wrong, deals with abuse, contains dubious consent, and adult subject matter. If you are sensitive to violent sexual situations, the book may not be suitable for you. Some parts of this book are not easy to read and are not intended for everyone. However, those that keep an open mind and stick with it will not be disappointed.




 

 

 

 

 

 

“As men get older, the toys get more expensive.”

Marvin Davis
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Two weeks earlier . . .

Tears roll down her bright red cheeks and her garbled pleas become more frantic with each passing mile. Dubois trussed her up tight at the estate—her wrists fastened behind her back with a zip tie, a matching one around her bare ankles, and a scarf strung through her open mouth to the point of nearly gagging her. She’s most likely cut the flesh on her arms from trying to escape. The thought of blood smeared over her olive skin sends a surge of excitement through my veins.

They all try to escape the inevitable in the end.

Every single fucking time it’s the same.

Please don’t get rid of me, sir.

I drag my eyes away from the glorified whore and turn my bored attention to the Washington state tree line along the interstate. We’re almost there—to the place where each toy meets their end. Where I dust my hands and start anew.

“Another ten minutes, sir,” Dubois assures me from the driver’s seat.

I meet his eyes in the mirror and nod before turning back to the window. When we slow and then turn onto a gravel road that leads into the dark, thick woods, she begins screaming through the scarf. With an infuriated huff, I snap my gaze to meet hers.

The toy, one whom I actually enjoyed for a spell, is getting on my fucking nerves. Her almond-shaped eyes are swollen from crying for the entire two-hour drive. They flicker with fear when the vehicle slows to a stop.

“You were fun for a little while,” I tell her with a yawn. I’m going to sleep for a fucking week before making my journey back to London. This shit, no matter how gratifying, gets so goddamn exhausting. Especially at the end. I’m bored and tired. And the toy is used and done with.

Dubois climbs out of the car and I hear him exchange words in Russian with Matvei. The toy, even though she doesn’t know a word in the language, becomes hysterical. I’m assuming she understands her fate—as they all do about now.

“Time to say goodbye, Swan.”

I’d like to taste her lips once more—to savor her essence for the way back home. She flinches when I reach over and tug the scarf free from her swollen lips but doesn’t waste any time begging.

“Please, my master. Don’t do this,” she cries out, “You don’t have to do this!”

My eyes narrow and I lazily drag my gaze down her throat to her heaving breasts—breasts I know are marked and bruised from my teeth beneath her thin black dress. My dick doesn’t even stir at the reminder which is exactly why I must get rid of her.

She bores me now.

“Swan, I suggest you shut your stupid mouth before I choke you with this scarf,” I tell her with a growl. “You belong to me until that very last second. Do you understand me?”

Hope flickers in her eyes and I have the urge to slap the look right off her face. It’s as if she doesn’t know me at all.

“Y-Y-You c-c-could k-keep me,” she chatters, the frigid air that’s swirled in from Dubois’ open door, chilling her.

I scoff. “And do what? Marry you? Have half fucking Asian babies with you?”

She nods rapidly and it pisses me off. Lightning fast, I snatch a handful of her black hair and yank her to me.

Wide, terrified eyes meet mine and my dick actually does twitch for a moment. I could fuck her one last time—for old times’ sake.

“Ready, sir?”

Dubois’ voice from the front jerks me from my thoughts of doing anything stupid and I turn my attention to him.

“Yes. Bring me the scissors.”

I drag my gaze back to hers and inhale her. Swan, who loved to cook, smells of ginger and wasabi. She’d been in the middle of making me sushi when I decided I was done with her.

“Please, sir,” she begs again, “Don’t do this. I love you!”

They all love me.

How could they not?

“Swan, I could never love a whore. You were nothing more than a toy to me. Now you’re done, baby.”

A gust of frigid air enters the back of the car when Dubois opens my door. The gleam of the scissors in the moonlight is beautiful but the scream that rips from Swan is otherworldly.

“Hold her mouth shut, D,” I grunt when she starts to wiggle in my grasp.

He climbs in beside her and slaps a black, leather glove over her mouth to shut her the fuck up. Dubois isn’t the biggest man but he’s cunning and strong. I’d hired him to be my right hand man when I saw how he handled himself in a gang fight in LA. Six motherfuckers tried to take down the lean, black man but he damn near gutted four of them before one pulled a gun on him and shot him in the belly. They’d left him for dead but when he awoke in the hospital, I was there for him and with a proposition he couldn’t refuse.

They never refuse.

I snatch the scissors from the seat beside me and wave them in front of her face. It actually turns me right the fuck on to see her fighting against Dubois’ unyielding grasp. If we were back home, I’d want him to fuck her so I could watch.

But then I remember her time is up.

I want a new toy.

One that I can restore.

An ugly thing turned pristine and shiny.

“I need a souvenir to add to my scrapbook.” I bark out a laugh and clip a long strand of hair from her gorgeous head. I’m pleased when I inhale it and the ginger-wasabi combination remains. Perfect. Like this toy once was.

I give D a nod and he drops his hand.

“Any last words, Swan?”

She sobs but no words come out. Taking pity on her pathetic ass, I draw forward and brush a soft kiss on her lips.

I’ll definitely miss her.

Until I get a new one.

“Goodbye,” I tell her, my breath the last part of me she’ll ever be gifted.

She screams when Dubois jerks her with him out of the car. Matvei helps him wrangle her away from my presence. Together, they do what I don’t like doing. They do the hard part. My part is always easy.

Find new toys.

Play with them.

Tell them goodbye.

And my boys do the rest.

A chill skitters through me from the fall night air and I yank the door closed. My mind clears as I begin wondering what kind of toy I want next. Tonight I’ll do some research. See what strikes my fancy. Perhaps my next toy will be a plus-sized girl—I’ve always had a thing for curves and big tits. Or, maybe I can have a lesbian with a boy haircut—that toy would be fun breaking in for sure. And gingers seem to be the craze right now too—maybe I’ll find me a freckly red-headed toy.

My dick thickens and I smirk. It was smart getting rid of Swan when I did. For one second, I considered keeping her. Then I remembered I don’t keep my toys for very long. I’m a very spoiled man and like new ones.

When Swan’s screams are silenced finally, Dubois returns to the car. He puts it in drive and we head back home. I drop my gaze to the lock of hair between my fingers and grin. Nineteen toys. Nineteen locks of hair. Nineteen times I’d indulged in my greatest fantasies.

I believe the twentieth one will be extra special.

And I can’t wait to make her mine.

At least for a little while . . .
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I wobble down Breightmet Street on my last pair of heels and hope my hair looks decent. Not even a half hour ago, I woke up with my underwear around my thighs, face down on the scummy floor of a pub over on Shifnall twitching for my next fix. But some stupid bastard not only stole the last of my stash, but he took my cash too. I’m too fucked up to even worry about what he did while I was unconscious. Not that it matters anyway. I’m not hurting so his small dick must not have done too much damage.

“My corner you dirty bitch,” a prossie snaps when I near her. “Take your ugly arse elsewhere.”

I snarl my lip in disgust. As if the tart has any room to talk. Her black hair is nothing but a mop of Medusa dreads. I bet her cunt is crawling with fucking crabs.

“Fuck you, whore. You don’t own the whole goddamn town of Bolton,” I spit out and stop about twenty feet from her.

She continues her bitching while I dig around in my bag for my cigs. I’m shaking with the need for a hit of skag. All my needles and shit were gone when I woke up. Instead of washing up in the sink like a normal human would have, I wiped the slobber from my cheek, pulled my underwear back up, and went on a search for a punter. Punters mean money. Money means heroin.

A piece of shit car slows down when it gets near and I hope it’ll stop for me. Medusa may think she owns this corner but I can nail just about any customer I want. Unlike her and her shitty standards, I have none. If a client wants to wheel and deal for a blow job, I’ll take his dumb offer and suck him off. Six quid is six quid—six quid closer to more shit I need.

The skag takes away the pain. The festering wound in my chest that seeps and throbs with sorrow and self-hatred is ever present. Without my damn heroin, I can hardly cope. And right now, memories mix with reality. Past and present become confusing. I need my fucking escape.

“How much for that sweet pussy?”

I jerk out of my daze and flash the fat fucker a smile. “What are you offering?”

He scratches the scruff on his cheek and regards me with a toothless grin. “I’m skint, baby. All I have is a tenner ‘til next pay day.”

I shudder. His ugly ass should have to pay fifty. But ten’ll get me a hit. Brewster, one of the dealers I go to around these parts, won’t take any less than ten.

“I’ll blow you for ten,” I tell him, hoping he’ll give in.

His brows furrow into an agitated glare and he leans back inside his vehicle to talk to another man who’s in the driver’s seat. When he pops his head back out the window, he waves a baggie of crystals at me.

“Ten for your arse,” he negotiates, as if doing anal instead is a better deal for me than regular fucking. “And some brown sugar.”

My heart flops in my chest and it takes everything in me not to kick off my only pair of shoes to my name and dive into his fucking piece of shit car after what he’s offering.

“How much skag you got?” I ask, trying not to seem so eager.

He smirks, knowing he’s won. “Enough to keep you high all night, baby. Get in the car.”

The joy of knowing I’m about to get high again surges through me. They can both fuck my ass if they want—as long as they uphold their end of the deal to party with me all night. I squeal and kick off my heels toward the Medusa bitch before running toward them, ignoring the bite of the frozen concrete beneath my feet. I’m almost to the car when a sleek, black vehicle screeches to a halt behind them.

“Fucking pigs,” the punter snarls in disgust before they peel out away from me, leaving me to deal with the authorities on my own. I nearly burst into tears at having lost the promise of my skag.

A car door slams and I snap my head to face the cop head-on. I may not be getting any drugs tonight but the promise of a warm, dry place to sleep for the night is almost just as alluring. Almost.

“What’s your name?” A tall, slender black man in a fitted suit regards me with question. His accent indicates he’s not from these parts. Most likely American. That notion causes little red flags to wave at me.

“You a pig or what?”

He shakes his head. “Or what. Tell me your name.”

“Jessica Rabbit,” I lie with a harsh laugh. “How much you offering?”

His lips press into a displeased firm line. “Five hundred.”

My eyes bug out of my head. Holy shit. I’d do just about anything for that sum of money. “What? You want my arse? You into some kinky ‘call me daddy’ shit, baby?” I purr and reach for the lapel on his suit. “For five hundred quid, I’ll do whatever you want.”

He swats my hand away in disgust. “Not five hundred pounds, woman.”

I pout at his words. Did I misunderstand him? I’m starting to fucking tweak and I can’t stand it. I get confused as hell. “A fiver?” I question with a huff. “Fine, whatever. Put it in my arse if you want—just give me the fucking money up front and we’re good. We doing this in your car?”

He seizes my wrist and hauls me forward. His scent is masculine yet exotic. Expensive. “We’re not doing anything. However, my boss would like to hire you for your services.”

I swallow down the fear that is always present but nod. “Cool. Where is he?” If things get weird, I’ll run. Even way out here in England, I still don’t feel completely safe from him.

He looks over his shoulder at the car and then back at me. “Back there. Do you want the job?”

My eyes widen as if he’s lost his mind. “You’re fucking proper as hell, Bruno. Fine, yes. I want the job. Can we tell him I didn’t offer up my arse though? I give a mean blow-job.”

He sighs and stares into my eyes with his that nearly match his dark skin. “My name is Dubois, not Bruno. And Mr. Kennedy wants to hire you for five hundred thousand. Are you interested?”

I let out a breath of relieved air upon hearing a name I don’t recognize. But I think my mind is playing tricks again and I bark out a nervous laugh. “Oh, wow, I thought you said five hundred thousand for a second there.”

His glare never waivers and understanding washes over me. Holy shit. I’m having a Julia Roberts moment. I may be living in the UK but I grew up in America and watched Pretty Woman enough times to know it word for word. This opportunity could get me enough heroin that I wouldn’t have to fuck for it. The idea is quite tempting actually.

“Come. Mr. Kennedy has been waiting for you.”

Dubois, remaining stoic, drags me behind him toward the waiting car. He opens the back car door and I laugh. This Kennedy rich motherfucker has a driver. I can’t believe this is happening. Twisting my head, I find the Medusa bitch glaring at me. I wave my middle finger at her and call her a cunt before a warm hand grips my elbow, yanking me into the car.

I land on my knees on the leather of the seat and my handbag hits the pavement outside the car, bullshit clattering out as it spills the contents. The firm, large hand on my elbow never releases and I follow the arm to the owner. Even through my tweaking haze, I can tell he’s beautiful and thank God he’s not him. Doesn’t happen around these parts—to get a good-looking man to fuck for the night.

“Jesus, you stink like you bathed in the dumpster. Fucking disgusting.” His insults roll off me and I inhale him. I may stink but he smells decadent—all spices and manly. I bet his dick tastes delicious.

“Want me to suck that big cock of yours?” I purr, wanting to get the party started.

He rolls his eyes and yanks me the rest of the way in. Once he settles me into the seat, he moves to sit across from me. Dubois shuts the door and I bask in the warmth of the car. Tonight it’s cold and my flesh is numb. My dingy puffy jacket does nothing to keep the bite of the chilly air off my skin. And my bare legs under my skirt are cold as ice.

“I want you to be my toy,” he says in a bored tone, withdrawing a folded piece of paper from his breast pocket.

“Fine, toy with me,” I snap. “When do I get paid? What do you want from me?”

His eyes narrow at me. In the dim light of the car, coupled with my confusion, I have no fucking clue what color they are.

“I want you to be my toy for six months.”

I raise a brow in question. “For five hundred grand?”

He nods and smirks, waiting for me to answer.

“Can you get me heroin?” I ask bluntly.

His nostrils flare in an angry manner and he bares his teeth at me. “I promise to take care of that little addiction of yours.”

Rich people always have the hook-up to the best drugs. “Deal. Want me to suck your cock now? I’m in desperate need of a hit. Let’s get this shit started, Ken Doll.”

I’m entertained by the way his vein on his forehead protrudes. He’s pissed and it’s funny.

“Sign this agreement and we can start,” he says in a detached tone. “And don’t ever fucking call me Ken Doll again or I’ll backhand that skanky little mouth of yours.”

Most normal chicks would run from the prick in the seat in front of me. I’ve dealt with a lot worse in my lifetime. People like Mr. Grumpy Ken Doll are nothing. Fucking nothing in comparison.

With a roll of my eyes, I yank the pen and paper from him. The typewritten words dance all around the page and confound me. “Six months? Your fuck toy? You pay me five hundred grand? Did I miss anything?”

He smirks and shrugs his shoulders. “Sounds close enough. Are you sure you don’t want to take your time reading it?”

My skin itches as the warm air thaws my cold flesh—I scrape the pen along my thigh to relieve myself from it. As I well know, the moment I truly start coming down from my last hit, I’ll be clawing at my skin. This is only the beginning. I need a hit and soon.

“Whatever. Looks good to me. Just make sure I get my drugs,” I tell him firmly.

He waits until I scribble my fake name, Jessica Rabbit, and hand him back the paper. I want to keep the pen because it is a good scratching tool but he holds his hand out for it. I relinquish it with an exasperated huff. His eyes scan the paper and he signs below it.

“Ready to go home and play, Bunny?”

I bristle at his stupid nickname. “Sure Ken Doll. Let’s go play.”

Ken Doll rolled out before I had a chance to stop it. His hand twitches as if he’s going to make good on his promise to hit me but everything goes blissfully black before I even have an opportunity to see if he will.
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The woman is pure filth. Disgusting, shitty, and gross. Her body reeks of body odor, stale cigarette smoke, and urine. I’ve never had such a dirty toy and it makes me wonder what sort of dirty things I can get her to do. The thought has my dick fully erect and ready to play. Of course, now’s not the time. There’s so much to do in order to get her ready to play with.

“Are you sure you don’t want to dump this one and find a better one?” Dubois questions from the front seat as he drives us to our London hotel. The annoyed tone in his voice causes my lips to turn up in a satisfied smile. I’ve never had a toy like this one before. She’s mouthy and brash and fucking revolting. I’m completely intrigued with her.

“This one’s perfect.”

My assurance must settle him because he doesn’t say another word on the matter and quiets down for the four-hour drive to the city.

“Mmmm,” she groans from her slumped over position on the leather seat in front of me.

I raise a brow to see if she’ll wake. Before she passed out, I was prepared to hit her, against my better judgment. Sure, I like punishing them but I don’t like losing my cool so easily. But with her, my hand itched to exact punishment on the mouthy woman. To make her realize she was simply a transaction.

My blood still boils. Ken Doll my ass. I’m as far from good and decent as a man could get. I’m also not plastic and blond.

Everything about me screams monster.

The wild, barely tamed black hair on my head matches the unruly thoughts in my mind. My piercing dark blue eyes turn nearly grey when I’m enraged, which is most of the time. And my jaw is sharp and chiseled. I scare the hell out of most women with my fierce, calculating glares. I’ve even had a few of my new toys piss themselves on more than one occasion in my presence.

And that is all before I even touch a hair on their little heads.

Once they get to know me, they know I am every bit the monster I outwardly portray. But inside, I’m pure evil. I have sick, twisted fantasies which I have the means to turn into my reality. These toys are part of the games I enjoy playing.

“Get ahold of yourself, whore,” I sneer.

“And here I thought you had manners being all proper and shit.” Her croaky voice pulls me away from my inward thoughts and my eyes zero in on her slumped frame.

Gingerly, she sits up and pushes the matted strawberry-blonde hair out of her eyes. The bitch is still fucked up on whatever it is she took before I found her. Once bright green eyes have been dulled and her long, mascara crusted eyelashes droop over them. Her makeup looks like shit—layer over layer smeared onto her face and I wonder when the last time she bathed was.

“Where are we going?” she questions and claws at her thigh.

I don’t owe her an answer, but I indulge her anyway. “London. For now.”

She seems pleased by my answer and stares out the window, her fingernails continuing their assault on her flesh. “So you got a thing for hookers, Ke—er—what do I call you?”

Thank fuck she didn’t call me Ken Doll again. I didn’t want to ruin her face before I even had the chance to look at it properly. Last time was a close fucking call.

“My name is Braxton Kennedy. You are to call me sir or master.”

Her dark brow raises in a petulant fashion. Most of the whores just nod their heads and obey accordingly. This one has to force herself to be compliant. As the drugs leave her system, I can see that she’ll be more difficult to train.

And this gets my dick really fucking hard.

“What if I call you Brax?”

“Then I’ll hurt you.”

Her green eyes flare to life when they meet my own bored gaze and I fight a smile. I like getting a rise from this woman already. She’ll be a fun one to torment.

“I’m going to accidentally call you that so you may as well tell me how you’re going to hurt me. Just so I’ll be ready,” she admits with a huff and adds the last part with dripping sarcasm. “Sir.”

She starts to claw her thigh again and I wonder if she’ll break the skin. Her blood will be all over the fucking place and she hasn’t even been tested yet. It’d be a shame to pick up some disease from the whore and not even fucked her to do it.

“Stop scratching.” I order with a low growl. “It’s pissing me off.”

Her full lips draw together in a firm line and she crosses her arms over her chest. “I’m hungry,” she pouts.

My chest aches with a sudden, sharp pain, memories from my past assaulting me against my will, and I have to swallow the bile rising in my throat. “I will feed you. Come here, Bunny.”

Her nostrils flare at the name but she doesn’t hesitate to crawl in front of my spread legs, kneeling in front of me. I bet she’d suck me off if I asked. But I’m not asking.

“Close your eyes and open your mouth.”

She places her palms on my knees and for a moment I almost shove her away from me. They touch me when I tell them to touch me, not when they fucking feel like it. But her grumbling belly calms my inner rage and I ignore her gesture for now. I’ll explain to her the rules later. Reaching over into the side compartment, I retrieve a bottle of water and a banana.

The second I break the banana open and the fruity scent somehow cuts through her stench, she moans. She says she’d do fucking anything for drugs but the pitiful creature is practically starving. It eats away at my insides and I quickly peel the banana before I do anything stupid like hold her in my arms.

“Want this?” I question, dragging the tip of the banana over her lips.

She nods and her thumbs dig into my inner thighs as she spreads me open, allowing her further access to me and what I’m offering. Again, the gesture should piss me off, but my cock strains through my boxers to get to her.

“Eat it like a good girl and there’s plenty more where that came from.”

My assurance comforts her and she chomps through the banana, uncaring if she seems like a starving dog. When she finishes, I give the water bottle a shake. White clouds from the pills I dropped into it earlier swirl around the water.

“Drink this. All of it.”

Her mouth parts open and I hold it to her lips. She sips it eagerly and doesn’t stop until it’s empty.

“What’d you lace it with? I could taste it. Am I going to get fucked up?” The eagerness in her eyes angers me and I want to slap the look right off her face.

I don’t reward her with an answer and instead stare at her questioning eyes which are beginning to dull again. Dubois hits the brakes and she falls against my chest, her belly pressing into my thick, hard cock. I groan because I want to fuck her now.

I’m about to shove her to the floor so she’ll get the fuck away from me before I do something stupid and impulsive. But when her arms slip around my waist while she drifts to sleep, I take pause. A small, comforted sigh escapes her and I soon find myself stroking her long, dirt-ridden hair.

“Mmm,” she murmurs as the pills steal her from me. “Thank you for saving me.”

Her words knife through me and I want to scream at her. To tell her that I’m a fucking monster—that I’m going to make her life a living hell. I want to spit in her face and explain to her that I’m about to hurt her unbroken spirit—that I’ll thrive on tearing it apart piece by motherfucking piece.

“Don’t thank me yet, Bunny,” I tell her softly, despite knowing she’s already passed out. “I’m the hunter in this story and I’m hunting rabbit.”
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“Sir,” Dubois says in a soft voice from the front. “We’re here.”

I snap awake and chide myself for having fallen asleep on the ride. It isn’t my style. I’ve always had to keep my guard up and for some reason I let it slip. This bitch could have stabbed me in my sleep. She groans and I shake my head in irritation to see that she’s somehow wormed herself into my lap. My arms are around her, holding her, just like I told myself I wouldn’t.

But she was starving.

I let the guilt wash over me and soothe the anger at myself. It was just this once. I’ve had a long journey—I’m not a young man like I used to be. Not that thirty-eight is old, but this shit catches up to you after a while.

Dubois climbs out and opens the back door. His furrowed brows tell me he wants to ask if I’m okay. There’s a stinky-ass girl in my arms and this isn’t normal. But, knowing his place, he refrains. I take care of my toys and today this one needs extra care. If I asked Dubois to carry her into the hotel, he would but he knows this is my thing.

I climb out with the slight girl in my arms, and once he shuts the door behind me, together we stride in through a side door.

With a swipe of a discreet card, Dubois gets us inside and we enter a small elevator. He pushes the “P” and we make our ascent to the top floor.

“I’m so glad its bath time,” he mutters under his breath.

I shoot him a glare. “Someone is forgetting their place tonight. I pay a lot of fucking money for you to remember.”

His eyes widen briefly before he schools away the shocked and hurt expression. He nods with a curt, clip of his head and I draw my gaze back down to her. In the better light, I can see dark roots growing out near her scalp and I growl. The rage blossoms inside and I want to drop her to the floor, spitting accusations out at her.

“She’s a brunette,” I snarl.

Dubois steps forward and inspects her hair. “That she is, sir. Are we returning her?”

I spent two fucking weeks after I got rid of Swan researching my next toy. A cute strawberry-blonde is what I decided I wanted. We’ve been all over London and there wasn’t one single bitch who met the simple criteria. Dubois and I ended up in Bolton, four hours from the city, to find this one.

“I wanted strawberry-blonde,” I complain with a grumble.

His dark eyes meet mine. “There were plenty of those in America. Perhaps we should have gone to Texas, not the UK.”

If I weren’t holding this good-for-nothing toy, I’d have already been choking his defiant ass. “You know I shop for my toys in the United Kingdom, not America. End of fucking story. She’ll have to do.”

He shrugs his shoulders and I wonder what the fuck has gotten into him today. “They make hair dye. We can keep her the way you want her.”

I curl my lip up in disgust. “Then I wouldn’t be restoring her, would I? I would be customizing her. I don’t customize. We’ll match her roots and turn her back.”

He nods as the doors open. I follow him down the long hallway to the set of huge double doors at the end. Without any further discussion on the matter, he unlocks the penthouse door and holds it open for me. Once I’m inside, he pulls it closed and leaves me alone with the newest present to myself.

I glance down at her and am surprised to see her watching me. Agitation bristles through me and I stride into the gigantic bathroom without speaking to her. I should have known she’d need more than what I gave her. She’s not like some of the others who dabble in the drugs. This one’s life revolves around the drugs. I set her on the edge of the tub and hold onto her while I turn on the bath. She shivers so I make sure to get the temperature to a nice, comfortable degree of hot. When steam begins to build around us, I turn to her. “Can you sit here for a moment while I fetch some things?”

She nods and watches me with interest as I leave to gather towels and bubbles. Once I pour in some bubbles and the water is filled to my liking, I turn it off and help her stand.

“Do you need help or can you undress yourself?” I ask.

Her eyes clear some, mistaking my kindness for something warmer, and the corners of her lips quirk up. “I can do it.”

I release her from my grasp and step back. She sheds her shitty coat and I frown to discover she wears only a worn, ratty bra beneath it.

“Where’s your shirt?” I demand, a harsh bite to my voice.

She doesn’t seem startled by my tone. “I guess I lost it somewhere. When do I get more skag?”

I’m furious that she’s worried about fucking drugs when she’s been walking around town hardly dressed.

“We’ll talk about the heroin later. Get undressed.”

She pouts again and I decide I like my strange, pouting toy. With the others, they’re fearful of me once they understand I have odd intentions. This toy, Bunny, seems game for anything. The thought thrills me.

Her tits are nice, much to my surprise, and I enjoy her small pink nipples. Swan had large, pepperoni-sized nipples. Bunny has little bite-sized ones. My gaze travels to her ribs, which protrude, and a growl rumbles in my chest. Skimming quickly down her flat stomach to her skirt, I raise a brow for her to continue.

She unzips the back of the black skirt and pushes it down her hips. Her panties are dirty and stained with what is most likely other men’s cum. If we were back home, I’d have Dubois burn her panties. Once the abomination falls from her body, I sigh at the patch of dark hair between her legs. I still can’t believe I nabbed a brunette.

“You can’t afford to eat, don’t have a home, and wear this filth,” I grit through my teeth. “Yet you have the money and means for a dye job?”

Her smile becomes predatory as she wobbles toward me. “I fucked a salon owner. She paid me with this.” She waves at her shitty hair as if she’s proud.

“She? How’d you fuck a she?” I’m disgusted.

Bunny shrugs her shoulders. “I was creative. She was pleased.”

My nostrils flare. “You finger fucked some bitch and settled for a dye job as payment. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Her dark brows furrow together and her green orbs glisten for a moment before she snaps her glare to meet my matching one. “The prospect of getting my hair washed was pretty fucking amazing, Brax,” she drawls out, knowing it will piss me off. “Not that your spoiled arse would know a thing about that.”

I seize her neck with my strong hand and it excites me when her eyes widen in shock. “I warned you not to call me Brax.”

She yelps when I twist her in my arms and shove her over the countertop. I unbuckle my belt and yank it from the loops with a swish. Darkness swarms around me as I punish her. I hit her three, four, five times, I think, before I’m pulled away from her. Black rage clouds my vision and I attempt to blink it away.

“Sir, allow me to clean your toy. Go rest and I’ll bring her to you when she’s ready,” Dubois says softly, parting the storm of fury in my mind.

I want to clean her. She’s fucking mine. But my head throbs and my chest aches. I’m physically unable to after whipping her. My eyes drag over to her slumped form on the countertop and I blink in shock. Red welts cover her ass. I must have hit her over twenty times, not merely a few. I stumble from the bathroom to let Dubois finish up, sickened by my loss of control.

I’ve barely stripped down to my boxers before I fall onto the bed, face first. This toy is fucking with my head and I’ve barely had her for six hours. Will she last the whole six months?
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“Stay still,” Dubois complains as he delicately washes my hair.

Under normal circumstances, I’d be moaning with delight. But, stupid me, decided to take the offer of a psychopath who just whipped the hell out of me with his belt. Now, as the hot bath burns my raw bottom, I’m fucking miserable.

But you’re warm. And soon you’ll be clean. And he promised to feed you.

I set to clawing at the never-ending itch on my thighs and ignore any thoughts where I’m thankful for him rather than hate him. “Where’s my skag?”

He ignores me as he rinses my hair. I frown at the sight of the water which has turned brown with my filth. I’m a dirty street animal. There was a day in my life when I would have been horrified to have seen such a thing. Now, all morals are thrown out the window. I don’t care about anything or anyone. Life is shitty, plain and simple.

“I need my drugs, Doob-wa,” I mock with a southern accent.

He wets a cloth and wipes at my face. His eyes won’t meet mine and stupid tears blur my vision. It’s demeaning as hell to have some beautiful black man wash you as if you’re a dirty animal picked up from the street. He doesn’t want to connect with me—in his eyes, I’m disposable. The thought upsets me more than I want to admit.

I want to mean something to someone. Anyone.

“Can you shave your underarms and legs or do I need to?” His voice is all business, deep and rumbly. It picks at the wounds inside of me and I want to scream at him.

“Why won’t you look at me?” I ask with a sob hanging in my throat. “I’m a human too, you know.”

His brows furrow and his nearly black eyes meet mine. The corners of his eyes crinkle with sadness. It warms me that he feels something—even for me—some filthy piece of trash.

“Relax, miss,” he says with a sigh as he finishes cleaning my face. “Mr. Kennedy will take care of you. His methods are. . .”

I raise a brow in question. “Mean? Abusive? Bastardly?”

His eyes twinkle and I see him fighting a smile. “I was going to say unconventional. Although it’s cute hearing those insults in a British accent, I’d advise you to keep them to yourself. My boss takes care of his things, you and I being those things, but don’t mistake him for kind. He can be brutal and harsh. So, if you want to enjoy your time with him, I suggest you put a smile on your pretty face and adhere to his rules—no matter how unusual they may be.”

Dubois’ words are sweet and I can’t help but grin at him. “I’m not really British, but I’ll keep up the façade since you think it’s cute,” I flirt.

His eyes grow stormy. He startles me when he grabs me by the shoulders and shakes me. “What do you mean you’re not really British?” he demands with a hiss, his strong fingers bruising me in his grasp.

I frown at him. “I’m from Georgia. I’ve lived here for the past six years. I have learned to adopt the British dialect because of necessity. Bastards around here will take advantage of you if they know you’re American. Believe me, I know.”

He jerks his head over his shoulder to search for Braxton and when he doesn’t find him behind him, he turns back to me. If a black man’s face could blanch, I believe his would be doing it now.

“Promise me you’ll never speak of Georgia again. You’re a born and bred British woman. Do you understand?”

“Actually, I don’t understand—”

“I’ll throw in fifty more thousand if you’ll please just never speak of it again. Trust me. Mr. Kennedy doesn’t play with Americans. If he knew, there’d be hell to pay. Promise me, Jessica.”

Hearing my name on his lips brings unwanted tears to my eyes. Despite Rabbit being a made-up last name, I kept my real first name. I’d lost every part of who I was, but I’ll always be Jessica.

“Fine. I promise,” I tell him finally and jerk the razor from the ledge near me.

He seems relieved and stands to allow me to finish alone. I didn’t do it for the extra money though. I did it because the overwhelming fear in his eyes picked at a wound deep inside of me. I’d seen a familiar look once before with my brother—a look I never want to see again. If me being compliant for Dubois’ sake is what I need to do for the next six months, then compliant is what I’ll be.

I close my eyes and my older brother stares back at me, his green eyes matching the exact shade of mine.

Don’t think about him.

Think about skag.

Think about anyfuckingthing.

“Dubois,” I huff and jerk my eyes open. “I need my drugs.”

This time, his gaze is no longer fearful. Instead, I find a look of pity. I hate the look in his eyes. “He’ll take care of you soon enough, miss.”

Once I’m clean, he then makes me shower. The pattering on my wounded butt hurts but it helps cut through the haze of the drugs Brax gave me earlier. I hate the clarity I’m feeling. My mind can focus on all the wrong, fucked up shit in my life. And I hate when it does that. Turning toward the spray, I allow the water to assault me where he’d whipped me. It drags all thoughts about me away and focuses on the pain.

Focus on the pain, Jessica.

I’m sobbing by the time the water shuts off and someone wraps me in a soft, plush towel. I don’t have to lift my gaze to know it’s him.

The abuser.

The weird one.

Braxton Kennedy.

I want to tell him he’s a sonofabitch. That I don’t need his drugs or his money. But that’d be a lie. This is the best opportunity that’s come my way in six godforsaken years. I can’t give up just yet—especially when my mind-numbing heroin is within reach.

The banana I consumed earlier roils in my belly and I break from his grasp to run for the toilet. As the bile rises, I’m thankful to feel warm hands gathering my clean, wet hair away from my face. The only food I’ve had in days expels from my body and I’m horrified at the sounds coming from me. Brax doesn’t offer any words of comfort or gentle caresses. All he offers is to keep my hair pulled back and me from falling in.

When I have nothing else to purge, I slink against the cold porcelain. Maybe if I take a tiny nap I’ll start to feel better . . .

The world spins around me, threating to make me sick again, as he carries me out of the bathroom. A chill settles on my spine and I shiver in his arms. “S-s-s-s-o c-c-old.”

He grunts his understanding and sets me onto the bed where the covers have been pulled away. I know he probably wants sex, and quite frankly that’s my job, but I’m about to pass out.

“Heroin, Brax,” I mutter as he settles behind me. His warm body soothes my shuddering one and I allow him to pull me close to him, ignoring the stings on my butt.

His lips rest against my shoulder and his hot breaths tickle me. “Shh, sleep now, Bunny.”
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I wake with a start and squint at the morning sun shining right in my eyes. Every muscle in my body screams in pain. Hell, even my bones feel brittle and achy.

“My God,” I moan, “I need something for this pain.”

The massive arm around my middle only serves to heat my already fiery flesh. I’m going to self-combust at any moment. His heavy breaths indicate he’s still sleeping, so on shaky legs, I slip out of the bed and then head for the bathroom.

I scramble around until I find what must be his toothbrush in a masculine bag. Not caring that I’m about to use one of his personal items without his permission, I yank it out and swipe some toothpaste on it. Brushing my teeth is yet another luxury that I’ve missed. I had a toothbrush in my bag but I don’t even know where that thing is at this point. Everything is hazy and confusing. While cleaning my teeth, I rifle through the bag to see if he’s hiding any Oxy or Xanax, but much to my disappointment, all I find is ibuprofen. With a frustrated sigh, I rinse and spit, and then turn the shower on.

Cold.

I’m drenched in sweat and I need to quell the simmering heat on my skin.

As soon as I step into the icy spray, I whimper in delight. The cold water chases away the flames and I relish in the way it numbs me to the fabric of my soul. I’m lost in the blackness of nothing when he curses with a loud bark.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

I drag my eyes open and regard him. My teeth chatter and I realize I can’t feel my toes. The aches assault me again and I nearly collapse. He catches me in his strong arms. The knob makes a squeaking protest as he turns it warmer. When the heat chases away the chill, he pushes down his boxers and walks me back under the spray.

I’m not sure who the hell this man is but I want him to hold me and promise that everything will be okay. I can barely stand anymore and I’m thankful when he hugs me to him. My arms snake around his muscular frame and I gasp at the sheer thickness of his flaccid cock between us. Awareness prickles through me at the feel of his firm body pressed against mine. I’ve been fucking fat-ass lards and stinky losers for years now. The last time I remotely had anything this nice was when some nice-looking university kid paid me to suck him off. Turns out, he wanted a fiver for the price of one. They took turns gang-banging me, all five of them, not that it really mattered anyway. Each guy was beautiful in his own way despite the ugly words they spewed at me. And when one tossed me the skag I craved, I didn’t give a fuck that I’d been taken advantage of by five motherfuckers.

It didn’t hurt.

And I almost came.

One guy even kissed me.

When they left, I didn’t complain. Just shot up my bliss and zoned out of reality with my tits hanging out and used condoms littering the floor around me. It was fine. I survived.

“Bunny?”

I’m dragged from my past and into my present. Dark blue eyes gaze down at me with concern painting his features. He really is the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen with his angular jaw and proud nose. I want to properly inspect his cock.

“I hate that nickname,” I grumble. “Can’t you just call me Jessica?”

His hands splay around my butt cheeks and he squeezes, almost brutally. “Your name is Bunny. Don’t argue with me.”

I sigh and shrug my shoulders. Five-hundred thousand. Well, technically, five-hundred-fifty thousand now. All I have to do is act more British for the last part. No big deal, I’ll bitch about the Queen and whine for crumpets.

“Fine, call me Bunny. Now where’s my skag, Br . . .” I trail off, remembering my smarting lashes. “Sir?”

His eyes darken to grey and for a split second I worry he’ll whip me again. “You got away with it last night. There will be no more chances,” he warns. “And as far as the heroin . . .”

I hold my breath while I wait for him to tell me where I can get it.

“There won’t be any, Bunny.”

My brows furrow as I inspect his face for humor. His features are dead serious—bored, in fact. It boils my blood and I want to claw his stupid eyeballs out.

“Excuse me?” I seethe.

He smirks—fucking smirks—at me and it takes everything in me not to explode. “No drugs, doll. You’re done with that shit. My toys are clean inside and out.”

This time, I can’t control the rage and shove him from me. His back hits the tiled wall and he gapes at me in momentary shock. Not giving him a second to respond, I slap him. Again and again until he wrestles me to my knees. My tits are then smashed up against the wall and his fingers tangle in my wet hair.

“You have some serious fucking balls, woman,” he snarls, twisting my hair tighter into his fist. “And if you’ll recall, you signed the agreement.”

Agreement?

Last night dances in my memory, elusive and vague. What did I agree to? Six months and five-hundred grand I thought . . .

“You said you’d get me drugs,” I whine.

He chuckles. It’s dark and humorless. “You’ll learn, Bunny. I’m a liar. A bad fucking man. The monster you feared as a child. You’re my new toy now—to do with whatever the fuck I please.”

My blood turns cold and worry floods my system. I’ve finally gone and done something so damn stupid that I’ll end up dead. Just like my brother Jude predicted would happen one day when he’d tried to save me from my past long before ever stepping a foot into the UK. Joke’s on me I suppose.

“No, I want to go home.” That much is truth . . . too bad I don’t have one.

His thumb caresses my cheek and I almost cry from the intimate touch. “We both know you don’t have a home,” he says, a hint of sadness in his voice. “That’s why you’re coming home with me.”

He releases me and I curl into a ball at his feet. The tears roll out and I have a good cry, feeling sorry for myself. But by the time the water shuts off, I’m mentally numb.

While he dresses me in a warm robe, I stare into nothing.

As he feeds me morsels of eggs and fruit at breakfast, I think of nothing.

When he and Dubois make whispered plans of what they’re doing next, I hear nothing.

My life is nothing.

I want to escape from this world. To go and go and go until I run off the page of the infinite universe. To crawl around in the never-ending, quiet blank nothingness. My own personal heaven. My escape from hell.

The day turns into night. Night into day. And so on and so on. I cry and scream and beg but nothing takes away the pain that scratches to be released. The only pain reliever I had has been stolen from me. I signed it away with a messy flourish of a fake name. My shitty life was given—for six months—to some monster of a man who doesn’t want his name spoken.

His cruel hand never returned though. Instead, he retreated further and further away from me, leaving Dubois to the messy work.

Withdrawals from a drug as powerful as heroin is ugly. Horrific. Disgusting.

Braxton fucking Kennedy apparently doesn’t have the balls for the shittiness that comes along with the withdrawals. I’ve vowed to make him pay for what he’s taken from me. Because when he stole my sanctity, he shoved insanity back into my face.

My hate and horrors of my past collided with the present and I’m angry.

I itch to claw at his pretty face.

I crave to yank out his tongue.

I want to hurt him like he hurt me.

He can whip my ass all he wants but forcing me to face the broken parts of my soul is cruel and evil.

I might now be considered his toy, but when my mind fully returns to its twisted capacity, I’m going to toy with his whole goddamned life.
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A week later . . .

“Blood work is clean. No STD’s. She had a sexual infection and her vaginal walls were inflamed but the steroids and antibiotics seemed to have cleared that up. Pregnancy test is negative and the birth control device has been implanted. Her blood sugar is low and her electrolytes are off, but as you know, with withdrawals, that’s to be expected. Keep her fed and hydrated. Other than that, she’s recovering beautifully. In my opinion, she’s more than ready for travel. I’ll leave some medication to help with her nausea, especially for the airplane, and she’ll also have a few more days left of the Methadone to help finish up her detox.

I nod my head in thanks to the doctor I’ve used sixteen out of the twenty times.

“Oh, and Mr. Kennedy?” he mutters under his breath. “There was some scarring on her cervix when I examined her—scarring that is typical with previous surgeries and procedures including childbirth. Make of it what you will.”

I’m curious but this is information for another time. At the moment, we have more important details to deal with. We shake hands briefly and the doctor leaves without another word, knowing his payment of forty grand will be wired to his account by the time he makes it to his car. Dubois types a few things on the app on his phone and I know it’s done.

“When are we leaving?” he asks after he tucks the phone back into his pocket. As much as I know he’ll do anything for me, I also realize he hates it here. His shoulders relax the moment we drive onto my compound each time.

I glance over at my toy who’s sitting on the window ledge like a cat with her knees drawn to her chest and her stare on the busy Londoners below. The grey sweatpants I’d bought her swallow her tiny frame and while the hooded sweatshirt fits her better, she still seems small and fragile in her clothes. I’m frustrated that her detoxing has prevented her from eating as much as she needs to. And what she does eat, she nearly pukes up most of it. This is the stage of the game I hate. Getting them well. I can’t train or play with them until they’re ready—and her fragile-ass is nowhere near ready.

“Tomorrow. Arrange the plane. Also, buy her something that fits, please. We can’t drag her halfway across the world looking like we stole her.”

He nods and leaves my side. My gaze drags back over to her and I sigh. Ever since her shower episode when I broke the news to her that she wasn’t getting anymore heroin, you’d have thought I killed her puppy. The stubborn woman hasn’t spoken a word to me since. Not that I’ve tried to talk to her any more. I know she’s pissed but she’ll get over it. Soon, with time, she’ll be begging me to play with her.

“Are you hungry, Bunny?”

She shudders at the nickname and shakes her head. I walk closer to her and cringe when I see her roots. I’ve already had Dubois call Cartier. Cart’s been the girls’ personal hairstylist on my payroll since day one. It bothers me that he’s a good-looking guy but the fact that he’d rather bone one of the pool boys than one of my girls is the only reason why I keep him around. Plus, having worked in Beverly Hills before I whisked him away to Washington, he’s one of the best stylists on the West coast. Dubois mentioned that Cartier promised to polish my toy right up. Music to my fucking ears.

“You have to try and eat something,” I instruct. “I can have room service bring whatever you want.”

She turns to regard me and her lip curls up in disgust, as if my very sight sickens her. I want to choke the look right off her face. I want to slap the shit out of her ungrateful ass. I want to fuck her so hard she can’t walk for three days.

Instead, I remain calm. My toy will be here for a while. She’s not going anywhere—no sense in losing my mind during the first week.

“I said,” she seethes through clenched teeth, “I’m not hungry.”

Despite not being the toy I originally wanted, I’m pleased to see that she cleaned up well. She’s actually fairly attractive—something we discovered once she stopped stinking like a fucking pig and we scrubbed all the shit off her face. Her wide green eyes are no longer dull—they instead flare with fury all day long as she undoubtedly plots my untimely death. When she catches me staring at her, that pert little nose of hers turns a few shades of pink. And when she does speak, which isn’t often lately, her perfect pouty lips get my dick hard every time.

For a week now, I’ve dreamed of her mouth and what it can do. One of the reasons I choose homeless prostitutes is because I know they’re well educated on the art of fucking. Nothing I suggest surprises them much. And the other matters, they learn to cope with.

But this toy?

Her supple mouth screams that she’s good at giving head. I want to tangle my fingers in her wrong colored hair and watch her worship my cock like a good girl. I can’t wait to fuck with her heart and her mind—to push her to the brink of insanity. The ones who are tougher are the most fun to break. I can almost imagine the moment that it happens.

Her jade-colored eyes finding mine. The hate and anger fading away. Love for me shining through. Shocked words of thanks coming from her mouth. Thanking me for my generosity. For the pain I deliver—because I always follow it with sweet pleasure. Her eagerness to do any goddamned thing I ask of her.

The perfect toy.

“You’re going to eat. I don’t care if I have to tie your ass up and hand feed you, I will. You aren’t starving on my watch. I’m paying you a big sum of fucking money to be mine. And I take care of what’s mine. Now get your ass over to that table and wait for your food. I’m calling in an order now.” My tone is blunt and matter of fact. I won’t negotiate with her.

She glares at me as she slides off the ledge and saunters toward me. I half expect another bitchy meltdown like in the shower last week and I prepare to physically restrain her again if need be. Instead, she storms past me toward the table, clipping my shoulder along the way. Her sweet scent, honey and vanilla from the hotel body wash, envelopes me and I hunger to taste her. With quick reflexes, I snatch her bicep and haul her into my arms.

Blazing green eyes meet mine and I stare into them for a moment. She’s holding back vile words that are on the very tip of her tongue. Words that will get her punished harshly. Her ass has recently nearly healed and I know she fears I’ll hurt her again should she cross the line.

I will.

I will make her hurt so fucking bad she’ll beg to be dirty, cold, and homeless again.

My threat seeps from my own glare and she flinches slightly. This toy of mine likes to pretend she’s tough but deep down, she knows who the master is. I’ll own every single part of her for the next five months and three weeks.

Everything in me screams to choke her. Slap the look of defiance from her face. Shove her to the ground and fuck her until she screams.

But for now, I’ll settle.

The tamer side of me just wants a taste. He’s not as greedy. He’s the patient one—the one who holds the leash to the uncontrollable villain in my head.

Taste her.

Dipping my mouth to hers, I inhale the peppermint scent of the hot tea she sipped on earlier. She smells fucking delicious. I can’t wait to get her home and in my bed.

She attempts to pull away but my hands slide into her messy hair and hold her still. Turning her head slightly to the left, I then tilt it back. Her bare throat begs to be marked and bitten. For now, it will have to settle for being suckled.

The gasp which escapes her the moment my lips connect with the flesh just below her ear hardens my dick and I crave to plunge it inside of her tight heat. Flicking my tongue out, I lick her salty skin and revel in her unique flavor. I want to taste every part of her to see if some parts are sweet. When she whimpers, I suck the flesh between my teeth to give her something to whine about. I suck hard enough to leave a bruise and then release her skin with a loud, vulgar pop.

“Salty. Just like your attitude.” I release her and give her a tiny shove back toward the table.

Dinner is less than memorable. She pokes at her food while I shop on my phone. Now that I’ve seen her, understand her personality a bit better, I want to have things ready for her at my home.

“What’s your shoe size?” I grumble.

“Why? So you’ll know how big of a foot I shove up your arse?”

I raise my gaze from my phone to see her glaring at me over her hardly touched vegetable soup. Her eyebrow is arched in a way meant to challenge me.

“So much to learn,” I say with a growl, ignoring the way my cock flares to life. “Just wait until when your lessons begin. When I teach you that good little toys should be seen and not heard.”

Clearly unimpressed with my threat, she stands abruptly and stalks her barefoot ass toward the door. “Fuck your stupid agreement. I was doing just fine until the Dark Prince Uncharming showed up in his black car with his black butler and started trying to rule my black goddamn life.”

The door swings open but I’ve already stormed over to her and shove the door back closed. She spins around to face me. The woman is tiny and much shorter than I am, but her glare could cut diamonds. Last week, I assumed she’d be pliable. Easy to mold into the perfect toy. But now, now I can tell she’ll be my biggest challenge yet.

In a gentle move, I drag my fingertips down her cheek and along her throat, my menacing stare never leaving hers. “What do you want? To suck my cock like you did for all those stupid fuckers back on the street? Want me to call you baby? Is that what you want, Bunny?”

Her eyes fall to my lips and her firm stance relaxes. “I don’t know what I want,” she finally replies in a whisper.

I inhale her hair and dip my lips to the shell of her ear. “Well, that’s a good thing because I do know what I want. I want you, Jessica. I have such beautiful fucking plans for you. So, be a good girl and let me play with you.”

My hot breath on her ear elicits a moan from her. It’s small and nearly inaudible but I hear it. So my little toy likes to be sweet-talked. She turns into a mushy pile of goo when I say her name. I’ll use it as a bargaining tool. I will play her little game until she’s secure in my bed back home.

“Jessica.”

She whimpers again and I know exactly how to play with her. “What?”

“We have a long day of traveling tomorrow. Let’s get some sleep.”

I’m pleased when she doesn’t fight me and allows me to guide her back over to the bed. With gentle tugs and pulls, I remove her clothing piece by piece. I know all too well the craving to be touched and for the time being, I’ll indulge my little toy.

Besides, she’ll pay me back tenfold the moment we step into my home.

I’ll be free to unleash my inner demons.

I’ll use her like she’s agreed so easily to do.

Once we’re both naked and in bed, I pull her close to me. Her butt is almost completely free of the bruising, so I hug her tight. With her sweet ass pressed against my dick, I dream of what it will feel like when I finally push into her hot body. Right now, I wish I could pause the moment. To close my eyes and simply hold the warm, complicated woman. To silence who I am—who she is—and bury my nose in her hair, forgetting everything if only for a brief period. It’s such an alluring notion.

After some time, when I’m almost asleep, she speaks. “Brax, why haven’t you slept with me yet? I mean you hired a prossie and all. Do you not want me?”

Her voice, so soft and uncertain, gets my cock hard, despite her using my name. Nudging it against her ass, I sweep the hair away from her ear and bring my lips to it. “Quite the opposite, Jessica. I want you so bad it physically hurts to refrain from flipping you over right now and fucking you into tomorrow.”

“But? The doctor said I’m clean . . .” she trails off as if she believes this is why I’ve waited.

“But I have certain needs and desires,” I murmur against the shell of her ear. “And they can’t be met in London. It isn’t safe here. Back home, I can be free to play with my toy however I desire.”

She shivers at my words so I slide my hand down between her legs to distract her from more questions. My finger slides over the thatch of dark hair between the lips of her pussy and I lazily work her clit. Sex for these prostitutes is a job. I’ll soon take away that mentality.

“Relax,” I coo, “I want you to have a taste of what I want to give you.”

Her body does relax and soon, with every firm circle of my finger, she rotates her hips in an opposite way, helping her reach her climax. A small gasp rushes from her and her body quivers. If I weren’t paying attention, I’d have missed it.

So small.

So sweet.

So seemingly insignificant.

Sort of like my toy.

“Most women scream and cry and act like they’ve been possessed when they orgasm,” I say softly. Even up until the day I got rid of Swan, she was a screamer.

“I’m not like most women.”

Her words charge into my head and root themselves inside my brain. I try to brush them off and imagine what sort of plans I have for her, but as she strokes the back of my hand that rests between her legs, I’m dragged to the present.

The darkness in the room warms me.

Her presence soothes me.

Those tender touches distract me.

“Goodnight, Brax,” she mutters so soft, I almost don’t hear. But I do hear. And that’s number two that I’ve allowed to slither on by without a word edgewise. If I weren’t wrapped around her like she was my girl rather than my toy, I’d slip out of bed and add the tally mark to my notebook so I don’t forget.

I almost chuckle aloud.

Of course I won’t forget.

I never forget.
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“Mama.” I shake her with my tiny hand, “Wake up.”

I jerk my hand back because her skin is so cold. Snot runs down my lip and I wipe it away with the back of my sleeve. Mama sleeps so much. Sometimes I wish she would just play with me or cuddle me to keep me warm.

“Mama,” I try again, this time I start to cry. “I’m hungry.”

She rolls over and makes a scary noise like a monster. “Ummmmm.”

Her booby hangs out, so I grab the blanket and cover it up. “Mama, my belly hurts.”

She jibbers on about something but I don’t know what she means. Last night when she brought me to this man’s apartment and made me sleep in the closet while she worked, I was scared. I wanted to go back to the shelter. At least there, Mama doesn’t act sick and there are other kids to play with.

“My purse,” she grumbles out eventually.

I scramble to find her purse and I’m glad the weird man from last night is gone. He scared me and made my mama scream all night. Her purse is heavy for my six-year-old self but I hope it’s because she stuffed it full of food.

“I’m hungry, Mama.”

She ignores me as she sits up. Her brown hair is messy and I hope she brushes it soon. I don’t like it when she looks sick.

The first thing she pulls out of her purse though are her smokes. She lights one up and sucks in a swoosh of breath before blowing it all out around me. After a few minutes, she digs around in her purse again to pull out her special stuff.

“Mama needs her medicine first and then we’ll go find some food,” she assures me as she pulls out her burned up spoon and baggie.

I wipe the snot across my face again and wait for her to get well. When Mama gets better, I hope she becomes a nurse so she can help other people get better too. She pats the mattress on the floor beside her and I scramble under the covers with her. I watch in awe as she cooks her special medicine.

She squirts it in her body with the shot and soon falls backward onto the bed.

“Mama, I’m hungry. Don’t go to sleep.”

The shot hangs out of her arm and I’m scared she’ll sleep and never wake up.

“C-crackers in my p-purse, Bra . . .”

Her soft snores fill the room and I start to cry. I don’t like it when Mama sleeps so much. Since she’s so sleepy, I carefully pull the shot out of her arm and hold my dirty thumb to where it bleeds a little. It eventually stops and when it does, I know she will sleep for a long time. I start to cry so much that the snot runs into my mouth. Again, I swipe it with my shirtsleeve to clean it away. I’m so cold and Mama is warming me up but I’m hungry.

I slide out from under the blanket and start digging through her purse. There aren’t any crackers, only a stick of chewing gum. My belly hurts so bad but I don’t want to take her gum. She says she needs it for work.

Crying loudly now, I scramble back under the warm covers and cuddle against my naked mama. Those scary men make her take her clothes off and give her money after. I wish I had money to give her so she could buy us something to eat. I would never make her take her clothes off and be cold. I’ve almost fallen asleep when the bed becomes much warmer. Mama peed the bed again. Her medicine makes her do it sometimes. Liking the warmth it puts off, I pee too and snuggle against her side.

I love my mama and hope she gets better soon.
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The cold flesh under my palm alarms me and I jerk up, ignoring the grey, early morning light pouring in through the window and scramble away from her. It takes me a second to realize that in the middle of the night, my toy kicked the covers off us. The room is fucking freezing and from the looks of it outside, we’re in for some nasty cold weather. I suppress a shudder, the memory from last night lingering thick in the air, and charge for the heat of the shower.

It isn’t until the hot water scalds my flesh and I’m dizzied from the warm steam that I allow myself to understand what just happened.

This new toy.

She’s different.

Too different.

I worry that despite her being my special twentieth anniversary present to myself, I actually saddled myself with someone who will figure out a way to infect my carefully sterilized mind. It’s been over a decade since I last dreamt about my mother and yet here I am thinking about her.

Dubois is going to have to deal with Bunny until we get home. I can’t lose my shit. Not when I’m so close to bringing her home.

I won’t let her take this away from me.

She will be my special toy.

I deserve her.

And I will enjoy every goddamned minute that I spend fucking up her mind and heart like mine was done so many years ago.

Payback’s a bitch and Bunny’s about to repent for the sins of my mother.
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I’m shocked when we climb onto the small aircraft that Braxton, myself, and Dubois are the only passengers on, aside from the one flight attendant and two pilots. I haven’t yet asked him what he does for a living but the man is fucking loaded. He and Dubois are both handsome in their matching black suits. Brax fills his out a little better. Despite being lean, he’s more broad and muscular than Dubois.

Braxton’s blue eyes are a stormy grey today that match the fall London sky. Last night, he showed me a sweet side, and I’d be a damn liar if I didn’t admit I was drawn to it. But then, this morning, he woke up with another chip on his shoulder. He didn’t mutter anything to me aside from simple instructions to dress or to eat.

Normally, my feisty nature wins out, especially once I’m freed of the heroin blanket that always cloaks me. However, today, I decided to bite my tongue and play things by ear. Over half a million pounds is a lot of money and I don’t want to mess that up by getting on Brax’s bad side.

“Buckle in. We’ll be taking off soon,” he says in a gruff voice, eyes never meeting mine.

I sigh and clip the belt over my lap. My eyes skim over the outfit Dubois brought me. A pair of jeans, a little on the baggy side. An oversized sweatshirt beneath a black pea coat keep me warm. And comfy runners are laced up and snug on my feet. Brax had asked me my shoe size and I’d never told him. I guess Dubois is just pretty good at estimating.

“We’ll layover in New York to refuel and once again in Denver.” Brax’s voice is bored while his attention is focused on his laptop.

My eyes flit over to Dubois who wears a concerned glare. His furrowed brows are bunched together and his gaze is on his boss. At least I’m not the only one who’s noticed he’s acting strange.

We’re soon in the air and I swallow down memories of another life—one I’d rather not think about. Instead, I close my eyes and wonder about Brax’s home. Will he have a pool? Does he have a dog? Will he leave me to my own devices while he runs off to work?

A grunt startles me and I pop my eyes open. Dubois is unbuckling and I jerk my head over to see Brax sleeping. But he’s disturbed and it almost sounds like he’s whimpering. Following Dubois’ lead, I unbuckle, shed my coat, and scramble over to him.

“Don’t wake him,” he hisses, anxiety lacing his voice.

I glare at him as if he has three heads. “He’s having a bad dream. Of course we need to wake him.”

Ignoring the man’s instruction, I reach for his boss only to have my hand jerked away. “Miss, he could become violent. I’ve been around him during his rages. Please,” he grunts, “I implore you to leave it be.”

Violent.

As if that word scares me.

I shrug out of his grip and climb into Braxton’s lap. His body seems cold so I snuggle against his chest and press kisses against his neck. From behind me, Dubois utters a string of curse words.

“Shhhh,” I whisper, “I have you now.”

The moment Braxton’s body grows tense, I realize he’s woken up. I tilt my head back to regard him and nearly shudder at his murderous scowl. A normal person would retreat back to their seat.

But I’ve never been normal.

With a shaking hand, I swipe his unruly hair out of his eyes and smile at him. “You need a haircut.”

His grey eyes soften and he smirks. “And you need another dye job. Guess we’ll both be visiting Cartier when we get back.”

He gives me a tiny shove and I climb out of his lap. Once I’m back in my seat I question him. “Who’s Cartier?”

“He’s the man who will make you beautiful.”

His comment stings and I drag my gaze away from him to my fingernails. They’re no longer dirty but each nail is still cracked and brittle from malnutrition and the effects of the heroin. A strawberry-blonde strand of hair falls into my face and I sigh. My hair does look like shit—just like he said.

“I didn’t choose you because you were pretty,” he mutters from beside me.

I peek over at him and his elbow is resting on the arm of the seat with his hand cupping his cheek. He turns his head slightly to face me wearing his signature smirk.

Tucking the hideous strand behind my ear, I scrunch my brows together. “Then why?”

His chuckle is dark and when I glance at Dubois, his gaze is downcast as if to give his boss the privacy of his conversation.

“I chose you because you’re a dirty, ugly toy.”

I jerk my eyes back over to his. I can’t believe I felt sorry for his ass just moments ago. He’s one moody motherfucker. And mean.

“Was.”

His dark brow rises at my comment.

“I was dirty. And I’m not ugly.”

He barks out a hate-filled laugh and slaps Dubois on the knee. “Did you hear that, D? She says she’s not ugly.”

Dubois drags his eyes over to me and visually inspects me, his nose crinkled in disgust. “And what do you think, sir?” he asks his boss.

Braxton crosses his arms over his chest and smiles. “I think she is. But not for long.”

His blue eyes sparkle with mischief and it reminds me of someone from my past—someone I hate—someone who liked to say and do cruel things for their own enjoyment. But unlucky for Brax, I know how to deal with people like him.

“So we’re going to play this game?” I question, straightening my back. There are some things a woman can’t hide from, no matter how hard she tries. Like her past. It’s always there, just below the surface, lying in wait for the perfect time to come back out and play. And since Braxton clearly likes games and toys, then I’ll play right along with him.

“I don’t follow.”

“Of course you don’t follow,” I tell him with a cold laugh. “But you will.”

His nostrils flare in irritation and my lips quirk with a smile at seeing that vein of his on his forehead get all pissy too. “You’re my toy and we’ll play my games. If you want the money, you’ll be a good little girl and do as you’re told.”

I shrug my shoulders. “Of course, sir,” I drawl out, laying on the thick Georgian accent for Dubois’ benefit. “I’ll be sweet as Momma’s pecan pie. Your perfect little toy—an adoring smile always on my face. You’ll be putting a ring on this finger in no time.”

Brax is out of his seat before I can even finish and his massive hand is around my throat. I claw at it but meet his glare with one of my own. I spent far too long being afraid. Braxton is nothing I haven’t already dealt with before.

I’m still here.

Alive and kicking.

His grip tightens cutting off my air supply completely. The fact that I can infuriate him in three seconds flat means he’s not as big of a player in his little game as he thinks.

I wink at him.

Who’s the toy now?

He lets go and takes a step back. Rage causes his entire body to quiver and I can tell he’s holding back, barely.

“Where’d you learn to talk like that?” he demands.

My eyes travel to Dubois’ horrified ones and I smile sweetly. “I’ve always had a flair for the dramatic—quite a talented little tart I am.” He relaxes when the British accent easily rolls off my tongue.

“Your desire to be cute and funny isn’t going to do you any good once we get back home,” he grits out as he paces the small aircraft. The metal that surrounds us doesn’t seem like a strong enough cage to contain him.

I stand and walk over to him. Dubois is back on his phone, attempting to ignore us while the flight attendant busies herself with a tray and drinks. Clearly, his employees are used to his bizarre behavior.

“So I can be cute and funny all I want until then?” I sass.

His angry eyes meet mine but I see it. A small twitch on his lips. I’m messing with his plans but despite his annoyance, I think it excites him. “Your punishments are piling up, Bunny. I already owe you two.”

I run my palms up the lapels of his suit jacket. “Two what? Spankings? You know, they say third time’s a charm, Braxton.”

My taunting works because he scowls and jerks me to him. His hard chest is heaving against mine and I squirm in his grasp, fighting a smile when I feel his cock thick and aroused pressed against me.

“You think my punishments are spankings?”

I give a light shrug and smile, forcing down a shudder of the memory from the last time he whipped me.

His own smile becomes predatory and a chill runs through my spine. “I’ll indulge you, little one. Let’s go get your ‘punishments’ out of the way. I have to say, it’s fucking adorable how little creativity you think I have.”

Holding onto my biceps, he drags me toward the small bathroom. When we reach it, he manhandles me inside with him. Once the door is closed, he gently pushes me against the tiny countertop. It’s cramped in here and with his massive, brooding presence, I feel as though I might suffocate.

Get it over with already.

Of course I don’t mutter those words. Instead, I keep quiet.

His hands set to undoing my jeans and soon he’s pushed them and my panties down my thighs to my knees. I clench my eyes closed and wait for the impending blows of his wicked belt. I’d much rather get this over with quickly. Physical pain replaces the mental anguish that threatens to consume me. Without my skag, my mind attempts to kill me slowly.

A cold hand splays over my ass and a second later, I feel the hot pain of a slap, hear the whap of its impact. I yelp out in surprise. His throaty chuckle is dark and sinister, but I’m not afraid. I’ll never be afraid of Braxton. I’ve seen evil and he’s not even close.

Whap!

The sound again startles me more than the impact of his hand on my flesh. I wait for the next blow and end up popping my eyes open when his finger probes my pussy instead. My eyes find his in the mirror. He raises a brow at me as if to challenge me to argue with what he’s doing to me. I could squirm or ask him to stop. Or I could wiggle my ass and beg him to touch me more, hoping to distract him from his punishments.

Or . . .

Or I could just fuck with him.

“That all you got?” I taunt but then wink at him.

His brows bunch together and then he shoves two fingers into me. I’m dry and still not quite healed from my infection so the intrusion is uncomfortable. My gasp at the pain spurs him on and his free hand smacks me again.

“You’re the mouthiest goddamned toy I’ve ever had. When we get back home, I have plans for that naughty mouth,” he says with a growl and spanks me again.

Ugh, he is a disgusting pig. A sexy disgusting pig which only makes things so much worse. The deep rumble of his voice, the continuous stinging swats on my ass, and his fingers inside of me create a perfect storm brewing inside my core. With each smack against me, I grow wetter and wetter—his fingers begin to slide easily in and out of me.

“You like this, don’t you, Bunny?”

I cringe at the name but nod. If he wants to get me off, then by all means, he can go right ahead. My hips swivel and I chase that tingling sensation of an impending orgasm. In my line of work, surprisingly enough, I don’t see enough of those. It’s all about the client getting off, not me. The climax he gave me last night had been surreal and I’d been yearning for another ever since.

“Tell me when you’re close,” he mutters, no longer interested in spanking me but instead pleasuring me. “I want to hear it.”

His punishing hand leaves my ass and travels around to my breast through my sweatshirt. When he pinches my nipple through the fabric, my eyes once again slam closed. An aching in my core spreads outward and my legs quiver in anticipation of the ecstasy that’ll soon steal over me.

“Close,” I hiss.

He finger fucks me expertly and I ride his hand. “How close?”

My calves tighten and the walls of my pussy clench around his fingers. “Now, I’m about to come now!”

I expect him to intensify his efforts—to give me another mind-blowing orgasm but instead, he yanks out his fingers and presses his body against mine. I’m shuddering from being on the edge of bliss but never tipping over. Rage ripples through me and his thick arousal pressed against my back does nothing to help the situation.

“You motherfucker! I was so close!”

He laughs but the humor is missing. His voice drips with pleasure at having denied me. “That, Bunny,” he says with a grumble as his hand encircles my throat, “was your real punishment. Every time you misbehave, you’ll be denied something you crave.”

Angry tears well in my eyes as our gazes meet in the mirror. His fingers on my neck are still wet from where they’d just been inside me.

“I hate you,” I seethe through clenched teeth.

He smirks and releases me. “That’ll change soon.”

His smug behavior pisses me right the fuck off. I’ll never feel more than hate toward this bastard. He reminds me too much of a life I gladly left.

“Whatever, just go so I can finish myself off.”

“Finish yourself off and I’ll take my belt to your ass next. Last time was nothing compared to what I will do this time,” he threatens.

We have a silent standoff, each of us glaring at the other. Finally, he pulls away. “Clean yourself up and redress. I’ll have Janet prepare some refreshments.”

He pulls the door back open and slides out, leaving me a heaving, shuddering mess in the bathroom. I slam the door shut and mutter a fuck you under my breath. He can kiss my ass. My entire body aches for that orgasm he should have given me. I don’t even care if I get whipped for it, I’m finishing the job he wasn’t man enough to do.

Slipping my fingers between my thighs, I locate the throbbing bundle of nerves that crave to be touched. One swipe and my body jolts with the need to come. Being a prostitute, I never indulged in masturbation. My life consisted of sex and heroin was my climax. It wasn’t something I ever needed to do.

But now?

Now, I crave it more than the drug I’ve lived for the past six years.

I massage myself in quick circles, chasing the high that was nearly within reach. The pressure builds but never to the level he brought me to. Soon, my body begins to numb and it’s clear I won’t find the edge again, much less dive over.

“Fuck you, Braxton,” I growl again under my breath as I jerk my clothes back up my thighs.

Once my pants are up, I storm from the bathroom back toward my chair. As I pass the dickhead, I shriek in surprise when he seizes my wrist, twisting it painfully toward him. He brings my fingers to his nose and inhales. An evil, stormy scowl washes over his features when he catches my scent. And, as if to be sure, he flicks out his tongue and tastes my middle finger.

“You stupid, stupid girl,” he snarls, squeezing my wrist. “Don’t listen to a damn thing I say.”

I jerk my hand from his grasp and wave the offending middle finger at him. “Don’t worry, master. I couldn’t get off. So get your knickers out of a wad and keep your fucking belt on.”

Braxton bursts out into boyish laughter that should be cute but I’m too pissed off and unsatisfied to give him any more thought.

This is going to be the longest six months of my life.
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The trip back to Washington is long and exhausting. By the time we land, I can barely keep my eyes open. Bunny sleeps peacefully curled up in her seat and I can’t help but stare at her. She’d really fucking pissed me off when she tried to get off knowing I was going to whip her ass. The woman has an impenetrable will and that worries me. I need for her to learn her place and submit to my desires.

They always do.

But Bunny scares the shit out of me.

What if she doesn’t submit and fights me every step of the way?

What will I end up doing to her because of it?

“Shall I wake her and blindfold her?” Dubois asks, flailing the scarf.

I shake my head and stride over to her. “I’ll carry her to the car. I don’t think she’s going to wake up.”

He nods and I pick her up while he sets to gathering our bags. I catch a whiff of her musky scent which still lingers on her fingers and I groan when my dick hardens. I’m dying to fuck her, even in her still ugly state. None of my past toys were worth touching until Cartier worked his magic.

But Bunny?

She’s already fucking with my head.

Her wide, pretty green eyes, are always blazing with a thousand different emotions—emotions that I crave to understand. Her tiny body responds to me, even when she’s pissed which really turns me on. And her mouth—Jesus, that fucking mouth—says things that I want to both punish and reward her for.

I want to do so much with that mouth.

A gust of evening Washington fall air swirls around us and Bunny whimpers in my arms. I hug her tighter to me and stride down the cement walkway to where the car is waiting. Dubois has already started it and it’s warm when I climb inside with her. I mean to set her on the seat in front of me but instead keep her in my arms. Once again, I find myself wishing for a pause button in life. If only I could step outside of my fucked head for a second and just hold her with no other thoughts brutalizing my mind. To simply inhale her and get drunk off her scent.

Her palm is on my chest and her face pressed up against my neck. I like my toy like this. Normally, I don’t want to hold them. But Bunny is different.

The thought is a dark one that I don’t understand. I’m selfish enough though that I ignore it and continue to hold her. It feels good to keep her warm and secure in my arms. I’ll have to simply adapt to the fact that my rules are ever changing—my game ever evolving.

I end up falling asleep for the long ride from the small airport to my sprawling estate on Lake Sammamish. I’d purchased the nearly fourteen-thousand square feet waterfront Italianate four years ago from a retired engineer. His son was disabled so he’d put in a top of the line elevator that went from the basement indoor pool and sauna room where the child could do his water therapies all the way up to the rooftop floor that was the child’s toy room.

The top floor is what sold me. A circular skylight is above the entryway as you exit the elevator, four doorways leading to exciting rooms fit for a child. The first door on the left is the Theater Room which is decorated with comfy leather chairs, windowless, and houses a stocked candy and soda bar. I added the vintage popcorn machine once I moved in.

The second door is the Fun Room. When I bought the house, it had a couple of arcade games and a pool table. I’d added some pinball machines and board games. It has a wide window that overlooks Lake Sammamish and sometimes I sit up there for hours staring at the lake.

The third door is the Princess Room—a bedroom and is the largest of the four rooms. My toys sleep there. That room was the one that required an entire renovation as it was used for storage before I got my hands on it. I carpeted it with thick, white shag carpet, painted the walls a pale lilac, and purchased a fancy four-poster canopy bed. In the corner is a vintage vanity for my toys to doll themselves up for me when I allow it. The room also has an adjoining small bathroom with a standup shower and toilet. Next to the bathroom is a decent sized closet that I stock with all of my toy’s dress up things. Each toy I’ve shown the room to has squealed like a little girl.

But the fourth room . . . the fourth room is not at all for their enjoyment. It remains locked until I’m ready to play with my toy. The fourth room, I call the Hole. It’s small, windowless like the Theater Room, and holds pieces of my dark soul.

My toys all hate the Hole.

A rush of bitter cold air rushes in the moment Dubois opens the door. Bunny sits up, groggy from the trip and bunches her brows together in confusion to see me holding her. I push her off my lap and she reluctantly takes Dubois’ outstretched hand. He’s parked in the circular drive behind the house in front of the three car garages.

“Wow, this place is gigantic,” Bunny gushes as she climbs out of the car.

I follow after her and peer up at my mammoth of a house. From this spot, you can’t see the lake, which encompasses the entire front of the house and allows for stunning views of the sunsets when it’s not raining. I know she’ll be impressed once we get inside. The stucco and stone on the outside of the home has recently been pressure washed and it sparkles to my liking in the moonlight. After all these years, I never tire at admiring the beauty of my home.

My home.

The moment I bought my first home back in LA, was the first time when I felt like I was able to shut the door on my past. Poverty, struggling to stay warm, starvation—they were all on the other side of the door. Along with her. The woman who couldn’t stay clean long enough to care for her only son.

“Come on,” I bark out in a harsh tone, eager to rid the memory of my mother. “Let me show you the house.”

Bunny lets me take her hand, despite being pissed at me, and follows me in through the large doors. She gasps as the warmth swirls around us once we step inside and I inhale the scent of cinnamon and orange. I’d happened upon the scent while shopping in downtown Seattle a few years ago and it calmed my angry spirit. Now, it’s a required scent in my home. Christine, my housemaid, learned how to cook a lovely concoction of ingredients that wafts through the house. Where it doesn’t reach, she’s plugged in countless flameless burners that are a mixture of orange and cinnamon wax cubes. She changes them out often and I am happiest while at home drinking in the calming air.

“It smells good,” Bunny gushes, mimicking my thoughts.

I flash her a smile of approval and drag her through the marbled floor entryway. If we go straight, the front doors lead out to my sprawling yard overlooking the lake. To the left is my massive kitchen, dark cherry cabinets and tan specked granite encasing smooth, stainless steel appliances. Beyond the kitchen is the dining room, with an expensive table which seats six, overlooking the lake. Between the two rooms is a doorway leading to my wine closet. It’s only about fifteen by fifteen feet but it’s stocked floor to ceiling with imported wines from all over the world.

Across from the kitchen and dining room on the other side of the marbled entryway is an enormous den with dark, hardwood floors, leather furniture and a massive fireplace. The salon and my office are at the other end, with my office having the lake view.

“You can poke around tomorrow while I work. Tonight, I’ll show you to your room so you can get some sleep. Cartier wants to see you first thing in the morning and tomorrow evening we’ll be entertaining guests,” I tell her as I press the button that goes up on the elevator between the den and salon.

She nods, still greedily drinking in all the details of my home. We enter the simple elevator and I press the button with a four on it.

“Top floor is yours. You can play all you want. It’s also where I’ll play with you,” I explain as we ride.

“What’s in the basement?”

“The pool and sauna.”

She nods and a small smile plays on her lips. “Where’s your room?”

“Second floor is the staff quarters. You don’t have access there. There’s a special code to access that and the third floor which is my master suite.”

“When are you going to show me your room?”

I scan her face and frown at seeing her shitty dye job. Cartier can’t fix her soon enough. “You’ll see my room if I feel like showing it to you. Don’t hold your breath though. Everything we need is on the fourth floor.”

Her frown is immediate. “Can I leave?”

I chuckle. “Bunny, you can roam around this house all you want. There’s a code to get outdoors without the alarm going off but you won’t have access to that just yet. If you desire to explore outside until then, you’ll need either Dubois or myself to escort you. But you’re not a prisoner. You’re a paid employee, just like the rest of the staff. Do your job correctly and you’ll be paid handsomely.”

“I see. Who else besides Dubois lives here?”

“Cartier sees to my personal grooming needs and those needs of my toys. Once he measures you and meets you, he’ll shop and make sure your closet is stocked with what’ll suit you best. Most days, I’ll let you dress yourself, but on days we have company or days I want to play, he’ll be the one to dress you to my specifications. You aren’t to balk at what he chooses for you or argue. Just do as you’re told. You’ll be rewarded.”

Tomorrow is one of my favorite days with my new toy. It’s the day that Cartier works his magic and transforms them into something beautiful and elegant. I like seeing my investment evolve into something of value.

“Dubois and Cartier are your only employees?”

I shake my head as the doors open on the fourth floor. “Christine is the housemaid. She does all of the cleaning, cooking, and laundry. I’ve employed her for nearly as long as Dubois and she’s one of the best. I think you’ll like her. All of my toys take to Christine. She sleeps in the third guestroom on the second floor. Occasionally she’s allowed time off and I hire from an agency. They’re the only three who live here with me—the gardeners and pool cleaners come from the agency as well.”

I quickly show her the Theater and Fun Room before guiding her to the Princess Room. Before we enter, she points to the simple black door that stands out from the other white ones that are warm and inviting.

“What’s in there?” she questions.

I pat her bottom and chuckle. “You’ll soon find out what’s in the Hole, Bunny. And I can’t wait to show you. Tonight, I’m tired though so it’ll have to wait. Besides, I’m not showing you until Cartier does something with that hideous hair of yours.”

Her shoulders slouch at my cruel comment and I smile. This is my favorite part. The part when I show my toys the beauty of my home and how I plan to spoil them. The part when I dangle all these pretty things in front of them only to follow that action up with my cruel, fucked up words geared to hurt them. Shit that cuts them off at the knees. I break their spirit one tiny chink at a time so that by the time the six months are over, they’re nothing more than a whittled away piece of shiny shit that belongs to me. And only then do they recall their blissful beginnings. The part when they started out as my mere possession to be toyed with.

And then they are nothing to me.

The thought of saying goodbye to Bunny in less than six months gets my dick hard.

She will cry and beg like the rest of them.

She will love me and plead for a life with me.

Too bad it will be easy to push her away and search for a new toy.

I twist the knob and push into the pretty room. As soon as she steps inside, though, her reaction is not the one I expect. She’s not in awe of the decadent luxury that is this room. Her face doesn’t light up at the sight of the plush four-poster canopy. And perhaps her greatest distinction of all from the other toys who precede her is that she is hardly squealing like a little girl.

“No,” she hisses, “I’m not sleeping in here.”

Snapping my head to glare at her, I’m shocked to see tears in her eyes. She seems afraid of the room I worked so hard to make beautiful. Why is this toy acting like it’s a suite in hell?

“You are sleeping here. This is your room,” I snap. “Don’t be an ungrateful bitch.”

She shakes her head and makes a mad dash for the door. I’m quicker than my toy, and yank a handful of her ugly hair. A sob chokes from her as she struggles to get out of my grasp. Wrestling her away from the doorway, I manage to make it over to the bed with her and toss her onto it. She screeches and scrambles back off. With a grunt, I attack her again. I like the terror in her sobs—whatever is making her upset—and I feed from it. My cock thickens with need and before I can stop myself, I’m yanking her sweatshirt off.

“Get off of me!” she howls. Tears stream down her cheeks and her eyes are wild.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I snarl. “You’re staying here. Don’t make me drug your ass.”

She doesn’t stop squirming but I manage to remove her clothes piece by piece until she’s stark naked on the white carpet. I crave to fuck her right here on the floor—to hurt her—to make her bleed all over the pure, soft carpet.

“Please drug me,” she begs through her tears. “Please. I can’t do this.”

The drug addicted whore stares up at me, begging for me to understand. I don’t fucking understand. I never fucking understand. No longer turned on because she reminds me of my goddamned, sorry-ass mother, I jerk away from her.

Her naked body quivers and she clenches her eyes closed. Fucking pathetic. With a frustrated growl, I snatch up all of her clothes and storm toward the door.

“Shower. Sleep. And I’ll see you tomorrow,” I say through clenched teeth. “I’m sorry but until I can trust you, I have to do this.”

She pops her eyes open and her mouth forms a tiny “O.” As I close the bedroom door, the last thing I see isn’t fear on her face like I expected. Not horror at being locked away in the tower of some monster’s castle. No.

I see absolute devastation.

Sadness beyond anything I’ve ever seen.

Sorrow that threatens to rip her soul apart right in front of me.

I hate the look.

Slamming the door shut and locking it from the outside, I heave with irritated breaths. This toy has been nothing but trouble. She’s broken and unfixable I’m afraid. I had to go off and get a defective toy.

I’m too goddamned rich to be bothered with this shit.

I deserve the best.

Not broken, sad, messed up shit that doesn’t make sense in my head.

And yet . . .

I don’t want to return her. I don’t want to get rid of her yet. I don’t want to give up on her.

I want to restore her.

I want to fix my sad little toy.

Then a dark thought enters my head—one that has never even entered my mind in all the years I’ve been collecting and playing with my toys.

I want to know why she’s broken.
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“Oh Lord all mighty.”

My head pounds at having cried myself to sleep last night after a long hot shower and I roll over to face the unfamiliar voice. Hugging the towel to me, I sit up and squint up at the man.

He’s gorgeous.

Absolutely beautiful.

Not in a dangerous, sexy way like Braxton but more like a perfect GQ model kind of way. He wears nice, dark jeans that hug his muscular thighs and a tight, sky blue shirt stretches over his contoured chest. His biceps are huge and I want to touch them to see how hard they are.

“Never found one in the closet before. And that hair,” he whines, “Oh my God. That’s going to take some serious work. I don’t get paid enough for this. Well, I do, but you know what I mean. You’re lucky this is my passion.”

He outstretches a long arm toward me and I reach for it. He’s not all serious business like Dubois and Braxton. This man has kind, chocolate eyes and perfect dark curls all over his head. I find myself smiling at him even though he’s staring at me like I’m a science project gone wrong.

Once I’m on my feet, holding the towel precariously around me, I stare up at him. He’s as tall as Braxton, and despite being fit, he’s not nearly as broad. His scent is heavenly and expensive.

“I need clothes,” I say with a pout. “I’m Jessica by the way.”

He purses his dark pink lips together and I want to touch them too. It’s like he fell from heaven and I’m completely intrigued by him.

“Honey,” he says with a sigh, “I haven’t bought you any clothes yet. We’re going to measure you first. Then, we’ll exfoliate the shit out of that rough complexion.” He fingers my cheeks with his slender fingers and instead of shrinking away from this stranger, I close my eyes and let him touch me. I like his gentle nature.

“So I have to walk around naked?”

He laughs, the sound is rich and almost feminine in nature. “Nobody wants to see that, honey. Well, except for Mr. Kennedy. I brought you a robe to wear until I get you some clothes. The name’s Cartier. I’m your personal stylist.”

“I’m surprised Braxton hired you. You’re hot,” I blurt out. “Won’t he get jealous or some shit?”

His eyes widen and I’m not sure what offended him. “You’re quite a spitfire, aren’t you? I sure hope he doesn’t catch you using his name. He’s more pleasant when his toys don’t provoke him. Let me make you gorgeous and give you some pointers. I’ve been around long enough to know what he likes.”

He guides me out of the closet and I close my eyes once we enter the room. I hate this room. The color. The theme. The memories it incites.

Sucking in a calming breath, I open my eyes and instead train my focus on the good-looking man.

“Why were you sleeping in the closet?” he questions and points to the robe on the bed before placing both hands on his hips.

I swallow down my emotion and meet his gaze. Dropping the towel, I hope to rouse some sort of reaction from him that will distract him from his probing question. His eyes drag over my body but not in a lustful, appreciative way.

No.

He’s analyzing every curve and swell of my body. I can see him calculating sizes, patterns, and colors that would look best on me. I’m frustrated that he doesn’t find me attractive. It would be fun to make Brax jealous if I could. He pissed me off royally on the plane and I’m eager to get him back.

“Size four dress, thirty-four B, twenty-seven inch inseam, and size six shoe?” he questions, tapping his supple lip in a thoughtful way with his pointer finger.

I nod in amazement. It’s been awhile but those were my measurements when I could afford to buy clothes for myself.

He reaches forward with both hands and I gasp when his smooth palms graze over my breasts and along my belly. It’s far from sexual but to an onlooker, it would appear otherwise.

“You’re familiar with US sizes? Most of the girls don’t understand those sizes and I have a helluva time trying to convert their UK measurements,” he narrows his eyes at me when his palms reach my hips.

Dubois’ warning rings loudly in my ears and I bite my tongue from telling him I’m really from Georgia. “I’m familiar.”

Cartier’s thumbs run over faint ridges on my hipbones and he frowns at me. “How old are you?”

I push his hands away from my hips and cross my arms over my bare breasts. “Twenty-eight.”

He nods as if he guessed this correctly too. “Your hips are wide. Does he know?”

The room spins and I snatch the robe up. Shouldering past him, I rush toward the now open bedroom door. Once my feet are on the chilled marble, I suck in cold breaths of air. He comes behind me and takes the robe from me. Gently, he helps me put it on. After he’s tied it tightly at my waist, he comes to stand in front of me.

Kind, brown eyes meet mine and he swipes away a rogue tear that I hadn’t realized had even escaped. He smiles and presses a chaste kiss on my forehead before whispering words I need to hear.

“I won’t tell him and I won’t bring it up again.”

I swallow and nod my thanks.

“Now let’s go have fun, girlfriend!”
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I spent most of the morning after Cartier visually measured me, in the sauna and pool. Christine, an adorable older lady, brought me a tray of fruits and pastries, as well as, cup after cup of hot tea. Brax was right, I took to her right away. Something about her greying dark hair reminded me of my mother and the need to connect was strong. She told me cute, funny jokes and stories about Lake Sammamish. By the time Cartier came to fetch me after his shopping excursion, I was in love with her and didn’t want to leave.

She’d promised to bring us something for lunch in the salon and that was the only reason I left without argument. Cartier seemed pleased with his purchases—clothes I had yet to see—and he babbled on and on about the sexy salesman that helped him. Discovering he was gay wasn’t a surprise but my heart did ache a little for all the women in the world. Cartier is hot and I’m jealous of whichever man gets to touch the angelic body at night.

“What does he do for a living?” I ask once he’s settled me in a leather stylist chair in the sleek, tiny, yet modern salon.

We’d passed his office door but it was locked—I’d tried to open it despite Cartier’s swatting. Braxton’s dark, delicious voice rumbled on the other side and I wasn’t sure if he had a client or he was on the phone.

“Honey, my place isn’t to educate you on what Mr. Kennedy does. My place is to mold you into what he wants—something that will please him,” he says, blowing me off.

Despite Brax’s abusive and bizarre nature, I am still attracted to him. He riled up my body so easily in the airplane and I craved his touch. If I can learn to keep my mouth shut and go along with his weird antics, I think I could enjoy my six months here. It might seem more like a vacation rather than work.

As Cartier cleverly changes the subject and rambles on about how he and “Sven” flirted and how “at least someone isn’t afraid to openly show how much he likes him”, I stare out the window that overlooks the lake. I’d spent so long in Bolton and the other surrounding towns outside of London, selling my body to the dirty side of the population that lived there, that I’d gotten used to the shitty side of life. It’d been a long time since I appreciated gorgeous architecture or picturesque views.

“I’m going to get some color on this hair first and then we’ll work on those hands and feet,” he tells me.

For the next several hours, Cartier returns my hair to a dark, mahogany color that only serves to brighten my green eyes. He softens my hands and feet with paraffin wax treatments and treats me to a foot massage that nearly gives me an orgasm. His slender fingers work expertly to file and buff my nails smooth and paints on a nude color that I find myself in love with. I hadn’t been pleased when he announced he was going to wax me “everywhere” but having the gorgeous man touch my pussy, even in a non-sexual way, was worth the pain of letting him strip me bare of hair there. Once my hair was blown out, he then worked on giving me a wavy style. My makeup was last and he frowned the whole time in concentration as he worked on my face.

I find myself laughing, truly laughing, for the first time in a long time. Cartier is flamboyant and hilarious. He has stories that’ll make a prostitute blush and I can tell that his heart is as pure as the heaven I still claim he was dropped from.

“Voila!”

Pride shines in his eyes as he swivels the chair around to the mirror. A familiar woman, a woman I long tried to forget, peers back at me. She no longer looks hopeful or happy. Her green eyes are harder. Wiser. This woman has seen things. Endured a terrible past. She has no future.

“You did a great job,” I praise and award him with a smile that doesn’t touch my eyes.

Thankfully, Cartier doesn’t notice and glides over to one of the sacks he brought in from his shopping excursion. While I took a break for lunch and chatted some more with Christine, he said he stocked the empty closet upstairs with my new clothes. It felt kind of nice to get pampered and spoiled. I sure hope I don’t grow accustomed to this treatment. It won’t last forever.

He fishes out a pair of sleek, black peep-toed Louboutin’s from a box inside the large sack and places them on the floor. I watch with interest as he places a lacey pair of black panties and matching strapless bra on the chair.

“Mr. Kennedy will love that,” he tells me with a wicked grin as if we’re girlfriends and this sort of thing is normal.

I can’t help but smile back because Cartier draws out happy emotions from me despite my situation. “I bet he will,” I groan playfully.

He pulls out a dress and the old me claps with glee inside my head. I most certainly approve of the stunning dress, and for a moment, I forget who I am now. For one second, I’m the woman from before. The woman who wore things like this dress easily and with pride.

Being a prostitute, I have no modesty and drop the robe without hesitation. I’ve worn tattered rags for so long that I’m eager to don something exquisite. Cartier helps me dress and when he guides me over to the mirror, I gasp in shock.

The nude-colored, fitted strapless dress hits me just below the knees and fits like a dream. My dark hair falls in front of my shoulders and the push up bra helps my breasts seem fuller and perkier. I’m another few inches taller in the black shoes and I can’t help but stare at my reflection in awe.

I’m beautiful.

Some sick part of me can’t wait to show Braxton. I want him to see that I’m not some ugly toy. But then I remember his promise. That he’d make Cartier transform me—restore me. It sickens me that he was right.

“The guests will be here soon for dinner,” Cartier says as he gathers up the empty bags. “Mr. Kennedy wants to speak to you about your agreement before they arrive. I’ll take you there.”

He flashes me a flirtatious grin that would make any girl grow weak in the knees and offers me his elbow. I bat my long lashes at him and return a sexy smile to him.

“Damn, girl. If I didn’t like plowing the opposite sex and didn’t have a brooding, sexy-ass boyfriend, I’d take you for a spin,” he teases. “You’re the prettiest toy Mr. Kennedy’s ever bought.”

I nod my thanks as he escorts me to the office next door, silently swallowing down my discomfort at having been reminded I’m only Brax’s toy. He’s about to knock when the door swings open and a tall, black man gapes at me.

Dubois.

Eat your fucking heart out.

“Hello, miss,” he says quietly as he quickly surveys my appearance. His eyes stray over to Cartier’s briefly and with one gaze he thanks him for his hard work before turning his attention back to me. “You look lovely.”

I smile at him and this time it does touch my eyes. “My, you’re quite the gentleman,” I tease with the southern drawl he loves so much.

He scowls and storms away from me.

“You’re trouble, honey. Act right because I don’t want all my work going to waste. He’ll ruin all of this,” Cartier says as he waves at my outfit with a hiss, “in one second. Be nice and behave.”

I roll my eyes at him but nod that I will. Cartier worked all day on making me pretty. I don’t want Brax to have a repeat from last night and strip me out of the gorgeous clothes. Or worse yet, to make me cry and ruin all of my makeup.

“May we come in, sir?”

“Just her. Thank you, Cart,” Brax bellows from inside the office.

Cartier gives me a sweet kiss on the cheek before striding away. I gulp in a lungful of air before stepping into the office. My eyes sweep over the room and I’m instantly in love with it. No surprise there. Every single room aside from the one I have to sleep in is breathtaking. This one is floor to ceiling dark woods. Books line the shelves and his massive desk that sits in front of the wall of windows is adorned with expensive technology. In his suit, behind the gigantic desk, looking gorgeous as ever, his stature screams power and money.

His eyes are focused on the screen in front of him and his brows are pinched together in frustration. I can tell he’s tense and stressed about whatever it is he’s working on. If I actually liked the guy, I’d give him a shoulder rub to ease the tension there.

But I don’t like him.

And I’ll do the bare minimum to get me paid.

He ignores my entry as he continues his work, so I take the free moment to inspect his framed achievements on the wall.

RK Enterprises.

Fortune 500 Company.

News articles about Brax being one of the top forty under forty successful people in the United States. Pictures of him shaking hands with celebrities and other wealthy, well-known businessmen. College degrees and other framed awards line the walls.

Success, success, success.

“What do you do?” I blurt out.

I turn my attention back to him. He’s still glaring at the screen. “I do lots of things, Bunny. What don’t I do?”

“Wise guy,” I grumble. “What is RK Enterprises?”

In a bored tone, as if he’s explaining to a boardroom full of investors, he rattles off what seems rehearsed as he types away on his computer. “RK Enterprises was founded sixteen years ago after I graduated from college with a degree in finance. I’d taken over a successful brick and mortar toy company owned by my father, based in Los Angeles but it was a sinking ship. I analyzed the company’s profits and losses, researched the market, and helped his dying company evolve into a more sustainable corporation. RK Enterprises launched Kennedy Toys, a subsidiary, a few years ago to which parents and educators all over the globe can customize their toys for their children via our user-friendly web-platform.”

“So you’re rich from making toys. You’re like the mean, sexier version of Santa Claus.”

He chuckles at my summation of him, never turning my direction. “RK Enterprises and Kennedy Toys only make up thirteen percent of my earnings. The other eighty-seven percent belongs to Fet Toy Luxe. FTL is a booming web enterprise that joins people with similar sexual tastes. Fet ‘Toys’ can advertise their services and can even add customizable options such as hair color, eye color, demeanor, dress style, voices, etc. ‘Luxers’ search these classified type ads on our site and can order their toys based upon their preferences and the amount they’re willing to—”

I interrupt him. “Isn’t that illegal or something? I mean, I know I’m not one to talk being a prostitute and all, but how are you not in jail for this?”

He sighs as if my question is annoying. “It is illegal except for in the state of Nevada which is where FTL is headquartered. All transactions take place at an FTL owned hotel there. The Luxers fly their toys out there and play with them until they run out of money or vacation time. Everything is completely legitimate and I pay my taxes like a good US citizen. Don’t worry your little heart out.”

Finally, he swivels in his chair, a smug grin decorating his handsome features. But the moment his gaze takes in my new appearance, his features dissolve and become angry.

Well, shit.

I’d been hoping for a pleased reaction, not a murderous one.
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My cock thickens the second I take in her new sexy look. The woman is fucking dynamite in a dress that should be banned for being so sinful. I want to do things to her. Lots and lots of naughty fucking things but there’s no time.

I’m irritated that very soon I’ll have to share her for the night with that of the leering eyes of Trevor McMahon, my CEO who’s up from Nevada for the evening. He’s bringing the VP over communications, Glenna Thompson and FTL’s CFO, Jamal Brown. I noticed a recent drop in profits and want some answers from the trio who runs the most profitable segment of my company.

“I see Cart’s worked some big time fucking magic,” I hiss through clenched teeth as I stand.

Her eyes widen at my words and she backs away from me into the wall in an attempt to escape my prowling toward her. She doesn’t have a chance to move away from the wall before I’ve seized her in my clutches. One hand grips her waist while the other tangles into her hair.

I like her so much fucking better as a brunette.

Her makeup has been artfully done—dancing between exotic and tasteful. And I inhale her clean, alluring scent. Knowing Cartier, every part of her body has been smoothed to perfection. The thought of him waxing her wet little pussy almost sends me into a psychotic rage.

He’s gay. He’s gay. He’s fucking gay.

The rage simmers and I drag my lips over hers. She tastes like the grapes Christine put into the chicken salad from lunch. I want to fucking devour my toy.

She slides her palms over my pecs through my dress shirt and I groan. It’s taking everything in me not to push her over my desk and shove her pretty dress up her hips. I want to fuck her hard—mark her with my seed. If I knew Trevor wouldn’t enjoy it, I’d make him watch so he would know she belongs to me.

But the sick fucker would probably whack off later to thoughts of her.

Normally I wouldn’t care.

However, Bunny is different.

She’s mine.

“You smell good,” I murmur against her ear. “I want to taste you.”

Her fingers thread behind my neck and she pulls me to her, her hot breath in my ear. “So take a taste.”

My mouth finds hers and I crush my lips against her plump, painted ones. A small moan escapes her and it reminds me of two nights ago when I got her off with my finger in London. So soft and sweet. I typically wait another week with my toys before I fuck them because I want them to get used to the house and routine. But not with Bunny.

I need her.

And soon.

She kisses me back with surprising shyness for a paid whore. It isn’t like the toys who by this point are trying hard to impress me with their new good looks and expert kissing skills. This one kisses me with the unsureness of a timid lover—a woman that is enjoying making out with a handsome man but not quite sure if she’s doing it right. For a moment, I devour her. I own her with a kiss. Show her with each swirl of my tongue, each plunge of it into her mouth, that she belongs to me. That I’m the expert here.

The doorbell rings and I drag my lips from hers, causing the room to echo with the slurping noise. Her green eyes are hidden beneath her hooded dark lashes and her cheeks turn pink. She’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever laid eyes on.

“I’m sorry there’s no time to train you before our guests arrive,” I lie. I’m not sorry. In fact, I enjoy watching my toys squirm as they wonder which fork to use with their salad. As they act inappropriately at dinner and grow embarrassed when my friends and clients glare at them with disgust written all over their faces. They deserve it for being stupid whores like my mother. Bunny deserves it too.

“What do you mean, train me?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I stride toward the door of my office. “On etiquette, Bunny. I know it’s hard to still be trash at the core even though you look like treasure, but eventually you’ll learn. Just not tonight. Tonight you’ll have to suffer through being the laughing stock at dinner.”

The sudden intake of a harsh breath behind me causes me to smile. I take delight in the humiliation. In making my toys feel their shame. Even this different, beautiful, confusing one. She deserves it. They all deserve it.

Dubois has already answered the front door and is taking coats by the time we enter the entryway.

“Good evening, Trevor,” I shake his hand. He’s tall and handsome but he’s a pretty boy. I could crack his skull with my knuckles if I felt like it. A time or two, I’ve most certainly felt like it. If he weren’t so good at running FTL, I’d have already canned his ass.

“Evening, Mr. Kennedy,” he says back with a voice smooth as silk. His curious eyes trail behind me and when he catches sight of my toy, a predatory smile stretches out over his features. “Who do we have here?”

Ignoring Glenna and Jamal, I jerk my head to see him stride over to Bunny. Before I can stop him, he’s already touching her. They’re simply shaking hands but everything about the way he handles her is sexual. He likes my toy. The motherfucker wants my toy.

“Trevor, Glenna, Jamal,” I grit through clenched teeth. “This is Bunny.”

Bunny’s mouth pops open in horror and snaps her gaze to mine. What? Did she really think I would introduce her as Jessica to my employees?

“Bunny,” Trevor purrs. “How cute.”

Dubois must sense my impending brutal outburst, with Trevor being the target because he ushers them toward the dining room. “Christine has prepared a fine meal for everyone tonight. Unfortunately, she burned her hand and had to leave to go to urgent care. Someone from the agency will be serving dinner tonight.”

The trio follows him but Bunny remains, an angry scowl on her face. When they’re out of earshot, she hisses at me. “Bunny? What’s so hard about calling me Jessica? Huh?”

I stalk over to her and grab her jaw in my punishing grip. Her eyes widen but she isn’t afraid. I’m curious as to why I don’t scare her. I scare every one of my toys. I’ll discover a way to haunt her dreams eventually.

“Because under my roof, you’re Bunny. Remember?” I snarl. “Or did you forget because you were too fucked up being a drug addicted whore? Let me remind you.”

She yelps when I release her and grip onto her bare bicep, dragging her toward my office. Once inside, I shove her into the chair in front of my desk and leave her to find the contract. It’s in a locked filing cabinet with my other expired contracts. I snatch hers and come back around to her side of the desk.

“For five hundred thousand, you agreed to live with me. You agreed to answer to whatever the fuck I want to call you. You agreed to wear the shit I provide for you. You agreed to learn whichever skill I think best suits you. You agreed to all of this.”

Her glare is wicked and if I were a lesser man, I’d cower under it. But I’m not. I’m the biggest person around here. Some little girl doesn’t scare me one single bit.

“And what if I decide I don’t want your goddamned money?” she spits out.

I smirk. “Well, you’d not only become homeless, but you’d owe me a twenty-five percent ‘restocking fee’ to recoup my costs of obtaining you.”

“I don’t have a hundred-twenty-five grand!” she shrieks, standing quickly.

I’m momentarily shocked at her ability to compute the number so effortlessly in her head. Our chests are nearly touching as she stares up at me with a vicious look of hate in her eyes.

“Then you’ll do as you’re fucking told, toy. Get over yourself and stop being a spoiled brat. You can play pretend for a few months. This’ll be the best six months of your entire life,” I snap back at her.

She starts to argue but I decide I’ve had enough of her bullshit. Sliding my fingers into her glossy, smoothed hair, I haul her to me and kiss her hard. Her fists pound into my chest at first but as my tongue dances with hers, she relaxes and gives into the kiss. When we’re both fighting for air, I push her away from me.

My eyes fall to her swollen lips and I know exactly how I want to punish that naughty mouth.

“On your knees,” I demand with a bark.

Her eyes narrow but understanding washes over her features. Despite my harsh tone, she seems eager to please. I’m not sure how I feel about that. I’d expected more of a fight from her.

I take her place in the chair and lean back. “Suck me off. You’ve been teasing me for over a week now and I’m ready for some payment. Make it good or I’ll make you suffer.”

She drops to her knees and makes her way between my spread legs. My cock aches to be set free and her tiny hands don’t hesitate to make quick work at freeing me. The moment her warm hands encircle my thickness, I groan in pleasure.

“Lucky for you,” she purrs. “I give the best blow-job in the UK and half the time will take a fiver. Imagine how good it’ll be for as much as you’re paying me.”

I raise an amused brow at her cocky attitude. But the moment her plump lips slide over my cock, her quick little tongue tasting the drop of pre-cum on the tip, my eyes roll back in my head.

“Jesus,” I hiss out.

She takes me deep into her throat—the woman has no goddamn gag reflex—and I nearly lose control. This was supposed to be punishment for her, but for some reason I feel like she’s calling the shots here. With a need to regain control, I tangle my fingers in her hair and shove her down until her teeth scrape the base of my cock. She makes a gurgling sound and struggles but I don’t release her. Her hot throat feels so fucking good.

Her hand grips my balls and in a threatening, but not punishing way, she digs her nails into the sensitive flesh there. I release her and she pops off with a loud slurp. She flashes me an evil, hate-filled scowl before she continues to suck my dick. I half expected for her to yell at me to the point I’d have to slap the fuck out of her. Instead, she continues her task like a good little toy.

I’m soon distracted by the expert way her tongue swirls around on the underside of my shaft and my vision goes dark with the need to come.

I could warn her but I want her to drown in my release. I want it to take her by surprise and it shoot out of her nose. Hell, I’d like it if she choked and then vomited from it.

I’m a sick bastard.

The release comes out with an explosive rush of heat. I jerk my gaze to find her staring up at me while she owns my cock. Her throat bobs as she gulps down every drop I have to offer.

It was the best damn blow-job of my life.

And I’m pissed as hell about it.

“Fuck you, Bunny,” I snap and shove her off my dick.

She lands on her ass and stares up at me in confusion. Ignoring her, I stuff my wet cock back into my pants and fasten them along the way to the door.

“What’d I do wrong?” Her demand is meant to sound angry but I hear the vulnerable, almost wounded, quality to it.

“Get to the dining room and try not to embarrass me.”

I stalk out the door and expect her to take a moment to collect herself. Instead, I hear the angry clacking of her heels on the marble as she stomps after me. Together, we make it into the dining room where everyone is buttering their dinner rolls. I take my place at the head of the table, my back to the view of the lake, and Bunny takes the only open seat beside me.

“Sir, Miss Collins is green from the agency,” Dubois mutters, his tone apologetic. “She’s gone to fetch an appropriate wine to serve with dinner.”

With a nod, I survey my dinner guests. Bunny sits with her back straight and her pert nose in the air. It’s as if she belongs here as my equal instead of my toy. I want to show her that she’s trash. Hired fucking trash.

“Right, sir?”

Dubois’ voice jerks me from my sinister thoughts and I nod even though I have no fucking idea what he just said. He frowns at me. Escaping his gaze, I flit my eyes over to Glenna. The woman once tried to seduce me. I guess she thought she’d marry herself right into my empire. Dumb bitch got written up instead. Ever since, she’s been nothing but professional. I gave her a raise last year but not the kind she’d wanted. I’m pretty sure she’s moved on to the next best thing in her eyes.

Trevor McMahon.

I’m about to say something vicious to him when I notice the sling around her shoulder.

“Did you hurt yourself?” I question out of morbid curiosity, not concern.

She nods and bats her eyelashes in a flirtatious manner. “I tore my rotator cuff in a tennis accident. I’m still healing from the surgery two weeks ago.”

“Tell me why profits were down this quarter despite an increase in our customer base according to my analysis. I’ve studied the spreadsheets all damn day and I can’t seem to come up with the numbers you three have presented me.” Glenna goes from trying to look sexy to escaping my angry scowl, turning her attention to Jamal. He of course starts babbling about operational costs and employee salaries. Blah, blah, fucking blah.

I quickly lose interest and drag my gaze back over to Bunny. She listens attentively and for a brief moment my chest puffs out with pride. My other toys are usually bored when we talk business. Bunny appears interested and the tiny frown on her face tells me she doesn’t believe one single word Jamal is spewing. That makes two of us. When she glances at me, I wink at her. I don’t mean to, but I want her to know I approve of how well she’s doing. This seems to please her and she turns her attention back to my CFO with a fierce determination to understand.

“Okay,” a high-pitched voice chirps. “I found some wine.”

I lift a brow to see a mousy doe-eyed woman donning a uniform much like Christine’s carrying two bottles of my finest chardonnay. Christine had told me about the braised beef short ribs she’d cooked. My palate shrivels up in disgust at having chardonnay with this dinner.

“Name,” I thunder.

Everyone grows silent as I glare at the young servant. “Uh, uh, Stephanie.”

“Do you think chardonnay goes with our meal? What are we having for dessert?”

The terrified mouse of a woman shudders under my angry stare. “Um, dark chocolate mousse pie.”

Bunny lets out a disappointed sigh and stands. Her touch is soft on my arm and her look is one of assurance. “I’ll bring us something that pairs better.”

I want to tell the stupid bitch to sit down but she seems so sure of herself. “Is that so, Bunny? Do you even know where the wine closet is? There isn’t any Budweiser in there.”

She shakes her head at me in annoyance and glides away to help the servant. Before she gets too far away, I threaten her. “You seem awfully sure of yourself, woman. Choose wisely or there’ll be hell to pay.”

The table grows quiet around me. They all know better than to mess with me during one of my moods. And right now, I’m really fucking moody.

“Carry on. Explain some more of your bullshit reasons as to why we’re showing a loss. Remember, this is the only chance to enlighten me before I say my piece. I suggest you really know what you’re fucking talking about,” I hiss out the moment Bunny is gone.

Trevor begins his flawless defense against their work. I listen but I’m not paying attention. No, I’m waiting like a stalking lion. Waiting for the smart little bunny with all sorts of tricks up her sleeve to return with the dumb field mouse. The moment they return with the erroneous selection, I’m going to go fucking ballistic. I will eat that servant for lunch and make sure she doesn’t get hired by anyone for a long damn time. And Bunny? She’s going into the Hole tonight.

My rage festers inside of me to the point that my vision ripples with black hate. Memories of my past swirl around me and I want to hurt someone. Anyone. I attempt to harness the fury that’s eating me alive by drawing my fingers into tight fists. I’m a ticking bomb—just waiting for the slip up so I can explode.

“Here we go,” Bunny’s sweet voice cuts through my haze.

I blink away some of the blinding wrath and stare at her. She wears a sweet, poised smile. With ease, she skirts around the table removing the champagne flutes which certainly don’t belong on our table and replaces them with wine glasses. Then, I watch her as she sets to flawlessly opening a bottle of 2006 Screaming Eagle Cabernet Sauvignon, Napa Valley wine.

My eyebrows fly to my hair line as she pours a little into each glass. When she reaches Glenna, she drops the cork in her hand and disappears for a moment to fetch it. Dubois’ eyes are on mine, calculating my next move. I shake my head, letting him know I’m okay.

Bunny returns to her feet and flashes me a triumphant smile. Her pert tits are no longer the perfect shape from before and I’m curious as to what she’s stuffed into her dress. She makes her way to me and pours some wine into my glass.

“Do you know what you’ve done?” I demand, hoping to scare the shit out of her.

She nods and shrugs her shoulders, not at all concerned with my tone. “I thought tonight was a special occasion that called for a special wine.”

“Do you have any idea how expensive that wine is that you’re wasting?”

She throws me a complacent smile. “You didn’t tell me any of the wine was off limits. I paired the best wine with our dinner. Surely a man of your financial status can afford to indulge in a twenty-eight hundred dollar bottle of wine.” The smugness in her voice irritates me but I’m honestly shocked at her knowledge.

The rest of dinner, I watch with a skeptical gaze as Bunny participates in business talk with ease, laughs when Trevor tells a joke about the president, chooses the correct utensil for each course of the meal without even paying attention, and slowly but surely loses her British accent.

Is it a fluke?

Or is my little toy hiding more than whatever it is she shoved into her dress from Glenna’s purse?
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My favorite thing about Braxton is the vein that pulsates on his forehead near his temple when he’s pissed. I didn’t mean to dazzle him with my southern charm but when he was about to go ape shit on Stephanie, I knew I had to step in. His eyes were daggers and it was only a matter of a few moments before he did something evil to the poor, innocent girl.

The pill bottle smashed in my cleavage is uncomfortable but I bide my time. When they all launch into more business talk after dessert, I excuse myself to use the ladies room. With a pep in my step, I eagerly rush to the hallway bathroom. I’m already pulling the bottle from my breast before I even get the door closed.

Hydrocodone.

Fucking score!

The moment that woman mentioned her recent surgery, I knew she’d have pain pills on her. Now, I eagerly pour three into my palm and toss them in my mouth. I drink from the sink to swallow them down and hide the bottle in a cabinet between two folded hand towels. I’ll come back for these later.

I’ve barely made it back out of the bathroom when I bump into Trevor. The man is handsome enough but he’s nowhere near as sexy as his boss. Earlier, when I sucked Brax’s cock, I actually wanted things to escalate with him despite his being a prick. The thought was abhorrent. I wanted to humiliate him the way he tried to humiliate me. I wanted to rub his face in his shame.

But now that my anger has simmered, I’m back to just wanting him to fuck the hell out of me.

The thought upsets me but as the pills enter my bloodstream mixed with the wine, I decide I don’t care. I want his thick cock inside of me.

My thoughts are interrupted by Trevor’s husky voice. “I must say, you’re the prettiest little toy I’ve ever seen,” Trevor murmurs, his hands finding my hips. “Want me to show you what it feels like to be with a normal man?”

I haven’t been with a normal man in a long time. At least not since my first boyfriend, Seth from high school. Before I met him—the one I do the drugs not to think about.

Seth was a nice normal guy with his normal penis and his normal Toyota Camry and his normal life. I’d considered a future with him until I realized I’d be fucking bored out of my abnormal mind. Sometimes I wonder if he ever found a normal girl.

“Did you space out there, beautiful?” Trevor says with a chuckle. “Come here.”

He drags me back into the bathroom and locks the door behind us. His mouth finds my neck and he drops kisses down my throat. The room spins and I wonder if maybe I took too many pills considering it’s been awhile since I’ve used and I’ve had wine. My knees buckle and he catches me before I fall.

“Looks like someone’s had too much wine,” he says soothingly. “Let me take care of you, Bunny.”

I cringe at the name. Coming from Braxton, it isn’t so bad. But from Trevor, it grosses me out. “J-J-Jessica,” I slur out, my tongue seeming thick in my mouth.

“Shhh,” he whispers.

I gasp when he bends me over the counter and the cool marble shocks my hot skin. I’m vaguely aware of my dress being pushed up my hips and my panties being tugged down. His touch is soft and quick.

The room spins again and I grip the countertop to hold on. Trevor’s belt jingles as he sets to undoing his pants.

What’s happening?

Brax.

Braxton will fix this.

This is wrong, that much I know despite my haze.

“Braxton,” I croak out.

“Shush,” Trevor hisses behind me. “I’ll be quick, whore.”

I find my voice and shout. “Braxton!”

His warm hand covers my mouth and he fingers my opening. “You’re not even wet. This is going to hurt, Bunny.”

My eyes slam shut as I wait for the inevitable. It’s not like this is the first time drugs have gotten me into a situation like this. But the inevitable doesn’t come. Instead, a crack of the doorframe makes me open my eyes. Brax’s psychotic glare meets mine in the mirror. I notice that my eye makeup is streaked from the tears—I didn’t even realize I was crying.

“You stupid motherfucker!”

I slide to the floor as Brax drags Trevor out of the bathroom. My head whacks the toilet on the way down and the room spins.

“Miss, are you okay?”

Dubois.

His strong arms are lifting me. I’m flying. He carries me away and away. I don’t feel modest knowing my ass hangs out. Instead, I feel safe.

I must doze off for a bit because when I wake, he’s walking me into the horror room.

“I’m going to be sick.”

He rushes me to the toilet and holds my hair back just as I puke up the pills, the delicious dinner, and the twenty-eight hundred dollar wine.

[image: ]

Clarity begins to clear the fog in my head and I groan. Back to reality. Back to the God-awful fucking purple Princess Room. Back to the evil sonofabitch who tricked me into signing some stupid-ass agreement.

I stand on shaky feet and wonder why Brax hasn’t come to check on me or why Dubois is no longer here. Once I’m sure I won’t be sick again, I brush my teeth with the toothbrush that was provided to me. When I finish, I stare at the woman in the mirror.

What happens after six months?

For a long time, I haven’t focused any farther than my next fix of heroin. But now? Now, I’m concerned that I’m not cut out for this life. If drugs are all that I live for, why am I even still around living?

I sigh and find some face wash from a cabinet. It doesn’t take long, but soon I’ve scrubbed away all of Cartier’s hard work. My dark hair still looks pretty in long waves in front of my shoulders but my eyes seem innocent now that they’re free of the dark makeup.

The dress doesn’t feel right on me anymore. I crave to wear something comfortable and warm. As soon as the dress hits the floor, I scan my appearance in the mirror. The black lacey ensemble underneath was a waste.

“What now?” I ask myself.

Braxton’s stormy figure appears behind me. My eyes widen, drinking him in. He’s no longer wearing his suit jacket or tie. His white dress shirt is splattered with blood and his hair is a wild mess. I’ve never seen him look so disheveled. Or so ruggedly masculine.

“Did he fuck what’s mine?” he snarls.

I shiver, not because I’m afraid, but his possessive tone turns me on. “You broke down the door before he had a chance.”

My thoughts flit back to earlier—how I was so eager to take the pills and let the numbness take over that I didn’t even have any concern for my safety. A man nearly raped me and I let it happen. Tears well in my eyes with anger at myself. My bottom lip trembles and I turn to face the man that’s been playing games with me since I met him a little over a week ago.

“I’m sorry,” I tell him with a quiver of my chin.

His brows furrow together as he studies me silently. After a moment, he nods. “You’re my toy. All mine.”

I allow myself to be gathered in his warm embrace and I snuggle against his chest. “What did you do to him?”

He sighs and strokes my hair. “I killed him.”

The thought should alarm me but in some small way, it doesn’t. And that thought alarms me. That I’ve become so jaded and battered that I am indifferent to the loss of a life. But when you get pushed, and pushed, and pushed . . . well, yeah. I’m there. That bastard, like every other ass in my life, tried to take advantage of me. And even though Brax is a cruel, psychotic prick, he cares for me more than any other man I’ve encountered in the last decade. “Thank you.”

His body stiffens. “That doesn’t . . . upset you?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I laugh but it’s humorless. “I’ve had a lifetime of being upset. Now I’m just numb.”

He’s quiet and doesn’t respond to my words.

“I’ve been hiding for so long. I just want to feel something again.” My words are whispered but he seems to hear them. “Even if it only means for six months.”

His hands travel over my shoulders and they gently wrap around my throat. The blue in his eyes is gone and the stormy grey replaces it. “I want to make you feel, Bunny,” he murmurs, his lips grazing over mine. He squeezes slightly. “I want to hurt you.”

My hands cover his and I nod. “I want you to hurt me,” I say, and then I try the unfamiliar word out on my tongue, “master.”

His eyes slam closed and when he reopens them, they’re wild. I don’t know the man staring back at me. He’s not the smug jerk who conned me into signing a stupid agreement. He isn’t the suave businessman who intimidates people with one of his signature scowls.

No, the man staring at me isn’t a man at all.

He’s evil.

Dark and sinister.

A demon.

And I want him.

“Please,” I beg, “show me what you like. I need to connect with you. I’ll show you I can be what you want. I crave for you to cut through my numbness and draw the feeling out of me. The pain. The pleasure. I want it all.”

His mouth seizes mine and despite the uncontained desire to do something twisted to me, I sense that he’s proud of my submission to him.

“This won’t be sweet,” he warns, his lips hovering over mine.

A whimper remains lodged in my throat. “I know. I’m ready.”

He tears away from my mouth and devours me with his stare. “It won’t be sweet and it’ll hurt. A lot. But you’ll also feel things you’ve never felt before with a man. I’ll own every part of you, inside and out.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Damn right,” he says with a growl but then his features soften a bit as his brows pinch together in concern. “Are you sure that you want this considering all that’s happened tonight? Don’t lie and tell me you’re okay if you’re going to start crying the moment I’m balls deep inside of you. I may be an asshole but I’m not a rapist. Now’s the time, Bunny. Your get out of jail free card.”

“I promise,” I assure him with a defiant lift of my chin. “I want this.”

Before I barely finish my statement, his strong hand seizes my wrist and he hauls me out of the bathroom. The moment the purple room comes into view, my world spins.

“N-N-Not here! Take me to your room or the fucking couch but please not in here,” I beg.

Dark, swirls of intrigue twist the grey in his eyes as he attempts to understand my fear. His chest heaves and I can see him almost physically drinking it up. This should scare me. He’s a damn lunatic. An animal.

But it doesn’t scare me.

I want him.

I know that with him, my degradation would only be matched by the height of my pleasure.

Just not here.

“I should make you,” he grunts, “but lucky for you, I prefer to fuck in the Hole.”

Swallowing down a cry of joy, I nod. “Take me there. Do bad things to me.”

His growl is almost inhuman as he drags me out of the purple hell and down the hallway to the black door. He produces a key from his pants pocket and pushes it into the lock. With a quick twist of his wrist, he strides through the door and into the chilly darkness. I shiver and I’m not sure if it’s because of how he slams the door or from how he locks it as if I’m his prisoner who might try to escape.

“What’s that smell?” I hiss under my breath. Fumbling in the dark, I search for a light switch and step on a soda can.

“Oh, Bunny.” His voice slices through the darkness, chilling me to the bone. “You should feel right at home.”

A clicking noise off to my left has me jerking my head in that direction. Soon, a long fluorescent light over a table flickers and hums before it brightens half of the dark space. Brax stands there, slowly unbuttoning the buttons on his dress shirt, his turbulent eyes never leaving mine.

I tear my gaze from his and my eyes skitter over the awful room. Graffiti paints the walls with words like slut, whore, and bitch. The room smells like piss and garbage. My stomach tightens in my belly and I wonder if I’ll puke in this shithole. Trash litters the edge of the walls and a dirty, stained mattress lies in the center of the room.

The room is disturbing, and oddly familiar to what I came from just over a week ago. Funny how in such a short time I have already forgotten how vile it was. But now, as I take it all in, I’m horrified at how I’d been living.

It’s amazing I survived.

Men fucked me. Stole from me. Hit me. Drugged me. Raped me.

And I kept coming back for more.

“I don’t feel so well,” I say with a gasp, attempting not to suck in any more of the putrid air.

Brax laughs from the corner and it’s bone chilling. His chest glistens with sweat despite the freezing-ass room and I shiver. I’m not sure why he wants to have sex in here. This room doesn’t belong in this gorgeous house. This room is sinister and evil.

“I bet you’re craving a hit, aren’t you whore?” he sneers. “Want me to find your pretty little vein and fuck you up with your precious skag? Is that what you want? What you deserve?”

I did deserve it. My heart flutters at the mention of the drug I’ve desired for a long fucking time. I was a whore, a slut, an animal who couldn’t stop myself from craving things that would only put me in greater danger. But at the moment, all I want to do is get out of this dump.

“N-N-No,” I chatter. My voice sounds unsure. Is he really offering me a hit? It would certainly make all of this disappear. Then, he could do whatever the fuck he wanted and I couldn’t give two shits about it.

Another shudder wracks through me. But then I wouldn’t feel his hot body pressed against mine. I wouldn’t quake with the orgasms he would give me. I wouldn’t feel his possessive tongue in my mouth, owning me.

I meet his indignant glare and lift my chin. With a shake of my head, I approach him. His body visibly shakes with barely controlled hate. I’ve seen this look in a person’s eyes before. There’s no calming them when they’re like this. They will do what they want to do. It would be in my best interest to just go with it.

“I don’t want the drugs. I want you,” I whisper, “master.”

As much as I hate giving him the satisfaction of his stupid title, I know he gets off on it somehow. If that turns his anger into desire, I’ll be his good little toy and give him what he needs.

He groans when I reach him and begin unfastening his pants. I keep my eyes trained on his and lick my lips in a teasing manner. Braxton can be my drug for the night. As long as I can focus on him, this shitty room will disappear. Just like it does when I’m high.

Difference is though, I actually want to have sex with him unlike those other punters in the past.

His pants hit the floor and his cock strains to be set free from his boxers. At least I know he’s turned on by me. I’m not the ugly little, spaced out thing he picked up a week ago. Now, he’s getting Jessica.

I yelp when his hands slide roughly up my throat and into my hair. His lips drop to mine and he kisses me brutally, holding me to him while he bruises me with his mouth. The moan that he draws from me is quiet but needy. And as soon as his warm cock is in my cold hands, I whimper with an unspoken plea for him to fuck me with it.

“Jesus, Bunny,” he hisses, hot breath mixing with mine. “You’re fucking with my head. You’re fucking up what I want to do to you.”

I stroke his hard length and pull away to look at his shadowed face. “My body is yours. Do what you want because I want it too.”

This provokes him because he growls and slides his palm to my throat. With a tight squeeze, he nearly lifts me from the ground by my neck and walks me backwards. I hold onto his wrist, but don’t try to pull him off.

“Bunny, you were right about your body belonging to me,” he says with an ominous rumble. “But, you were wrong about wanting it. By the time I’m done with you, you’re going to beg to be anywhere but near me.”

He tosses me roughly onto the mattress and it knocks the breath out of me. Brax is used to dominating his power over everyone, men included. But I’ve lived this life before. He might dominate my body but he’ll never own my mind.

With a lift of my chin and a sweet smile, I say with a southern drawl, “Do your worst, handsome. I’m not afraid.”
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My pulse races and my heart nearly beats out of my chest. She’s pissing me right the fuck off, yet, she also turns me right the hell on. Her slender body is sexy as she stretches out on the dirty mattress. The protective part within myself rages with fury because she doesn’t belong on the floor. She should be in my bed downstairs, enjoying the warm fireplace in my room, curled in my arms.

Her pretty green eyes, though, challenge me and the controlling animal inside of me wants to show her that she does belong here. That she deserves to get fucked like the piece of shit white trash she is. That side of me wants to bruise her and choke her and make her bleed.

I shove down my boxers and watch with wonder as her tongue darts out and she wets her lips. The bitches I bring to the Hole fill the room with the sounds of their senseless begging and crying. They promise me blow-jobs and anal—as if I wouldn’t get that anyway or that they even have a choice. Each one ends up screaming and running for the locked door. And every time, I end up knocking the shit out of them and finish myself off by coming all over their whore faces.

It’s what I do.

It’s who I am.

But Bunny’s acting like she’s about to indulge in a wine finer than the one she opened earlier. In this shitty hole of a room, she’s eager for my cock. Her ability, without the drugs, to block out her surroundings and focus on me is a fucking turn on. And for a split second, I consider dragging her out of here.

“Take that shit off, whore,” I spit out as I stroke my eager cock.

Her eyebrow lifts in surprise but without argument, she sheds her bra and panties. The light may be dim but her now smooth pussy glistens and I crave to taste it.

I don’t fucking taste them. Not here. Not like this.

I hurt them.

I bite them.

I fuck them.

“On your knees,” I snarl. “I want that little ass pointing in the air.”

She bats her eyelashes at me in a seductive way that once again has me questioning what to do with her next. But eventually, she assumes the demanded position. Her tiny ass is white and flawless. I want to mark it up. It enrages me that the stupid dipshit, Trevor, thought he could have her.

The man has some balls.

When I saw her tears—the despair and self-hatred in her eyes—I went mad with a rage that never before presented itself. My fists connected with that asshole’s face over and over again until there was blood staining my white marble floor. It took Jamal and Dubois both to pull me from his beaten body. I’d lied to Bunny about killing him—I’d simply wanted to shock her. To scare her. Unfortunately, she was happy. Fucking happy.

Trevor had groaned and gurgled despite his ass whipping but I knew he’d live. I wanted him to live because it was going to be my honor to make his life a living hell. Killing him would be too easy. So I left his pussy-ass, washed my hands, and came straight for her.

My toy.

Mine.

I focus on the beautiful thing before me. Regardless of the shitty names I call her, I can’t deny how she messes with my head. I like seeing her sweet smiles and feisty green eyes when they dance with mischief. Bunny was different. From the first time I laid eyes on her—I knew it. I somehow knew deep down that I’d truly enjoy her but it wouldn’t be the same as all the others.

“Touch yourself,” I demand. “But don’t come.”

Her manicured fingers move between her legs and I groan at how hot she looks as she massages her clit. In spite of my rules and bullshit, I’m going to taste her one day. Not here but somewhere in this house—away from this dirty hole of a room.

She peeks over her shoulder at me and flashes me a questioning look. “Like this?”

I crave her intensely in this moment. The uncertainty painted on her features is alluring and I decide I love the look. All of the other whores are usually so confident in their abilities, much like Bunny was when she gave me that epic blow-job.

But right now, my sweet toy seems worried.

“You’re doing great,” I tell her, my voice hoarse. I hadn’t expected to divulge the compliment but it rolled off my tongue before I could stop it. When her eyes shine with a never-before-seen pride at pleasing me, I once again realize how she responds so beautifully to praise.

Moments earlier, I’d wanted to string her up and whip her. To rip her skin to shreds with my belt. I wanted to hurt her.

Now I want inside of her so bad it hurts—like I’m some horny damn teenager. I can’t wait any longer.

I just fucking want her.

“Bunny,” I growl as I drop to my knees behind her. “What are you doing to me?”

She whimpers when I shove her fingers away, replacing them with my own. Her body responds to my touch and soon she’s rocking her hips in unison with my fingers. I still her by gripping her hip with my free hand and then hold my cock to tease her pussy with it. The opening is hot and fucking dripping with want.

“I’m going to take you now,” I mutter and bring both hands to her hips. “I want you to keep massaging that pussy while I fuck you. I want you to come all over my cock, little toy. And then I’m going to come inside of you.”

She nods and with shaky fingers, she sets to fingering herself. I line myself up and don’t warn her before I push my thickness deep inside of her with one hard thrust.

“Ah,” she gasps.

No screams.

No crying.

No wails.

Just a silent, pleasure-filled gasp from having me stretch her wide open. With each forceful pound into her, my nuts slap her fingers that are violently working her toward an orgasm. Yesterday she’d been so fucking cute when she was pissed at not being able to get herself off. I wonder if tonight she’ll be able to.

I grab a handful of her hair and shove her face down against the soiled mattress. I’ve fucked them all on this bed. They all get to smell the used pussy of the one before them. And their scent will carry over to the next toy.

And so on and so fucking on until I die.

But what about Bunny?

The thought makes my belly flop and I grit my teeth. I don’t want to think about what happens to her after this. It’ll only piss me off. She’s mine for six months and I’ll enjoy every second.

Time’s ticking, Braxton.

She continues to gasp and work her pussy but she’s not coming. I’m about to lose my load inside of her but I’m pissed that she can’t get off. My toy isn’t even trying to fake it to avoid punishment.

“Come, goddammit!”

Her little hand goes crazy as I slow my thrusting. She wants it so bad. The walls of her pussy throb around my dick with the need to orgasm. For once, I’m less interested with me getting off and obsessed with her getting off instead.

“You’re thinking about it too hard, Bunny. Just go with it.” My voice become softer as I try to coach her through it.

She sobs in frustration and clutches the dirty mattress with her pretty fingernails of her free hand. Her cries are muffled from where I have her face smashed against it. Suddenly, the thought of feces and urine ruining her perfect milky flesh has me going mental.

I don’t want my shiny toy dirtied up.

Yanking out of her, I stand quickly and drag her to her feet by the grip I have on her hair. I hug her to me and the ice cold chill of her flesh startles some sense into me.

This isn’t fucking right.

I don’t want her like this.

“Come on,” I murmur, my voice comforting almost. “Let’s not do this here.”

Her feral eyes meet mine and her voice shakes. “Not there. Please don’t take me in there.” Tears stream down over her cheeks and I’m confused. My girl would rather get roughly fucked in the Hole than in her bedroom. And something tells me it has nothing to do with her prostitute past. It’s not that she feels more comfortable in here. It’s that she fucking hates that room for some reason.

Nodding, I scoop her into my arms. After a pit stop to scoop my key from the table, I let us out of the Hole and make my way to the elevator. I push the button for the basement and hold my shivering toy close to my body.

Her eyes never leave my face and I don’t want them to. The adoring way she stares at me—as if I’m the hero in her book rather than the monster—warms my frigid heart. It makes me want to see it all the time. It makes my cock hard as fuck.

When we reach the basement, I stride with her in my arms straight for the hot tub beside the pool, dropping my key off on the table along the way. I grab a handful of lavender beads from the bucket on the table and then toss them in when we’re near. We both smell like piss and pussy—not hers. And I hate it. I want the smell gone.

I just want her.

My Bunny.

She moans, louder than I’ve ever heard her, the moment I dip into the piping hot tub. The bubbles splash around us and the lavender is already invading my senses as I sink into the blissful heat.

The Hole is kept at sixty-six degrees which is warmer than they deserve. But I can’t handle the cold. Not since I was a kid. Now that I have control over my surroundings, I enjoy the warmth whenever I can get it. My own room is installed with a heating system that has vents on the floor so when I’m freezing down to my black soul, I can wrap up in a blanket and sit on the vent.

The hot tub is the next best thing. And as I settle against the pulsating spray against my back, I’m glad I brought her here. I don’t have to give her any orders—it’s like she’s in my head and she straddles my cock. Her pussy slides down my shaft and she stares at me with questions dancing in her eyes.

“Such a good girl,” I murmur my praise.

She rewards me with a breathtaking smile and rides my cock like the practiced whore she is. Except, she’s not riding me because I’m a job or because she’s thankful I saved her from the Hole. My Bunny rides me because she wants me—because she wants to please me. Of all my toys, they never take to me so quickly. With this one, it’s as if she wants to be mine. Always. The thought twists itself into my head and plants a seed there.

What if I kept her?

My mind pauses for a moment and I allow myself a brief bit of time to pretend before pushing away the stupid notion.

“Oh, God,” she pants, “this feels good.”

I groan and lift my hips to meet each of her thrusts. Sliding one hand into her hair, I tug her to me to kiss her. She reciprocates and when I press my thumb to her clit, she jolts with a yelp into my mouth.

“You like that, Bunny?” I question against her mouth as I increase the pressure.

She nods but doesn’t speak. Her body has a language all its own and it tells me everything I need to hear.

“Say it. You’re too quiet. I need to hear it, baby.”

Her eyes shine with happiness that nearly has me coming. Since when do I want to make them happy? I want to make me happy. Not them.

“I love it, Bra—” her eyes widen—“sir.”

The light in her eyes is instantly gone and I want it back. Like the greedy boy I am, I want it fucking back and don’t give a shit about my rules. I want her to smile at me like before—to look at me as if I’m the best goddamn man she’s ever been with.

“Jessica,” I murmur, “I want to hear how much you want it. How much you love it. Show me, baby.”

My words work because her smile is back and her eyes glisten with a beauty that’s never before been witnessed on this black earth.

“Yes!” she shrieks, giving in to the orgasm that selfishly alluded her. “I love it! This! I want more, Braxton!”

My name rolls off her tongue and her eyes flicker to mine, fear flashing in them. The inner pussy in me tells the demon inside to shut up and together we pretend we didn’t hear. Instead, I clutch onto her neck and draw her to me to kiss her. Our mouths connect in a greedy flurry of tongues and wet lips. Within seconds, I’m releasing my seed deep inside her.

Her mouth breaks from mine and she rests her pretty tits against my chest, burying her face into my neck. I don’t jerk her off my softening cock or send her to shower. I don’t take her back to the Princess Room and bid her good evening. I don’t do anything except hold her to me. My fingers stroke her back and I simply cuddle with what’s mine.

For a long fucking time.

We’re both drunk from the heat and our exertion that I startle at the sound of a dog barking down the road. I’m not sure how long we’ve been down here, but I know it’s been long enough. With a groan, I lift out of the tub with her in my arms in search of towels from the warmer. Once I have her wrapped in a towel around her shoulders, I dry off and wrap mine around my waist.

As I walk her to the elevator, I wonder why I’m playing differently with Bunny. Why I’m not hurting her or punishing her. While she deserves the same fate as the others, I want to know why I don’t feel the same sense of urgency to give it to her.

She’s different.

The thought is heavy on my mind when we enter the elevator. My finger hovers over the number four. She belongs upstairs in her purple Princess Room. I should take her there.

But something tells me she’ll find a way to sleep in the Hole. That she’ll curl up naked and cold on the soiled mattress to seek solace and hide from whatever haunts her. Not on my fucking watch. Without hesitation, I press the code to take us to the third floor. She remains quiet on the way up but leans against me as if requiring the same air I breathe. My chest puffs out with pride and I hug her into my side.

“You’re a special little toy,” I tell her with a chuckle. “You get to see where your master sleeps.”

She shivers in my arms and I know I made the right decision. My girl belongs with me in the warm sanctuary of my bedroom. I want her tucked against me tonight so if the craving hits me to fuck her, I don’t have to leave the comforting heat my room provides. All I’ll have to do is roll her onto her back and push my cock into her.

The thought of staring deep into her jade-colored eyes as I thrust into her hot, receptive body has my cock growing again and eager to play. How is the thought of having sex with Bunny in such a simple way the biggest fucking turn on? Why do I crave to see her eyes flutter and her mouth part as she dives over the edge of bliss? And why the fuck do I want to go into a homicidal rage at the thought of losing her in just a few months?

Tomorrow, I’m going to get myself in order. I’m going to have to get my goddamned head in the game and play with my toy as she was meant to be played with. But until then, I’m going to enjoy her as my woman.

I’m going to allow myself the simplest of pleasures. I will let my tiny, shriveled up black heart have some fun and call the shots for once in its fucking life.

Tonight, I’m going to have sex with the woman, not the toy, not my Bunny.

No, tonight I’m having Jessica.
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The elevator opens to a floor that is many degrees warmer than any other room in this house, especially the Hole. I’m eager to see his space as he ushers me into the foyer and then down a long hallway. When we reach a set of two, thick double doors, he punches in a code on the keypad and pushes inside.

One.

Nine.

Eight.

Two.

I don’t think he means for me to see but I do and I file the number away in case I need it for future reference. We walk in and I gape in amazement. His room is gorgeous. A roaring fireplace takes up most of the far wall across from his massive bed. Several floor to ceiling windows make up the wall that faces the lake. His bed is covered in a thick, white down comforter and a chocolate-colored, fluffy chenille blanket sits folded at the end. The wood floors are dark and almost match the blanket perfectly. A large white furry rug sits in the middle of the floor between the foot of the bed and the fireplace. It looks soft and I wonder if it’s made from real animal fur.

“This is beautiful,” I tell him in a whisper.

Even though the room is warm, the windows make it seem colder and I shiver. He turns to look at me and frowns.

“Drop the towel. I want to show you something.”

Without hesitation, I do as I’m told. He drops his and I’m awarded a fine view of his muscular ass. It’s cute enough to bite. The thought has me giggling. He snatches the brown blanket from the bed and casts an amused smirk my way.

“Something funny, little girl?”

The man has the weirdest moods but he is by far the most delectable specimen I have ever had the pleasure of being with. In the light of the fire, his body glows and some curves of his chiseled chest are hidden by shadows. He’s every bit of a warring devil and angel, all wrapped up into one human.

I want to open him up.

To learn about what makes him the way he is.

I want to see more of his smiles. Hear his laugh. Be the object of his affection.

Yet, I also want to feel my hair tangled in his fist. I want him to fuck me and spank me. I want to see that precious vein on his forehead throb with rage.

Truth is, I like each new layer I peel from him. I was attracted to the smug bastard who conned me into signing his bullshit paper and whisked me off to America. I was attracted to the man who made me feel like trash while I sucked his cock in his office. I was attracted to the man who beat a man to death because he put his hands on me. I was attracted to the man who intended to use me in the Hole yet ended up making sweet love to me in the hot tub.

And now . . .

The handsome god of a man who watches me with a playful grin and shining blue eyes. This man, I’m not only attracted to, but I’d probably do anything just to keep the smile on his face. The attraction for him goes deeper than the surface. Past the pleasure and pain he inflicts upon me. It’s much more.

It’s as though I’m connected to him.

Like I belong to him.

“You have a cute butt,” I blurt out and then giggle. “I was just thinking you were hot and I was lucky.” The last part causes his smile to fall and I immediately chastise myself for ruining the moment.

His voice is gruff. “I have an ass. A fine ass. Cute butts are for babies and shit.”

I’d normally laugh at his playful banter but his words are a sucker punch to the gut. My eyes clench shut and I drop to my knees.

Don’t think about it.

Don’t think about it.

My chest quakes with a sob I’ll never let escape. I want these memories to go away. To leave me the fuck alone! The pills. I can sneak out of here and go downstairs to where I stashed them away in the cabinet. I’ll get fucked up and this will all go away.

He’ll go away.

The thought sours my belly. I don’t realize that I’m lost in the abyss of my despair until the heat of his presence is in front of me and drags me out of the darkness. When I blink my eyes open to meet his, they’re deep blue and his brows are furrowed in concern. The naked angel of a man cradles my cheeks as if I’m precious to him.

I’ve never been precious to anyone.

Another ache in my chest.

His power and strength cloak me the moment he scoops me into his massive arms.

I belong here. Cuddled against him. Him whispering soft assurances into my hair. He strides over to where he dropped the blanket on the white rug. With me in his arms, he sits on the edge of the rug and slides me between his legs. I shiver and stretch my toes toward the fire.

“I’ll keep you warm,” he murmurs and then sets to wrapping the thick blanket around his shoulders to my front. As soon as he closes it shut in front of my chest, it poufs out and heat warms us.

A vent, under my thighs, just in front of the rug blows blissful warmth around us. In the face of the flames of hell, I’m in heaven. We sit for a long time and I try to pretend we lead a life where this was normal. A life where in less than six months, I wouldn’t be leaving to go back to the fucking ghetto but instead spent my years with him.

Braxton Kennedy.

Sexy Santa Claus.

“Why are you a prostitute?” His words are gruff but soft. So soft, I almost don’t hear him. For a moment I wonder if I was even meant to hear them.

I sigh and push away thoughts of another life—a life where I wasn’t a prostitute but a well-revered woman instead. It makes me sick and I shove the memories away.

“I needed the money.” I bark out a laugh.

He tenses from behind me and I scold myself for not being more forthcoming. When he doesn’t say anything, but I sense the brewing storm behind me, I finally speak up again.

“Everything was fine in London. I’d found a nice girl to room with, Scarlett Dempsey, and she got me a job at the small shop she worked at selling hand drawn city maps and hand painted thimbles, teacups, trinkets and other knickknacks; a souvenir shop if you will. I worked the register and made decent wages.”

I sigh, hoping to find the strength to talk about my past. Somewhere deep within, I find it and clutch on. “One day, we went to a club. I never went out but she’d begged me to. Some guy kept buying me drinks. He was nice I guess. I wasn’t looking for anyone to hook up with since I’d just gotten out of a relationship but I enjoyed his company.”

The darkness floods through me and I shiver despite the warm cocoon I’m in.

“But I think he put something in my drink because I woke up naked in a shitty flat with my knickers shoved in my mouth. Scarlett was still out but was naked too in the bed beside me. That fucker took us and judging from the used condoms on the floor near me, he used us too.”

I hear a growl and realize it’s Braxton. He’s pissed.

“Then what?”

My stomach rumbles, still sour from earlier. “I woke her up. She was hysterical but I managed to get us both dressed and we left.”

I wish that were the end of the story. But the nightmare was only beginning.

“Then, as we were leaving, the dickhead came home. I screamed at her to run and she did. Meanwhile, I distracted him. Hit him and kicked him—anything to get him to focus on me while she went to phone the police.”

My heart aches in my chest. I’m still bitter about the next part.

“But Scarlett didn’t come back. The cops never showed up. This guy, Corgy he called himself, fucked me. Tied my arse up and had his way with me. I cried and screamed and begged for him to release me. Instead . . .”

The blanket falls away as Brax strokes my hair away from my neck and kisses me there.

“He pulled out a needle and told me he was going to make my fucking day. I fought against him, even as the needle bit into my skin. But when he pushed the skag into my vein and the heat rushed in, I gave in. It took the pain—all the pain in my head and my heart—away from me. With it, I found bliss. Darkness. Emptiness. I loved the high.”

His hot breath tickles my flesh. “So then what? What happened to that stupid fuck?”

Tears well in my eyes. “I worshipped him. Did whatever the hell he wanted. Anything for my next hit. I never went back to my job or my flat. I never checked to see if my friend was okay. Nothing. All that mattered was Corgy and his skag.”

He presses a soft kiss on my neck. “But something happened?”

I swallow and nod. “Something did happen. One day, he and a few of his friends thought it’d be funny to watch me beg for the drug I needed so badly. He tied me up like a fucking animal and slowly let me withdrawal from it. I begged and screamed and threatened. They laughed and tormented me. And when I thought I would die, they released me. Sent my naked arse out into the cold streets. I was like a rabid dog craving blood. I would have done anything for that shit. Anything.”

A shudder wracks through me as I sob. I hated that time in my life. Each time I recall that wicked part of my past, I want to wipe it from my memory. Not only was I starving and freezing, but I was naked and vulnerable. I was a target.

“Then what?” Brax’s body is tense and despite not knowing him long, I know it’s from rage. He can barely contain the hate that floods through his veins. I pray, this time, it’s not pointed at me.

“A punter found me. Offered me a tenner for a blow-job. I climbed right into his car, uncaring that he could be a serial killer or something. In his car, I blew him. He must have had pity on me because he shoved his jacket in my face along with a tenner before he hauled arse far away from me. So, I took the cash, donned the jacket, and searched for someone to give me the hit I desperately craved. The rest’s history from there, handsome.” My voice takes on a sarcastic drawl and I try to swallow down the bitter pill of contempt for Corgy that sticks in my throat.

So many what-ifs.

London was supposed to be the beginning of a new life. A better life.

Instead, it was a direct ticket to hell.

He doesn’t say anything but instead scoots back onto the rug. For a moment, I’m afraid he’s disgusted with me. But then I remember, he chose me. He plucked me from the sad state I was in and he restored me.

Just like he promised.

But why?

That’s the million dollar question.

There’s more to it than him just getting his rocks off by fixing up a whore. I know there are more layers of his dark soul to be uncovered. I’m not afraid, I’m curious.

He guides me down and onto my back. His dark hair hangs over his forehead as he settles himself between my legs. Our eyes meet and I prepare myself to let him enter me. I’m not turned on, still distraught from the bitter memories that still hang in the air, but I’m willing to do this with him.

I want to do this with him.

But he doesn’t enter me. Instead, he scoots back and spreads me open. His eyes skim over my bare pussy and hunger flashes over his features. I knew Braxton would be a good lover the moment I laid eyes on him. But I never took him for a giving bed partner.

“Oh!” I gasp as soon as his heated breath tickles my center. His thick, hot tongue licks me, almost unsure at first. But once he’s tasted me, he becomes ravenous. Strong fingers dig into my thighs as he opens me wider. My pussy dampens for him and a craving deep in my core begins to throb. His tongue is all over me, exploring and lapping up my essence. I easily grow wet with his expert mouth skills and wiggle under his grasp.

“More.” My word is more like a needy whine but he understands the language. His hand slips from my thigh and he pushes two fingers deep inside. When he curls them upwards and grazes my ever-allusive G-spot, I cry out in pleasure.

“Braxton! Oh God!”

I don’t have time to chide myself for using his name because his efforts become more intense. He sucks, bites, and runs crazy circles all over my clit to the point I lose my sanity. Who needs heroin when you have the best damn drug between your legs? With his fingers owning the pleasure button from within and his tongue mastering my poor little bundle of nerves between the lips of my pussy, I thrash from an explosive orgasm. His name falls from my lips in a worshipful chant over and over again until I shudder one last time with a heavenly aftershock.

The ripples of paradise eventually subside and he sits up on his knees, staring down at me with a shit-eating grin on his glistening-from-my-juices face.

“You—I—ugh,” I groan but my smile is immediate. “Now fill me with your cock.”

His face flashes with anger but I’m quickly learning that with Brax, his anger is also determination. And it’s sexy as hell.

“You’re mine, Jessica,” he says with a growl as he pushes his large cock into me. “Don’t ever forget that.”

He drops his body over mine and finds my mouth. His kiss is possessive but sweet. As he thrusts into me, I allow myself the luxury of imagining a life with him. Braxton, despite his issues, is nothing like him.

Could I have a life again?

One where I’m not some piece of trash to be used and abused by whoever thinks they have a God-given right to.

With Brax rubbing against my sensitive clit with each pound into me, I grow closer and closer to another much craved orgasm. For so long I had sex without pleasure. For so long, it was a job and far from something I enjoyed. I only used it for a means to obtain my skag—so I could forget. For too long, I was swept up in a vicious cycle that I numbed myself into.

But now that I’ve been thawed . . .now that my heart has begun to beat again, the old me roars to life with her nails bared and a new desire to live. The old me from before mixes with the new one that’s being made love to and together they squash the pathetic drug addict from before.

I want Braxton Kennedy.

Not just for the next few months. He’s not the type of man a woman can just forget and move on from.

“Jess,” he grunts, his body shuddering with the need to come. He’s waiting for me and I’m lost inside my head.

Cupping his cheeks, I find his blue eyes and stare at him. I hope to convey how much I need him—how much my soul depends on his connection. He’s my savior—he pulled me from the wreckage that was my life. I’m not losing him without a fight.

I will fight for Braxton Kennedy.

Even if it means fighting against him to have him.

I’ll make him mine.

“I’m yours, Braxton.”

He thrusts one thundering last time and it’s enough to send me spiraling into a tailspin of ecstasy. I shriek, losing all inhibitions, and give in to the pleasures he cloaks me with, both mind and body.

His body relaxes once his heat pours into me and he crushes me with his weight. I smile under his hot body and pray to whoever’s listening that the rug we lie on doesn’t get swept out from under us by the time we wake up tomorrow.

I’m not sure I can handle if he wakes up in one of his moods and suddenly seems indifferent toward me.

In fact, I know I won’t handle that well at all.

Sad part is, I know it’s coming.

In my life, nothing ever goes right for very long.
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I analyze the profit and loss statements on my computer until the sun rises and my belly growls for something to eat. I’ve fucked up. My mind spins off its axis each time I try to understand last night. When Trevor put his hands on my toy, I went into a psychotic rage. I’d nearly killed the man and was then eager to fuck Bunny into submission.

But something happened.

Things changed.

And I soon found that I didn’t want to hurt her last night. I wanted to pleasure and please her. I wanted to kiss and make love to her. I wanted her, Jessica, to sleep in my bed with me.

I’ve lost my fucking mind.

And that’s why after she fell asleep, I carried her ass upstairs and deposited her into her bed. Then, I came to my office and have been trying to formulate a plan on how to fix this shit ever since.

“Sir,” Dubois says from the doorway, “you’re up early this morning. And if I may speak frankly here, you look like hell.”

I raise an irritated brow at him but quickly drop it, offering him a thankful smile instead when he hands me a cup of steaming coffee. “How’s Christine?”

“She’s better this morning and is already flitting about the kitchen making breakfast despite her bandaged hand. She said she’s making your favorite for dinner,” he tells me as he sits in the chair across from my desk.

Sipping my coffee, I let my gaze fall on my right-hand man. His dark eyes are tired, probably matching my own, and I wonder what has him looking so ragged.

“Beef stew. Nothing like a little comfort food after a rough last couple of days,” I tell him with a sigh.

He nods. “Sir . . .”

I hold his stare and wait for him to continue.

“I believe Trevor is going to be a problem.”

His words mimic the thought that’s been swirling around in my head for a while now. “Yes, that’s because he’s a snake. Did you tell him he was fired?”

He shakes his head and stares out the window. “Well, he was pretty bad off when I deposited him in his hotel room. Glenna and Jamal assured me they’d stay and look after him. They’re both worried about their own jobs and don’t seem to have any loyalty to him as far as I could determine. Jamal was going to inform him of his termination once he was awake and coherent. However, I think after he heals up and understands what he truly lost, he’ll retaliate. He’s always been a calculating one.”

I sip my coffee and then nod. “So we get eyes on him. I’ll put Jamal in as acting CEO until we figure out a better plan. Today I’ll conference our investors to let them know of the company changes. Our confidential matters are locked down so even if Trevor tried to do something to ruin me, the fucker wouldn’t get the chance. Plus, if I find out he even tries anything, I’ll ensure he has more than just a few scrapes and bruises next time.”

The reminder of how he touched my toy enrages me but I swallow down the fury, remembering I need to cool my shit when it comes to Bunny. I’m too wrapped up in her and it’s clouding my judgment.

“Sir,” he says carefully. I know he’s watching my behavior and analyzing it. It’s what he does—he knows me better than anyone. “I believe the miss is going to be a problem too.”

Liquid anger surges through my veins at his indication that my toy might be defective and I choke down the desire to lash out on him. Instead, I question him. “How’s that?”

He takes a deep breath and then lets it out in a rush, along with his words. “She’s messing with your head, sir. In the one week that you’ve known her, you’ve let her break rules, get under your skin, and you even nearly killed your CEO for her. She’s dangerous to you and your company.”

His bitter words aren’t meant to hurt me but to protect me. Dubois always looks out for me and not just because I pay him to.

“Jesus,” I groan and scrub the overgrown hair on my cheek with my palm. “You think I don’t know this? But what do I do, D? I can’t just send her back. You know that.”

“Why not? Send her off with a hundred grand and wash your hands of her. Despite Cartier turning her into something beautiful, she’s still dirty and wrong underneath. She doesn’t deserve you. I can’t watch her ruin what you’ve worked so hard to achieve.”

He’s right.

He’s always fucking right.

But could I send her back?

What happens when the hundred grand runs out?

What happens when she hits a low moment and seeks out heroin?

What happens when stupid fuckers like Corgy hurt her?

“I can’t do that. She’s not ready. A week of sobriety isn’t long enough. She’ll be back to her old ways before the weekend,” I tell him briskly.

He grumbles. “But sir—”

“She’s not ready, D,” I seethe, slamming my fist on the desk causing my coffee to slosh out. “They’ll hurt her. He’ll hurt her.”

“Trevor?”

“Yes, the Trevors of the world. For some reason, Bunny attracts all of the fucking wolves.”

“Like you, sir?”

I narrow my gaze at him. “I’m the biggest, baddest wolf of them all. And that’s why she’s safer with me. I know my limits. I can keep her from getting taken advantage of and make sure she stays off the drugs.”

“She’ll unravel you,” he tries again but his fight is wavering.

“No, I’ll keep my distance. I’ll remember the rules.”

He sighs. “How about this? I’ll back off if you call Nat. You haven’t seen her in a while. I’m sure she’d love to hear about Bunny.”

I glare at him and challenge his unmoving stare. He’s serious—fucking serious. I’m not ready to talk to my sex therapist about this yet. I’d hoped to figure it out on my own but clearly that’s not happening any time soon. She’s been a friend of mine for two decades now. My father had taken me to her as a young man when I’d been dealing with my anger toward my mother. It wasn’t until she left her practice and focused on sex therapy that we grew close—beyond a patient doctor relationship. Nat was the one to suggest channeling my sadism in the form of willing masochists, or toys, as I like to call them. It wasn’t all smooth in the beginning and it took quite a bit of guidance on her part. But eventually, she helped form a way for me to survive the mental anguish that plagues me. I’m annoyed he’s even suggesting I already call in reinforcements.

Yet . . .

Bunny’s wide, feisty green eyes are forefront in my mind. Her plump lips calling me by my name as if it’s no big deal. Me devouring her pussy like it was my very last meal. The vixen is tearing apart the very fabric of who I am.

Shit.

He’s right.

I’m losing it.

“Fucking fine already. Call Nat. I’ll talk to her. But in the meantime, I want you to look up every goddamned Corgy in London. I want the losers—the drug dealers—the street punks.”

He raises both brows but doesn’t question my sudden need to chase this new rabbit trail.

“When you find them, I want a list. And I want their pictures.”

The tall man is already standing, ready to tackle his assignment. “And then what, sir?”

“We find out which motherfucker hurt my Bunny,” I tell him, no infliction of emotion in my voice, “and then we kill him.”
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The fat man in the red suit waves to people walking by and thanks them when they drop coins in his bucket. After they leave, he goes back to jingling his bell. I don’t get it. He’s big—probably from eating so much food—and he still asks people for money.

Why won’t Mama ask those people for money?

My bones poke out and I know it’s because I’m always hungry. We need the coins more than him.

“Mama,” I tug at her jacket and point. “Who is that man?”

Today, she’s not as sick as usual. She’s promised me a special treat because it’s Christmas. I still don’t understand what Christmas is but I want a special treat. So I’ve been a good boy all morning while she worked.

She kneels down beside me and one of her bare knees rests on the cold ground. Mama doesn’t wear many clothes and I wonder how come she isn’t freezing like me.

“That,” she says with a laugh that reminds me of the bell he’s ringing, “is Santa Claus.”

I scrunch my brows together and turn to look at her. Her blue eyes are as pretty as the sky today. When Mama isn’t sick, she’s funny and nice. I love her all the times but times like these are the best. “Who is Santa Claus?”

Her smile falls as if she suddenly remembers something and sadness makes tears roll out of her eyes, dragging black streaks along the way. “He’s nobody, Braxxy. Just a fat fucking bastard.”

I glare at the old man that smiles upon seeing me. I hate how happy he looks. Mama hates him for some reason and I do too.

“Let’s go, baby. The shelter said they’re doing their Christmas dinner at three. We’ll be late if we don’t hurry.”

Trailing after her, I try not to look at the man. But I can’t look away.

“Ho! Ho! Ho!” he yells at me, waving a piece of candy to tease me. “What do you want for Christmas little boy?”

He makes me so mad. And when he gives Mama the look that the other men give her, I can’t take it anymore. Breaking free from her, I run as hard as my little eight-year-old legs will carry me and I hit him right in his pee-pee.

“I hate you!” I tell him. I don’t want to cry—I want to be the brave boy for Mama but I’m so mad at the stupid fat man.

His eyes are open wide with shock and he clutches himself where I hit him. “You’re on the naughty list,” he hisses out. “Bad boys don’t get anything from Santa. They don’t deserve toys.”

I haul off to kick him again but Mama yanks my arm up and drags me away from him.

I don’t want any toys from the fat man. If I want toys, I’ll make them myself. Sometimes when Mama is working, I cut shapes out of cardboard from a little pocket knife I stole from one of the apartments we went to once. If there’s no cardboard, I like to cut out little stars from Coca-Cola cans. I make my own toys from the trash—I turn them into something pretty. They may not be toys like he’s used to giving to the good boys, but they’re my toys.

I’m still lost in my angry thoughts when something warm blasts around me. Jerking my head toward it, I smile to see the shelter we sometimes go to. Music, happy music, plays in the background. It makes me feel good again. Being mad at Santa is something of the past as we climb the steps.

Tonight is the best night of my whole life. The nice people at the shelter serve us hot, yummy foods and I even make friends with another little girl nearby. She’s younger and I pretend she’s my sister. When dinner is over, the adults gather the children around a big tree decorated with lights.

I like this tree.

It makes me happy.

“Everyone,” an old lady yells. She’s not mad. Not at all. I think she is crying with happy tears. “This year’s donations were wonderful. There are enough gifts for all the children. God is good.”

The group chatters around us. Mama strokes my hair like I do the stray cats I find and I lean in to her touch. I love my Mama.

“Here you go, little boy. I hope you get something special,” the old lady says, handing me a wrapped gift.

It’s painted with the same red and white candy the stupid Santa tried to give me. Mama seems so happy, so I don’t spoil her mood by getting mad.

“Is this my surprise, Mama?”

She kisses the top of my head. “Yes, Braxxy. Open it up. Let’s see what you got.”

Carefully, I tear open the paper and pull the lid off the box. Inside is a package.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Mama snarls. “I was promised a toy for my son. Not goddamned socks!”

I jump at her sudden outburst and turn to her. “Mama, I love these socks. They’ll keep my feet warm.” I tear open the plastic and am happy to find twelve single, white socks.

She looks embarrassed and strokes my dark hair from my face. “I wanted to give you a toy, baby.”

I smile really big at her. “I make my own toys, silly,” I tell her so she won’t feel bad. “The socks are better. I like them.”

She hugs me to her and I inhale the cigarette smell mixed with her perfume that sometimes gives me a headache. I love her smell. I want her to hold me always and never have to go to work.

“And what toy did Santa bring you, little boy?”

Mama and I both jerk away to stare up at the old lady. I glare at her. “Santa is a stupid, selfish fat man who teases kids with candy. My mama got me socks because she knows my feet get cold all the time. I don’t need that mean man’s toys. I can make my own.”
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“You never told me how the rest of the night went despite having heard this story several times,” Natalie says, her pen tapping her full lip.

I pinch the top of my nose to run the memories away. It’s like I can still smell her. The stench of her cigarette smoke on her clothes. And what I now understand is body odor. With the recitation of the memory comes the flood of sensations that remind me of my mother.

“She left me to play with the little girl. A few hours later, she came back. I’d just snuggled under the blanket with the girl and she was showing me the baby doll she got. Mama said she had to work and dragged me out of there. She was in such a hurry, I forgot to grab my socks.”

Bitter tears well in my eyes and I shake my head to force the memory away. I’d been so upset and begged to go back. Mama slapped me and told me to shut up. She had important things to do. That night, she fucked that stupid Santa in his car while I sat on the curb watching his metal can of money. I ate every single one of his candy canes and when I realized I couldn’t get the money out of the can, I pissed inside of it.

“It’s not your fault, Braxton.”

Natalie’s calm voice drags me to the present. Of course it isn’t my fault. I was a naïve little brat who worshipped his unfit mother.

“Well, it’s been real fun, Doc, but I have work to do. Thanks for making me feel worse than before.”

She frowns. Natalie is pretty for her fifty-something years of age. Long blonde hair tied into a sleek bun and donning a fitted suit. But she’s not my type. Too put together. Too refined. Not trashy enough. I’ve never pushed for anything more than friendship and she’s never had the balls to come on to me. Despite my being younger, she’s always been attracted to me. It’s obvious but neither of us act on it.

Ignoring me, she cuts to the chase. “Do you think your new ‘guest’ is causing you to think about your mother more? Is that why you favor her? You think you can really fix her this time?”

I slam my eyes closed and think about Bunny. When she all but inhaled that banana on the day I picked her up, I felt empathetic toward her hunger. When she shivered from being cold, I wanted to warm her. When Trevor tried to hurt her, I wanted to protect her.

But Bunny doesn’t remind me of my mother.

In fact, a toy named Kitten—one of the first toys I took on—reminded me the most of my mom. Despite being off all the drugs, Kitten still found ways to smuggle in cigarettes and hide them all over the house. That woman craved nicotine and no matter how much Cartier cleaned her up, she always reminded me of her. And with her, I was the harshest. With Kitten, I scarred her body and her mind. I enjoyed every fucking second. It wasn’t about reforming her—it was about punishing her. Boy did she suffer.

Bunny is different though.

Bunny reminds me of the cold, hungry, feisty little boy who hid in the closet all those years while Mama fucked her johns. Bunny reminds me of me.

And that changes everything.
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“No!”

His scent is gone and I jerk up into a sitting position. I expect to see the fire cackling across from his bed—to see the view of Lake Sammamish beyond the windows. Instead, I see death. I see horror. I see hate.

I see purple.

I’m still naked so I scramble to the first place I get to in order to hide from it. The closet. But this time, it’s filled from top to bottom. No wonder Cartier made friends with the sexy salesman—he paid his rent for the next six months just on commissions from all the clothes he bought.

Holy shit.

This closet with its color-coded garments and rows of expensive, gorgeous shoes remind me of my home back in Georgia. The memory is a sour one so I cling to the way I used to seek refuge in my large closet. How I’d get lost reading a book or sometimes taking a nap on the small sofa inside. For some reason, when I’d go in there, he would leave me alone. And I welcomed the peaceful sanctuary.

And then later, I’d sing in there.

I’d whisper unspoken promises.

A sharp pang of grief slices through me and I double over panting.

I blink several times and take deep breaths to keep the panic from overtaking me. This job should be easy but it’s been by far the most complicated and difficult endeavor I’ve undertaken in the last six years.

The racks are all lined with luxurious garments and I’m angry that Cartier didn’t buy me one single comfortable thing to wear. Everything is dresses and skirts. I don’t want any of it. With a frustrated huff, I locate a pair of pretty panties—as if I have a choice in the matter—and matching bra. After taking a long, hot shower and braiding my wet hair down to one side, I find a plush robe on the hanger behind the door. I make quick work of brushing my teeth and forgo makeup altogether.

Thankfully, he didn’t lock me in the purple hell. I pad barefoot quickly through the room and out into the lobby. As soon as my bare feet hit the marble, a shiver passes through me. I’m going to throw a shit fit until they buy me some comfortable clothes I can hang out in during the day.

The ride down is uneventful. I consider going back to his room and climbing into his bed but I know better. Brax took me out of there for a reason. He’s having second thoughts about the night before.

He thinks I’m a mistake.

As soon as the elevator doors open, the smell of bacon makes my stomach grumble. Having puked most of my dinner up last night, I’m starving. I try to push away thoughts of Trevor. He wasn’t necessarily rough but he was persistent. I’d been too fucked up to stop him.

And now he’s dead.

A smile crosses over my lips until Dubois steps into my vision. “Where’s Braxton?”

His brows furrow together in frustration and I nearly laugh at him. But I need for him to take me seriously, so I swallow down my reaction at my effect on him. “Miss, he’s in a meeting. Christine has breakfast ready and—”

Pushing past him, I make my way to Brax’s office with a bitching Dubois hot on my heels. I’m quicker than he is and shove my way into the office. I nearly cheer aloud when I find that today it isn’t locked.

That is, until a stunning blonde inside turns to give me an interested stare. Her palm is resting on Brax’s shoulder and she nearly sickens me with her cloying sweet smile. My hackles rise upon seeing her.

“We need to talk,” I blurt out, dragging my eyes from the woman to Brax.

He seems surprised, almost pleased, to see me but his face becomes one of feigned disinterest after a few seconds. I don’t miss his initial reaction and I won’t let him get off that easy.

“I believe talking is a splendid idea,” the woman agrees, her blood red painted nails curled over his shoulder like that of the claws of a vulture. “You must be Bunny.”

“My name is Jessica.”

“Lovely to meet you,” she says in a warm tone that I don’t fully trust.

She peers down at Braxton with understanding written all over her face and pats his shoulder. I’m upset that I seem to be the problem here and she is his support.

“Jessica, I’m Natalie Goldstein, a friend of Mr. Kennedy’s. I’m a Certified Sex Addiction Therapist that specializes in BDSM.”

Sex addiction. BDSM.

I frown at her words and flash him a questioning look. He’s watching my every move with interest, as if I’m the unusual one, and doesn’t seem at all alarmed to speak so openly about such notions. Hours ago, he was inside of me. His lips were all over me—tasting and worshipping me.

But now?

Now, he seems eager for this woman to tell him what to do.

“You know what? Forget it. I’ll talk to him later. Alone.” I start to leave the office when a thundering voice stops me in my tracks.

“Stop.”

His voice is deep and the authoritative current underneath causes me to take pause. I turn to look at him, expecting to see the look of want and happiness in his eyes from last night. Instead, his eyes flicker with anger and his mouth is drawn into a firm, unimpressed line. Much to my dismay, he’s not upset with her—his anger is directed at me.

What did I do?

“Nat here is going to help us. Clearly, I’ve struggled in my role,” he says in a gruff tone. “I’m a sadist and a dominant.”

I swallow and glance over at her. She smiles and nods her head. Despite her easy manner, I don’t like the fact that she’s been brought into the middle of our relationship. Why do we have to have roles? Why can’t we just be us?

“Then what am I? A whipping post?”

She speaks up. “Jessica, honey, from what Brax has explained to me, you’re a masochist. What the two of you have is a budding sadomasochistic relationship, as well as, a dominant/submissive relationship. He likes giving pain and you like receiving it. It is in a sadist’s nature to transform this pain into pleasure.”

I frown but she continues.

“The relationship is extreme to say the least but that’s what makes it so fulfilling for both parties involved. The dominant/submissive side, however, is about control.”

“You do as I say. No questions asked,” he says with a grunt.

Her lips quirk up into a smile. “Essentially, yes. But not because she has to, Brax. Because she wants to. It’s something each of you look to the other for.”

“I don’t like being controlled,” I argue, but my voice falters.

“But you do like the pain he gives to you? So you think you’re a masochist but not a submissive?”

Her desire to label me stresses me out. If I’d wanted help for my twisted head, I’d have sought out a therapist six years ago. “I don’t know what I am,” I admit.

“Jessica, I’d love to have a private session with you. To learn a little more about your sexual interests.”

I cringe at having the sex doctor pick apart my pickled brain. “No thanks. I’m over this.”

“Actually,” Brax barks, “you’re not over this. Lest I remind you that you agreed to this—that you’re being paid an exuberant amount to ‘pretend’ if you will.”

“I don’t know much about these labels you’re trying to slap on me,” I hiss out, my voice growing shriller with each word, “but I do know enough to know that some sort of safe word or some shit should at least be in play here. But I don’t have that. I’m homeless and I’ve signed a contract saying I have to stay or reimburse a twenty-five percent restocking fee. So there’s no ‘choice’ here for me.”

His voice is fire as he spits out his next words in anger. “I told you to read the damn contract. You don’t listen for shit sometimes.”

“I know for a fact that there’s an out for you,” Dr. Goldstein says in a calm manner, “if that’s what you wanted.”

Brax tears open his filing cabinet and shoves the contract in my face. This time, I scan it more carefully.

Safe word is pause. Mutual consent required by both parties at all times. Blah, blah, blah. A lot of fucking zeros.

I have the power to stop it any time I want to. Problem is, I need all those fucking zeros. My shoulders slouch in defeat.

He flashes me a satisfied grin and takes the contract back, safely stowing it away in his filing cabinet. “Training begins today, Bunny.”

I let out an irritated sigh. “And what might that be? Are you going to put a collar on my neck and make me eat lunch from a dog bowl?”

Our eyes are zeroed in on one another. His nostrils flare with each breath he takes and his jaw clenches with a fury that he seems to be summoning from deep within. I’m overwhelmed by this “sex intervention” and want to cry. I even bite my cheek to keep it from happening. Where is the man who held me last night?

“Dubois,” Brax calls out, his glare unmoving from my own. “Have Cartier dress my toy like the whore she is. I’m ready to impart her first lesson upon her.”

The disgust in his voice nearly cripples me with shock. I knew he was a moody fucker but this is downright twisted.

But then I remember the whole goddamned scenario is twisted. I agreed to come “play” with this rich bastard for six months. He doesn’t have a connection to me nor does he like me. He wants to use and abuse me. Just like the rest of them. A fire begins to burn in my chest and I desperately fuel the flames.

“You’re an asshole, Braxton,” I hiss as Dubois grabs my arm. “Have fun playing doctor with the old lady.” I’m momentarily satisfied when the doctor flinches at my words, her smile giving way to a frown. She seems hurt by my words though, not annoyed, and I hate that I feel guilty about that.

“Dubois, stop.” His voice is harsh and I startle.

A cold shiver crawls down my spine. I’d called him by his name all night but this morning, I can sense it is the very thing that’s pissed him off.

“Bunny, come here.”

I yank my arm from Dubois’ grasp and storm toward Braxton. Natalie has stepped away from him and sits on the window sill as if to watch with curiosity what he’ll do next. He wants to scare me—the rage in his eyes tells me so. But I’m not scared. I’m just as angry. When I’m near him, he sits back and his eyes peruse up my body. With a quick tug, he releases the rope on my robe and it falls open for him, revealing my nearly naked body.

“Take it off.”

My eyes flicker over to Dubois and I give Brax a slight shake of my head. His hands fist and I can tell he’s barely containing his anger.

“You’re a whore, Bunny. Or did you forget?” he sneers. “People see your body all the time. This isn’t the first time my staff has seen a naked woman. Now, don’t make me ask you a second time.”

I drop the robe and glare back at him. Hunger flashes in his eyes at seeing my sexy bra and panties but he feigns disinterest again. Fucking liar.

“Dubois, get Cartier and Christine in here. Everyone needs to see this.”

My brows furrow together in confusion and I silently question him but he doesn’t respond. His lazy stare inspects my features. He watches for cracks and fissures to see where to weaken me.

A shuffling behind me alerts me to the fact that everyone is here and for some reason, I feel ashamed. I made friends with Cartier and Christine but now they have to watch me—on his side. I’m the outcast here. The fucking loner.

“What have I told you that you were to call me?” he questions as he rises from the chair. His body towers over mine and the heat that pulsates from him warms me to my core. I miss the sweet man from last night—not the cruel bastard standing before me.

Sir or master.

I take a minute to study his features. To draw in the discomfort and tension of the room, thick with the charge of an impending storm. And then, unmoving, I raise only my eyes to meet his. Our eyes lock, his intense gaze imploring me. Imploring me to obey and submit to him as I did last night. And if I’m not mistaken, way in the back of his depths, I see it. That undeniable sliver of fear. Fear that I will disrespect him and humiliate him, just as he is trying to humiliate me in front of his army of faithful servants. “Fuck you.” I challenge him despite my trembling lip.

He flashes a light satisfied, sinister smile. “If you’re a good little toy.”

My mind attempts to veer off toward a safer path—to look anywhere besides into the malevolent eyes that remind me hauntingly of him. And yet, even now, when he’s being a creepy bastard, the down-to-the-core, bone-chilling evil is missing. No matter what façade Brax constructs, it will never compare to the depths of fear I’ve faced in my life. Brax may get off on control and playing his sadistic role, but his heart is good. I’ve seen it and I’ll be damned if I put him in the same category as the monster from my past.

His fingers are soon digging into my jaw dragging my gaze to his, tearing me from my mental comparison of him to the devil. “Bunny, what have I told you to call me?”

Sir or master.

Everything in me screams to just give him what he wants. To be the good little submissive he craves. Then, maybe, he’ll leave me be. I can run upstairs to my closet and avoid him at all costs. But deep, down inside, I want to let him know I won’t go down without a fight.

“Um,” I say with an unsure Georgian drawl that makes Dubois suck in an audible rush of air. “I think you said you liked to be called Ken Doll.”

Christine curses at me under her breath and Cartier gasps dramatically.

The vein.

The adorable little vein that throbs out of control on his forehead is back.

I struck a nerve.

Before I can have a chance to start my victory dance, Brax twists me in his arms and pushes me over his desk. My hand catches a coffee mug that careens to the floor and shatters. Christine starts for it and Brax stops her. “Leave it!”

My body shivers when he drags my panties down over my ass and leaves them at my thighs. He begins undoing his belt and for a moment, I hope he fucks me right here over his desk. I’m not prude and would let him do it in front of his staff. I just want Brax to acknowledge we had a connection last night. Fucking me on his desk would at least help his body remember how good we were together. That we weren’t just two people playing roles.

But the second I hear the belt slide from the hoops on his pants, I start to squirm. His massive hand mashes against my lower back to hold me in place. The belt lashes across my bare bottom and I scream. He hits me so hard that I don’t know if I can endure multiple hits like last time.

Suddenly the lashes cease.

“Touch yourself.”

His command is confusing and I turn my head around to look at him. Stormy grey eyes are on mine. The hunger has intensified. He gets off on his dominant, sadistic behavior. On humiliating me.

“I’m not in the mood,” I say with a grumble.

He grunts and swats me again, this time harder. I howl in pain and scramble to get away from him but he’s too strong. “I said, touch yourself.” His order is harsh and unyielding. Deciding I don’t want any more whippings, I slide a hand under me and touch my clit. I wasn’t lying—I’m not in the fucking mood. But I’m not in the mood to get spanked either, so I do as I’m told.

The leather of his belt slides softly over my ass and it makes me try harder. If he wants me to come, then I’ll come.

But I don’t come.

I work myself for several minutes before I hit the desk with my fist. “I can’t do it!”

Slap!

The belt bites into my sore flesh and I scream again. Angry tears sting my eyes but don’t fall out.

“Make yourself come.”

My fingers hurt and my legs begin to shake as I try to make myself orgasm. I’ve never been any good at self-pleasure so this feels like torture. Several more minutes pass. All that can be heard is the soft breathing of everyone but Brax and I. We’re both struggling; me trying to get off and him waiting for me to stop so he can spank me again.

“Brax, I can’t do it,” I protest.

Wrong thing to say.

Slap! Slap! 

This time, a tear rolls out. “I’m sorry, please stop,” I choke out, “master.”

My eyes find Christine and her cheeks are blazing red, her gaze affixed on her feet. Even Cartier is uncomfortable, his frown marring his perfect features.

“Christine,” Brax says, his words breathy, “take Dr. Goldstein to the dining room and serve her some breakfast. Cart and D, hold her arms.”

“Please!” I scream at anyone who’ll listen. I’m not sure what I’m begging for but I don’t want him to hurt me.

Dubois is the first to hold my arm down flat on the desk with Cartier not far behind him. Cartier’s touch is softer, he even swipes his thumb across my sweaty flesh in a comforting move but he’s just as strong as Dubois. I’m not going anywhere.

“You are to always refer to me as master or sir, toy. I want you to remember this the next time your mouth gets smart and you decide to call me Braxton. I’m tired of your bullshit. I am paying you a lot of money to behave and do as you’re told. Do you understand?”

I nod because I do understand. It doesn’t mean I like it though. Closing my eyes, I brace myself for a beating like the one back in London. Instead, Brax’s warm finger teases my pussy from behind. I’m mad at him but he touches me better than I touch myself. Soon, my body responds to his hand and I’m shamelessly working my hips in unison with his assault on my clit. The orgasm is close. Fucking finally. My breaths quicken and the second I gasp, ready to leap over the edge and give into it, his hand is gone and fire licks my ass.

“Owww!” I cry out and squirm against my unmoving captors.

Brax slips his hand back between my legs and begins his relentless teasing again. This time, I’m upset and don’t want to come. I just want to go hide somewhere in this big house.

“Do you want to come, Bunny?”

I shake my head in vehemence. “Not anymore.”

“Too fucking bad.”

Despite my being angry, I can’t think of anything else except for the way he teases me, so confidently and my pelvis aches for release. I’m trying hard not to show him I’m enjoying his touch but when my legs begin to quiver in anticipation, he stops and whips me again.

This goes on.

And on.

And fucking on.

After what seems like hours but can’t be any more than thirty minutes or so, I’m sweating and crying. I’ve come so close to coming multiple times. I’m pissed off and needy. I can’t think straight. My ass fucking hurts and I want to kill Braxton.

“Do you want to come?” he whispers, his lips grazing the shell of my ear.

“Please,” I beg.

  “Please, what?”

  “Sir.”

  Another whip. Another scream.

  His hands are back on me and I’m dizzy with the need to come. “You two, go.”

  My arms are freed and those two bolt from the room without a backward glance. I’m too weak to move.

“Bunny, I want you to sit on my desk and face the window. I’ll be right back.” His voice is calm and I’m thankful for a moment to collect myself. He pats my butt, almost affectionately, and trots out of the room like an eager little boy. With a groan, I stand on shaking legs letting my panties fall to the ground and sit on the edge of the desk. The cold wood soothes my sore bottom and I sigh in relief.

Today, the sky is dark and ominous, kind of like the mood in this room. The lake ripples with raindrops and I can’t help but shiver. I just want to go upstairs and curl up under a blanket. To ignore the way my body responded to his brutal yet teasing touches. To forget the way I felt turned on at having two men hold my arms while Brax had his way with me.

“Do you want me to fuck you, beautiful?” The sweetness in his voice startles me and I cast a confused glance over my shoulder at him.

His mouth is lifted on one side in an amused grin that causes another shiver to course through me, which has nothing to do with the cold weather outside. As much as I hated him a few minutes ago, there’s no denying my attraction to him. I want him to finish the job he started.

“Yes, please.”

He chuckles and sheds his jacket. I watch with interest as he rolls his sleeves up. Before he sits back down, he reaches into his pocket and retrieves something.

“You’re going to fuck yourself,” he tells me simply, “with this.”

I gape at the object in horror. No longer than three inches long, the slender, pink vibrator mocks me from the palm of his hand. Once again, I’m just a player in one of his twisted little games.

“Don’t act like you’re offended. I would bet my entire bank account on the fact that you’ll come like the good little whore you are.” He smirks.

I curl my lip up in disgust. “You’re sick.”

His eyebrows rise to his hairline. “You think I’m the sick one? Oh, baby, you have no idea how sick I am. But this isn’t about me. This is about you. Despite your haughty attitude, you’re not so different. I like hurting and degrading you. And you, my dear, love it when I do it to you. Don’t you?”

I shake my head in vehemence.

He laughs but it is cruel and sinister. So why in the fuck am I becoming aroused again?

“You do,” he assures me and hands me the vibrator. “Push the button on the top and play with your pretty pussy.”

Another wave of pleasure courses through me at his words. I’m beginning to think I’m as fucked in the head as he is, exactly like he says. The cold rubber chills my hand and with reluctance, I turn it on. It vibrates—not too much and not too little. I flick my eyes over to his stormy grey ones that match the sky behind him perfectly and suck in a ragged breath. Chewing on my lip, I spread my legs open, resting my heels on the edge of the desk, and then lie back.

“Ohh,” I gasp when the toy touches my sensitive clit.

I hear him release a breath. He stands back up and towers over me. “Fucking whore. Do you like touching yourself?” His face contorts into a pissy scowl but I see the desire swimming in his eyes. And when he presses his hard cock through his pants between the cheeks of my bare ass, my vision blackens with lust.

“Please fuck me,” I beg as I begin to grind my ass against his dick while I tease myself with the vibrator.

He growls but refuses to touch me. Instead, he leans forward and places his palms on the desk on either side of me, caging me in. “Always wants the goddamn dick like a filthy bitch in heat. I bet you’d suck off any motherfucker for a moment of bliss. You’re nothing but a dirty skank.”

I moan at his words and he grunts.

“See, Bunny, you’re just like me. You love playing with toys.”

Curls of pleasure bloom in my lower abdomen and I want to curse aloud. With every breath, another string of twisted words fall from his lips, and here I am getting off on it. I am just as messed up as he is. What the hell is wrong with me? Six years ago, I’d have thrown up at having been a participant in this game. Yet, now I’m squirming and craving more.

The vibrator brings me closer and closer to the ecstasy I need, with each wave of pleasure. He thrusts against me again and I cry out. It’s too much—he’s too damn much.

“I need more . . .” I trail off and flutter my eyes closed.

“Of course you do. You’re depraved like me. Tell me what you want, toy. You want me inside of your tight cunt? You want me to fuck your used and abused pussy until you can’t see straight?”

I whimper and nod. I’m afraid to open my mouth for fear of the sort of sick things I’ll beg him to do to me. Heat creeps up my neck as my orgasm nears, but he yanks away from me and stands just out of reach.

“Stop, Bunny. Enough. I just wanted you to get the toy wet. Your pussy is dripping down the crack of your ass so you’ll have no problems.”

Tears of frustration trickle out of the corner of my eyes as I slip the vibrator from my clit and push it into myself. It’s small, no bigger than one of his thumbs, so it doesn’t really do much from the inside.

“Now give it to me,” he demands.

My body quakes with an intensity that can no longer be contained. I’m on the cusp of something big. Right on the very edge and each time he rips me back. He’s a bastard, yet I keep hoping he’ll give me just the little push I need.

Once he has it in his hand, I relax until he pushes it into my ass. Being a prostitute that took it in the ass from time to time, I’ve never enjoyed any sort of pleasure from the act. It’s degrading and not in a good way. My frightened mewls are silenced though by his gentle shushing and I let him in with it. The toy isn’t very invasive and the moment the vibrations course through the walls, I shudder in delight.

His excited groan thrills me. “Use those fingers to take care of yourself. Get creative. Show me what feels good. I’ll hold this here so it doesn’t pop out.” His voice is husky and it rattles through me in a provocative way much like the object he holds into my ass.

I close my eyes and let my fingers explore. Rubbing and pinching and pulling—anything to find relief. I push one, two, three fingers into myself. The fullness of the toy in my ass coupled with my fingers in my pussy dizzies me. With my other hand, I massage uneven circles against my clit while I fuck myself with my other hand.

“That’s it, whore. Remember what you’re here for. Pleasure. Fucking pleasure. I promised I’d take what I wanted, but I also promised I’d give you more than you’ve ever known existed.”

My heart thumps erratically and I fear it might stop at any moment. Without warning, an obliterating orgasm slices through me so viciously that I think I might pass out. I shudder with the intensity of a woman during an exorcism and no longer know the world around me. All I am able to sense is him—his scent and presence. I’m blissed out on this fucked up sex game and I don’t even care. This whole morning was worth this one moment of crazed, insane pleasure.

  His chair squeaks as he sits down. Gently, he tugs my fingers from inside my body and removes the vibrator from my ass.

“Come here, toy.” I’m so weak, but with his help he assists me in sliding off the desk. He pulls me into his lap and strokes my hair. “Training wasn’t so hard today, now was it?”

  I’m too limp to even form a reply. Too confused to even attempt to bite back with a snippy remark. I bury my face against his chest and attempt to regain control over my breathing. But with his heady scent intoxicating me, I only find myself on the verge of hyperventilating.

  “Shhh,” he says soothingly, crushing a little part of my soul with his kindness. “I have you now.”

  I hope he does, because I’m more lost now than I was a week and a half ago when I was spaced out on skag.
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Christine brings us BLT sandwiches for lunch. Apparently, my torture session lasted well through breakfast. I don’t miss the disappointment in my housemaid’s eyes and it bothers me. I’ve never seen the look in her eyes before. I have done shit like this for years so I’m confused that she suddenly seems offended.

“Thank you,” I tell her as she scurries off. “Tell Cartier to come here.”

Bunny sits quietly in my lap. She’s long since stopped crying and when she started to shiver, I covered her in her robe. Now she’s simply silent. I miss her voice and my chest aches.

This is exactly why I needed to see Nat. To get my head back on straight. I’m weak when it comes to Bunny.

“You need me, sir?” Cartier’s normally playful smile is gone and he’s all business. I glare at him in confusion. Are they all fucking pissed at me? Again, this isn’t the first time I’ve done this shit.

But Bunny is different.

I swallow down the fact that my staff sees it too and grunt out my command. “Take care of Bunny. I have shit to do. I want her playing the part of perfect whore by dinner.” I attempt to keep my voice even and bored but when she tenses in my arms, guilt washes over me. Instead of letting the guilt win, I nudge her to get out of my lap.

“Come on, honey,” Cart says with a sigh of exasperation, “let’s go work some magic. It’ll take a lot to make you the way Mr. Kennedy wants you.”

His comment is a dig and I snap my gaze to his. We standoff for a moment as he helps her to her feet but eventually he chickens out and looks away.

“Pure. Street. Trash.” My reminder makes him huff.

“Got it, sir,” he says over his shoulder. “But this will take all day.”

The dig again.

He wants me to understand that she is far from street trash. Fuck him and his girly attitude. I’ll have a little conversation with him about it later. But right now, I need to sort through some work and focus on anything but how warm she felt in my arms.

“Just get it done, Cart, if you want to keep your goddamn job. I want her ready by five for dinner.”

All I get is a wave before the door closes behind them. As soon as she’s gone, the air is colder. My office seems empty. Lonely. I fucking hate it.

I attempt to keep my mind off of her by diving into work. Several emails wait in my inbox from Glenna and Jamal. Apparently Trevor is doing well and he’s “deeply saddened by his actions and the consequence of said actions.”

Good.

He should be fucking scared out of his goddamned mind. I’m not done with his ass yet.

An email pops up from a name I don’t recognize.

 

To: BKennedyOwner@RKEnterprises.com

From: James@JamesDixon.senate.gov

RE: Membership

Mr. Kennedy,

I’m very interested in discussing your exclusive membership opportunities. Please ring my office so we can talk privately on the matter.

—J—

 

I pick up the phone and dial the number he’s listed just under his picture. He’s a politician with a friendly smile. The Black membership is incredibly expensive to the tune of a hundred grand a year. Accounts like this don’t come around every day, so when they do, I make sure to handle the transaction. He answers on the first ring. “James Dixon.”

Sitting back in my office chair, I swivel around so I can stare out at the lake. “Hello, Mr. Dixon. Braxton Kennedy speaking. I received your email and understand you’ve read the terms and pricing for our Black membership?”

After a lengthy discussion, I discover that James is a freak like me. He’s even had my grumpy ass chuckling a few times with his easygoing personality. His only concern was making sure that his paying for the Black membership will keep his dealings discreet because of his political affiliations. It’s a legitimate concern and one he won’t have to worry about. Even I can’t access his “requests.” He could be asking for dudes for all I know. Many other clients like to brag about the toys they’re interested in and what they do to them but James has been absolutely silent on the subject. All I know is he’s willing to drop a lot of fucking cash in my company for his needs.

“I have a thing for brunettes,” he tells me finally with a chuckle, giving me a sneak peek into his private world.

So do I apparently.

“I have some time off at the end of February. That’s probably when I’ll set up my meeting with my toy. I’d love to meet up with you and play a round of golf, Mr. Kennedy.”

“Please, call me Brax. We’ll make it happen. In the meantime, upon completion of your payment, you’ll be given access to the Black section of the site. Feel free to call me if you have any questions as I want to make this a pleasurable experience for you.”

“I have no doubts I will be pleased. I’m looking forward to some fun before I have to work my ass off. I’m running in 2020 so that means I won’t be getting too many vacation days in the near future.”

“What race?”

“Presidential.”

I whistle. “Impressive. Your dealings with our company will be handled with the utmost discretion, I can assure you. As long as you follow your rules, we follow ours. But, for the record, I’m not voting for you,” I joke.

We both laugh.

“I like you, Braxton Kennedy. Can’t wait to meet you in person.”

“Likewise, buddy.”

I don’t make friends very easily but I already like this guy. Perhaps I will vote for him.
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“Where’s Bunny?” I question from the doorway of the salon. Cartier is putting all the makeup back in a drawer and doesn’t look up at me.

“Upstairs.”

I cross my arms and wait for him to elaborate. When he doesn’t I growl. “Do you have a fucking problem, Cart?”

He snaps his head up and his jaw works in desperation to keep what he really wants to say from escaping. “Not at all, sir. She’s a skanky, little whore just like you requested.”

Nodding at him, I start to leave but his words stop me.

“Sir,” he says with a sigh, “I don’t mean to step out of line but something is different about Bunny. She doesn’t belong here.”

My blood boils. If another goddamn person tells me this, I’m going to choke the fucking shit out of them.

“Is that all, Cartier?”

He mutters out a yes and goes back to cleaning.

Stalking out of the salon, I storm past the kitchen that smells heavenly and get on the elevator. The ride upstairs is long and I’m tight like a rubber band stretched to its limit by the time I step out on the top floor. Her room is empty and my stomach drops.

“Bunny?”

She responds from the Theater Room. I find her inside hiding in the dark. “Did you not find any movies to watch?”

Her laugh is harsh and cold. “I don’t watch Disney princess movies. I’d hoped for a Reese Witherspoon flick or something.”

I shrug my shoulders. “You’ll have to earn more movies.”

Flicking on the light, I’m surprised to see her standing. The dress Cartier picked out for her is neon yellow and short, barely covering the nice swell of her ass. Her long slender legs are sparkly in the light from some kind of lotion or some shit. And she wears spiked black heels that make her a few inches taller. He’s teased her hair all over her head and it’s twice its normal size. She glares at me beneath long false lashes. The rouge on her cheeks has been overdone and her lips are stained blood red.

She’s supposed to look like a whore.

But she somehow looks hot.

“Come here.”

Her hesitation is minimal as she steps toward me. The light in her eyes isn’t dulled but it has darkened. She’s not afraid of me like she should be. She fucking hates me. The very thought sends a trickle of unease sliding down my spine.

I don’t care if my toys like me.

I don’t care if they think I’m the fucking devil.

So why the fuck am I craving the way she looked at me last night?

“I’m embarrassed,” she says softly and it slices into my gut.

Studying her features, I frown. “Why?”

“Look at me. I look like a whore.”

I should remind her that she is a whore but I can’t. I can’t fucking do it. Instead, my mouth blurts out what I want to say and the moment it slips out, I’m angry with myself for being a pussy. “You don’t look like a whore. You’re beautiful.”

Her long lashes bat against her cheeks and I see surprise morphing her pretty features. “Master?”

My cock thickens with one word. All sweetness drains into the floor and my back stiffens. I like my whore looking the way she does. “Yes, my toy?”

“Can we go shopping one day?”

I raise a confused brow. “Bunny, you have a closet full of clothes, from the finest retailers in Seattle.”

She frowns and looks away. “Never mind.”

I reach for her hand and she lets me take it. Dragging her out of the Theater Room, I head toward the Hole. I know we’re supposed to be going to dinner but I want to fuck her before we go. She needs to be dripping with my cum during dinner. That’s what good whores do—they drip with their owner’s cum.

There’s no resistance on her part as I push through the unlocked door and into the room. The light’s still on from last night and the air is cold like it’s supposed to be.

“On your knees, skank.” I give her a small shove toward the mattress.

She saunters over there as if she owns the fucking place and gets on all fours. “Like this, master?”

I groan as I begin unfastening my pants. “I want to see your ass when I fuck you. Push your panties down and lift up your dress.”

Her chuckle is fake but it stirs my cock. “But master,” she purrs, “I’m not wearing any panties.”

Tugging my hard-as-steel dick from my pants, I saddle up behind her. Bruises mar her ass and it makes me want to put them all over her body—but with my mouth.

“Are you wet?” I question.

She shakes her head. “No, sir.”

“Good.” I line my cock up against her opening and shove myself inside of her.

Her scream isn’t one of pain and with how easily I slid in, I know she was lying. She’s so fucking wet and I’m confused. My toy hates me yet she’s eager for me to fuck her. This shit hole of a room turns her on.

I have half a mind to drag her unwilling ass into the Princess Room and fuck her there. But I don’t have any rope handy and I’m guessing she’d try to run. I’ll save that little fantasy for another day.

“Does your ass hurt?” I question as I thrust into her.

She whimpers every time my nuts slap against her clit and it turns me right the fuck on. “Yes, sir.”

“Does my dick make it all better?”

“Yes, sir.”

Reaching into her knotty hair, I tangle my fingers in it and yank. She yelps but her pussy clenches around my cock. My toy likes it rough.

“Beg for me to spank you again, Bunny.”

She whines. “Please don’t.”

“Bunny,” I warn with a growl.

I’m surprised when she falls to her elbows and offers her ass up to me. I take her deeper and groan. Jesus, she feels so fucking good.

“Beg, baby.”

“Please spank me, master.”

My sight darkens with pleasure and my groin tightens. She clenches her butt cheeks as she prepares for a spanking which makes her body grip my cock. It’s intense. I crave to pause this moment with her. To live inside of her for eternity. My thoughts are running wild in my head as I live in the sheer fucking pleasure she rewards me with. She tenses, waiting for pain—pain I’m not sure I can even deliver because I’m too frozen in the moment that’s her. I don’t spank her but I do cum without warning.

“Shit!”

She gasps and as I throb into her, her body begins to shudder, milking my dick as if I could suddenly produce more cum for her. Her body is still shaking when I yank out of her.

Fuck!

This was supposed to drag on. To last longer than three goddamned seconds. I wanted to whip her and hurt her. I fucking wanted to own her mind and body for hours as I kept her away from her much coveted bliss.

But instead, she messed with my damn head. I lost myself in her again. This woman confuses the hell out of me and she’s ruining my carefully constructed plans.

I stand with a disgusted snarl and shove my wet dick back into my pants. All through dinner I want to feel her sticky pussy mixed with my seed.

“Pull your dress down, whore. We’re going to dinner.”

She stands and drags her short dress back over her ass with a satisfied smile playing at her lips as if my instructions were normal. The two of us are not fucking normal. I want to be pissed at her—for scrambling my brain—but the fire is simmering. A smile of my own tugs at my lips against my will.

“What are we having?” Her curious expression snuffs out my anger and I can’t help but think she’s cute. Especially knowing my hot cum is running down her thighs.

Chuckling, I reach for her hand. “My favorite. Today’s been a good day, Bunny. I’m pleased with your progress. You’re making me very happy.”

She flashes me a shy grin and my cock reacts. But I’m fucking starved. I’ll have her suck our juices off later for dessert. Her hand slides into mine and the iciness of it sobers me right the fuck up. Dragging her out of the room, I hastily get her to the elevator and out of the Hole.

We get onto the elevator and she shivers. Even though she looks like the prostitute she is, her wide, green eyes are eager. For food. Just like me. When you live on the streets, food becomes just as much of a drug as heroin or cocaine.

“Christine is a fantastic cook. You haven’t had home cooking like hers,” I tell her, excitement in my voice.

She raises a challenging brow. “Then you, sir, have not had Jessica’s Famous Fried Chicken. One taste and you’ll be mine forever,” she teases.

The thought of her bouncing around the kitchen with flour on her nose stirs much more than my cock this time. An ache forms inside my chest and I don’t like it.

“Can we go shopping tomorrow?”

Her question once again confuses me. “What is your obsession with shopping?”

She swallows, her icy hand in mine becomes clammy. “I wanted to get some yoga pants and some T-shirts.”

I start to protest but stop to listen to her next whispered words.

“And I was hoping I could get some socks,” she says, turning her sad eyes to mine. “My feet have been so cold.”

The ache is in my chest again.

I don’t know what I’m going to do with this toy.

But I know for sure that tomorrow we’re going to buy her some fucking socks. Every goddamn pair at every goddamn store.
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“Bunny?”

The voice. Dark, rich, powerful. It tugs me from my dreams and I run to it willingly. As I blink open my eyes, I’m reminded that I’m in the Hole. After dinner, Brax left me to “turn in early.” I came upstairs, washed all the whore makeup off and combed out my ratty hair, donned a robe, and crawled onto the piss mattress in the Hole to sleep.

I’m sure the closet or the Theater Room would have been warmer but they don’t smell like him. Braxton Kennedy. The dickhead who I’m hopelessly attracted to. Yesterday had been humiliating—and that’s saying something coming from a used up whore. Had it been his friends or even the doctor or Dubois, I could have dealt better. But Christine and Cartier had been there. They were horrified, I could sense it. And I was embarrassed. I’d hardly said two words to Christine the rest of the day. It was a little more difficult to avoid Cartier though. That man just gets right up in your face and suffocates you with his delicious manly scented bear hugs. He promised me things would get better though and I clung onto a false sense of hope.

But the thing that has my mind reeling is what happened after they left the room. When it was just Brax and I. He’d said terrible things to me and I liked it. It wasn’t like my past where I’d been ridiculed by someone who I thought loved me. Instead, it was like he said these dark, dirty things to reach some sexual animal inside of me that I’d kept well-hidden over the years. I’m still confused about how my body responded and desperately craved his vicious words. A warmth flushes over my chest and my heart flutters.

I’m sick. Just like I accused him of being. And I look forward to more. Maybe I do need to chat with Natalie and try and figure out what’s wrong with me.

“Bunny!”

The voice again.

“In here,” I respond and sit up as the door flings open.

His massive frame hulks in the doorway and his chest heaves. He probably thinks his precious toy ran away. Well, he’d be wrong. It’ll take a lot more than a few spankings and him humiliating me for me to leave. This money could mean a new future for me. For once, I’m wondering what that future could hold.

“Jesus, Jessica, it’s fucking cold in here and you don’t even have a blanket. Come here.”

The fact that he called me by my name has my heart fluttering at that hope that Cartier told me to hold on to. Because even though awful things come from his mouth, he can also be sweet. The sweet is what somehow makes it all better. When he held me yesterday after all he’d done to me, I felt whole. It doesn’t quite make sense in my head but I like both. A lot.

Brax and I are cut from the same complicated, dirty cloth.

He reaches for my hands and I take them, allowing him to pull me to a standing position. His grey, stormy eyes from yesterday are gone and he regards me with the deep blue ones that make me feel revered.

“Get showered and dressed,” he tells me, pushing a dark strand of hair from my eyes. “I’m taking you shopping.”

I squeal in delight which earns me a breathtaking smile. Before I can stop myself, I fling my arms around his neck and kiss his warm lips. “Thank you.”

He nods and I break free to get ready. Half an hour later, I’ve found the most comfortable outfit in the closet after a quick, hot shower: a pair of charcoal-colored pleated pants, a pair of snakeskin, black heels, and a white, ribbed sweater that fits my body like a glove, accentuating my breasts and flat tummy. I don’t find any jewelry but find a black and grey, patterned scarf to hang around my neck. My makeup, I do minimally but enough that I decide I look pretty and my hair which has begun to dry wild, gets pulled up into a messy bun that looks like I spent hours styling it that way.

After a few minutes staring into the mirror, I decide I look . . .

Normal.

Like the old me.

The thought cuts me deep and I hurry away from the mirror. Brax is no longer upstairs and I find him in the dining room shoveling in some scrambled eggs. Today, he’s not wearing a suit and I want to eat him up. His solid chest is decadent encased in a fitted, mocha-colored long-sleeved Henley. He’s styled his hair in a messier-than-usual way and as I approach, I’m jealous to see him wearing a sexy pair of nice jeans while I don less casual clothes.

His need to humiliate me was confusing at first but now I’m beginning to understand him more. Brax is aroused sexually by sadistic behavior, but he’s not evil. I know fucking evil. He may get off on calling me a whore, but most of the time he’s more human than monster, and he always sees to it that he pleasures me beyond my wildest dreams. I seem to crave both the man and the dark creature that lies beneath. What he does to me isn’t unforgiveable. In fact, I know that if I were to press the issue, he’d back down. Say the safe word. Pause. I’d have my ass out on the street but I’m not his prisoner. I’ll never be anyone’s prisoner again. Brax simply has a complicated sexual appetite. And lucky for him, I’m a complicated woman who clearly gets off on what he does to me.

“Bunny,” he says, his voice quiet as he sets the fork down on the plate. “You look . . .”

I smile and steal the buttered toast from his plate. “Normal?”

My cheeks burn because now I’m embarrassed. I look like the woman who would wear something like this every day for work a decade ago. That same woman whose biggest concern was making sure the clothes had been taken to the dry cleaners or that she changed her oil every three-thousand miles. I’m jealous of her simple life before it all went to hell.

“I was going to say beautiful.” His voice is gruff and he hungrily drinks up my appearance. Then, he smirks—oh, that sexy smirk of his—and winks. “You’ll never be normal, Bunny. You’re a weird one.”

I swat him playfully and sit on the edge of the table. He finishes his eggs while I devour both slices of his toast. Brax doesn’t even argue when I gulp down half his orange juice. I’m smiling when I catch Christine staring at me from the kitchen. She seems pleased with me which is a vast improvement from yesterday. I’ll take what I can get with her. I actually like Christine and don’t want her to be unhappy with me.

Brax stands and helps me to my feet before depositing his dishes in the sink. “Chris, we’ll be back by dinner.”

She nods and walks over to him to pick a piece of lint from his shoulder. The gesture is motherly in nature and it warms me. But the vulnerable, despondent look in his blue eyes nearly guts me. “Take your time, sir. If the day gets away from you, take her to one of those seafood restaurants at one of the piers. Don’t rush on account of me. I was going to make something simple anyway.”

He breaks away from her and for a moment a funny tightness makes my chest ache. Why does this feel like a date? And why does that notion excite me?
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“This is not Pretty Woman. I am not Richard Gere and you aren’t Julia Roberts,” he groans when I drag him into a coffee shop.

I can’t help but laugh. I’ve been comparing us to the movie and trying to irritate the shit out of him by my incessant babbling. It’s working, sort of. He seems more amused than annoyed though.

“Coffee is the workaholic’s heroin,” I tell him knowingly as we stand in line.

He raises a brow as if to inquire how I know about anything other than being a skanky ho. I shrug my shoulders. “I wasn’t a whore my whole life, Mr. Kennedy.”

His answering smirk is endearing and I sigh. It’s been fun letting Dubois cart us around to all the shops in Seattle today. I spent three hours in Target alone, much to Brax’s horror, and bought every pair of yoga pants they had in my size.

“What were you then?”

“I’ll have a Grande Café Mocha with extra cream. And big boy here’ll have something tall and dark. Stir in a little evil while you’re at it,” I tell the barista, careful to evade his question. The blonde at the register scrunches her nose in confusion.

Brax huffs. “A Grande Drip. Black.”

“Like his soul,” I add in.

He pinches my butt and I laugh. The girl rings us up but refuses to make eye contact. Once we have our coffees in hand and are seated by the window that overlooks the rainy Puget Sound, Brax clears his throat.

“Bunny, what did you do? Before. Before prostitution and before the souvenir shop?”

I drag my gaze from the water and regard him with a frown. “Stuff. It doesn’t matter anymore. I’m just a whore now.” My words are bitter and I have to look away from his beautiful face. We were having fun and now things have taken a turn down Shitty Lane.

He reaches across and takes my hand. “Tell me.”

Huffing, I meet his interested stare. “I managed an office at a law firm.”

Shock crosses his features and then he scowls. “Are you educated?”

I swallow and nod my head. “Bachelor’s in Business Law. I minored in Accounting.”

We sit in silence, each of us lost in our thoughts while we drink our hot coffees. It warms me a little but my toes are still little popsicles. Heels weren’t meant for shopping in Seattle in the fall.

“Jesus,” he says with a groan and stands, striding over to a trash can to drop his empty cup. I can’t help but admire his butt in his sexy jeans. The man was a pig yesterday but I still wanted him. Today, he’s so close to perfect that it’s scary. My hopes are on a rollercoaster ride as I attempt to keep up with his ever-changing moods.

He stalks out of the shop and stands in the rain for a moment, running his hands through his hair. The man is hot, no denying that. I just wish he wasn’t so cold too.

I abandon my cup and hurry after him. He’s climbing back into the car and slams the door shut before I reach him. I’m about to hop in after him when Dubois shakes his head at me from beside the car.

“What?” I hiss.

His face sours. “Whatever it is you think you’re doing, you should stop.”

I gape at him in confusion. “Stop what, Dubois?”

“You say and do things to make him weak. He may be my boss but he’s also my friend,” he clips out. “I won’t allow you to hurt him.”

Flipping him off, I snap at him. “You’re blind if you think it’s him who’s getting hurt in all of this. Newsflash, it’s me. And for some reason I seem to like it.”

His gaze softens. “He’s not as tough and put together as he outwardly displays. For some odd reason, you get inside of him like no other woman ever has. I hope that you don’t abuse that power.”

He opens the door and I huff as I get inside the car. His words irritate me. I’m not the one calling the shots around here. I’m not the one whipping people. I’m not the one controlling every single aspect of someone’s life. So why is Dubois so pissed at me?

“Now what?” I question Brax. His frame is rigid as he stares out the window.

“I was going to buy you a computer and help you enroll in some college courses. That’s part of what I do for my toys. But you . . .”

“I’m different.”

He exhales loudly and glares at me. “The statement of the fucking year.”

“You don’t have to buy me a computer, Br—” I start but quickly catch myself. “You don’t have to buy me a computer, sir. However, I could help you work if you want. It’s kind of boring spending the day getting all dolled up. As much as I like gazing dreamily into Cartier’s chocolate eyes, sometimes a girl has to give her hormones a break.”

He growls and I laugh. “Bunny, he’s gay.”

Shrugging, I pat his knee. “I like to look at pretty things, what can I say. Don’t get all jealous on me. I just said I’d rather spend my time with you than staring at the angel man.”

His chest puffs out a bit and I curl up against his side as Dubois merges into traffic. A shiver that has nothing to do with the frigid air courses through me when he wraps a heavy arm around me.

“At the next stop can I change? I’m freezing in these pants and shoes. I think my toes are going to fall off,” I mutter against his chest.

He tenses but slides his palm up and down my back quickly as if to warm me up. “They won’t let you into the restaurant I made reservations at if you’re looking like a soccer mom.”

My lips find his neck and I press a soft kiss there. “So take me somewhere I’ll be accepted.”
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I traded my slacks for a fitted pair of jeans and my heels for socks and comfortable tennis shoes. Now I feel like a hundred bucks.

“I smell fish. Christine will be happy,” I laugh as we walk arm in arm into the Pike Place Market.

He chuckles and I love the rich sound that somehow makes its way above the loud roar of people shopping in the market. “I think she will be, Bunny.”

“What’s up Dubois’ butt anyway?” I question and stop to inhale a bouquet of pink and yellow roses. “He’s been grumpier than usual today. I guess he doesn’t like me much, huh?”

When I pop back up and glance at Brax, he seems angry—his jaw clenches and the deep blue turns grey. “He’s protective over me is all.”

I nod and don’t push the matter any further. He’s been fun to be around today and I don’t want him to go back to being a jerk. Together, we make it through the maze of people and browse trinkets and treats on the way to the “soccer mom” restaurant. When I’ve officially driven him crazy, and like a little kid begged for everything, we finally make it to the end and he guides me into a casual seafood restaurant.

The server seats us by a window that has a spectacular view of the Sound and the Ferris wheel. He orders a bottle of their finest wine—which only costs twenty eight dollars—and studies the menu with a sour pout.

“You’re spoiled, Braxton Kennedy.”

He peers over his menu and his gaze darkens. “And you like pushing your luck, toy.”

I swallow and glance back down at my menu. Something happened from the time we got out of the car until now to change his mood. He’s not the playful boyfriend-type sex god from earlier. Now, he’s back to playing master and if I don’t cut the shit, he’ll probably bend me over his knee right here in the restaurant. The image of him sliding his belt off and having me bare my ass to him in front of everyone causes heat to rush through me, straight to my core.

“I hate your spankings,” I say in a whisper. “But for some reason, I think about them a lot. And for some really odd reason, it makes me hot.”

He grits his teeth and drops his menu. “I should make you suck my cock right here under this table.”

I have to look away for a moment, unable to meet his eyes. Images of his humiliating suggestion heat my cheeks and causes an ache of need to bloom in my lower belly. When I look up again, I find him shaking his head.

“Jesus, Bunny. Does anything frighten you?”

My skin chills as I think about him. I blink away my nauseating memories and glance down at the menu. “Have you tried the salmon here?”

I know he hasn’t but I’m desperate to change the subject.

His foot nudges mine under the table and I feel compelled to look at him. He demands attention without uttering a word. Authority pulsates through the air—charging it—as he watches me. I’m not afraid of him—quite the opposite actually. When he gets all “I’m the Master” on me, I get turned on.

“I’m going to find out what scares you,” he tells me with a growl, “and I’m going to make you face it.”

He’ll never know.

He’ll never know.

“What can I get you two?” The server smiles at us and thankfully disrupts our odd exchange.

I’m still frozen somewhere between the past and the present so Brax orders the salmon for me.

“I will find out, Bunny.”
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Undress and wait in the Princess Room.

His words had been short and without any inflection of emotion. I’m confused because despite him being seemingly pissed at me during dinner and afterward, once he guided me straight to the car, he still went back and bought me the yellow and pink rose bouquet. It was sweet and they were fragrant, I’d been in love with the flowers and the gesture. However, the entire ride home was awful as he ignored me completely.

Now, he’s downstairs barking orders at Dubois to unload all the packages and I’m hiding naked in my closet. He’d said be in the Princess Room naked and waiting. Since the closet is in the room, I’m technically not disobeying. My feet are cold again now that I’m naked and I shiver just wondering about how cold they’ll get in the Hole. I wish he’d just take me back to his fur rug downstairs in his room.

My mind flits to the conversation with Natalie. Once we’d come home, I’d asked to use Brax’s phone to call her. To my surprise, he handed it over without questions. The small morsel of trust made it easier to make the call. Despite his seemingly angry disposition at dinner and on the way home, he’d softened momentarily at my request.

“I’m glad you called, Jessica. I am here to help you. Not hurt you.”

I chew on my lip as I clutch the phone and swivel in his office chair. His office smells like him and even though I’d been humiliated here yesterday, I don’t have any ill feelings now. In fact, I find comfort here because it reminds me of Brax. I’m beginning to associate that sensation with him no matter how hard he tries to fuck with me. Deep down, he has another side—a side I witnessed today while out on the town with him before he got all pissy. And I want that side of him too.

“I like it when he hurts me but I don’t want it all of the time,” I whisper, as if voicing it implicates me in some sexual crime.

I can hear the smile in her voice. “Of course not. Who would want to be hurt all of the time? As humans, we crave gentle connection too. Do you feel like you receive those connections?”

My heart aches as I think about the way he’s made love to me or the compliments he gives me. I like the way he praises me, caresses me, and kisses me. “Yeah.”

“Good. That means he’s doing his part. Are you doing yours?”

I gulp and sigh. “I don’t know.”

“That’s okay. It’s a learning process. Brax needs you to give into him. When he can exert power over you, he feels complete in his dominant role.”

“But sometimes, I don’t want to call him sir. Sometimes, I like riling him up.”

She chuckles, much to my surprise. “And that, Jessica, is where it gets fun. That is what excites the sadistic side of him. That is where your masochistic side begs to be punished.”

Clarity begins to form in my head. “So I’m not doing it wrong?”

“No. Not at all. Every couple is different. You two will figure out something that works—something that makes you both happy.”

A smile plays at my lips. Being referred to as a couple and happy in the same statement floods my being with something that’s hasn’t seen the light of day in a long time. Joy.

A soft click of the door to the bedroom startles me from my thoughts and I peek out of the closet. He’s still wearing his jeans and socks but his shirt is gone, as are his shoes. I cross my arms over my chest and shrug my shoulders as if to say, now what?

He’s sexy as hell with all of the olive-colored flesh on his chest on display. The dark trail of hair on his lower abdomen leads straight to his unbuttoned jeans and I can see the root of his thick cock barely peeking out. My mouth waters and I lick my lips.

“Bunny.” His voice is a growl of warning. “Get on the bed.”

I’m jerked from my lustful daydreaming as I attempt to follow his orders. I try not to let the purple get inside my head but it’s fucking everywhere. As soon as I spy the bed, I make a beeline for it with my eyes half closed.

I climb up on top of the covers and keep my eyes slammed shut. He can do what he wants but I don’t have to look at the sickening color all over the place. The room chills a few degrees and I know he’s left. When he comes back, the sound of the door locking makes me shiver.

“I’m going to tie you up, toy.”

I nod and am thankful when his warm hand grabs my ankle and I sense he’s tying it to the nearest post. At least my poor butt will be safe for the time being. I’m relaxed as he makes quick, gentle work of tying up each arm and leg to the nearest post. This room is much warmer than the Hole and if I can make it through this, I think I can handle anything he throws at me.

“Open your eyes.”

Except that.

I chew on my lip and give him a slight shake of my head. What’s he going to do? Pry my eyelids open?

“Now, Bunny.”

Another shake of my head.

“Fine, have it your way. But I will get what I want,” he tells me in a calm voice.

Crack!

Something bites into my upper thigh and I cry out in shock but refuse to open my eyes. He’s hitting me with something and that fucking hurt!

“Open.”

“No, sir.”

Crack!




[image: ]

[image: ]

Her body flinches as I swat her with the small, black leather flogger Dubois purchased upon my request today while we ate dinner at the restaurant. I want her to open her eyes and tell me why she hates this room. So far, it’s her only weakness and I have to know why. It’s driving me fucking crazy.

“Open them . . .”

She clenches her eyes tight, refusing to behave. So this time, I slap one of her tits. A yelp escapes her and her pert nose turns pink as she attempts to hold in tears.

This goes on for some time; me demanding she open her eyes and her refusing. I enjoy watching her pale flesh grow red with the whelps I inflict. My cock has been hard all damn day for her but I’m not seeking release until I break her.

I will break her.

Because she’s already broken me.

I nearly lost the very essence of who I am today while shopping. She was gorgeous as hell in anything she tried on. I couldn’t tell her no and ended up buying half of Seattle for her. Despite my need to be firm and treat her like the toy she is, I’d found myself giving in to her every whim, indulging every one of her wishes, and following her around like a lovesick puppy. I even bought her fucking flowers because she was absolutely breathtaking when she first bent over to smell them and I wanted to see the look again. She’s getting under my skin and now it’s time to get under hers.

“Open. Your. Eyes.”

Of course she refuses so this time, I pop her bare, spread pussy with the end of the flogger. She screams and squirms against the restraints. My body craves to kiss her everywhere—to assure her everything will be okay.

Which is exactly why I need to hurt her.

Punish her.

Make her face her fears.

So I can drink them up—drink up the terror and despondency in her eyes.

I need to shoot my load all over her abused tits and then leave her there until it dries.

Yes, that’s exactly what I’ll do.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Three times in a row on her pussy. Up until now, I’ve varied where I hit her. Now, I want to watch her suffer.

“Why won’t you sleep in here, Bunny?” My voice is soft, almost caring. But I don’t fucking care. Yeah, right. Even I know that’s a lie.

“B-Because,” she says with a ragged rush of air. “I can’t.”

“You can and you will.”

Crack!

This continues on until she’s crying and begging me to stop. I can’t stop though. Everything in me craves to know the answer. It is the foundation of who she is—I can feel it.

“Do you like when I hit your sweet little pussy?”

“No!”

Crack!

She shudders and I wonder if she’s lying. I slip my finger between her thighs and push into her hot center. Dripping wet.

“Fucking liar,” I say with a chuckle.

Her body relaxes and I sigh. She’s so damn stubborn. “Want me to stop, Bunny?”

“Yes.”

Crack! Crack Crack!

Tears have stained her cheeks but she still refuses to open her eyes. I pop her on the clit several more times until she’s screaming and shuddering with a wild orgasm. My toy still won’t open her eyes so I try a different tactic.

Dropping the flogger, I set to untying her legs. As soon as they’re free, she draws them up to her chest.

“Do you want me to make love to you so you can go to sleep, Jessica?”

Her mouth parts open and her eyes flutter. I know she wants to look at me.

“Baby, open your eyes. Focus on me. Forget the bullshit around us. I’m your drug, Jess. Look at me.” My voice is firm but I cloak it in a vow to protect her.

She senses it, as if connected to me through an invisible wire, and her swollen eyes crack open. They’re on me as she opens them wider. Her eyes don’t dare look at anything else in the room. A possessiveness over her saturates my soul and I want to always be the only thing she sees.

“Good girl. It’s always me, understand? Everything else is unimportant. I’m your master—the giver of all your orgasms, the one who fulfils your every need, the one who wants every single part of you.”

She nods and smiles at me. Her eyes are on mine and they droop when I climb onto the bed, settling myself between her legs.

“Watch me while I make love to you, Jessica.”

A whimper trickles out of her and I devour the way she molds to me when I’m sweet with her. It’s the only way I seem to be able to find a way inside her pretty little head. The asshole in me says I’m using her to get what I want. But the realist knows I simply like the look on her face. The look that says I’m her whole fucking world.

I grab onto my cock and slide into her swollen opening. She’s hot, wet, and fucking ready as hell. As soon as I push all the way into her, those gorgeous green eyes start to close.

“No, baby. You promised. Eyes on me.”

She nods, biting her lip and reopens them. I drop my lips to her dry ones and kiss them until she’s straining against the ropes.

“Untie me,” she begs.

I thrust harder against her, increasing my pace, and shake my head. “I like you all trussed up, beautiful. You’re helpless against me.”

She gasps when I push her thighs up and take her deeper. “I was helpless against you the moment you dragged me into your car that first night.”

Her eyes shine, crystal clear with an emotion that slices open my chest and infects my entire being. I love the look. I love the clarity. I love the undeniable certainty.

She’s mine.

“Oh, God! Brax!” Her cries are muffled with my mouth as I dive in to kiss her again. She writhes beneath me with an orgasm that soon has my dick pumping my seed into her. For a moment, we’re one and the sensation takes hold of my bitter heart. When we both relax, I rest my forehead against hers.

I’d had plans for my little toy. Plans that involved treating her like the rest. Plans that were to run through the same motions to get me by.

But with her, I don’t want to just get by. I want to live in the moment. Live inside of her. To take pause.

And that’s a big problem.

I climb off of her so I can turn off the lights. Her eyes stay on me and she ignores everything around her, just like I told her to.

“I want you to sleep here tonight,” I tell her softly.

Her wrists are still bound but she fights against them. “Please, I can’t do this without you.”

I need to punish her.

Force her to sleep here alone, my cum running down the crack of her ass.

That’s what my toys do. That’s what makes me happy. Right?

“Too bad,” I tell her and opt to leave the switch on so she won’t have the darkness to shroud her from her fears.

Her howl as I leave the room is partly from the loss of me and the other as the demons swallow her up. It guts me as I pad naked toward the elevator.

Leave her.

Leave her.

This is how it works.

My finger hovers over the button and I freeze.

The wails coming from the other room are chilling. They tell the story despite her refusal to do so. Her cries are agony and pain and the shit nightmares are made of. They’re too much.

“Jesus,” I hiss out as I haul ass back to her. The pussy in me wins when it comes to her it would seem. Every damn time. I’ll do anything in this fucking world to stop the sound of the way her heart seems to bleed loudly. So fucking loudly.

“Brax,” she chokes out when I come into view in the doorway.

Not wasting time, I quickly untie her and drag her into my arms. “Let’s get the fuck out of here, baby.”

And we do.
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A few months later . . .

I stare at the screen and attempt to focus. My mind keeps thinking about the odd back and forth game Jessica and I play when we’re together. It wasn’t long ago that she was broken—so fucking broken. And I was responsible for trying to make her face whatever it is that freaks her the fuck out. But I was also the one to piece her back together again. So many nights we’d curled up on the warm vent in front of the fireplace. That’s where we tend to have deep, meaningful conversations. Neither of us is ready to let our guard down completely but we do enjoy each other’s company, that’s for damn sure, and can carry on interesting conversations. I’d even told her about the other toys since she was curious. Mostly their names and what they looked like. I think she was even jealous of Swan. Not that there was any reason to be. Swan will never be a threat to Bunny. The toy before her is gone. Forever. A distant memory.

The slurping of someone drinking coffee drags my gaze from my computer and I smirk to see her staring intently at my laptop as she drinks the “workaholic’s heroin.”

“Having fun there?” My eyebrow raises in amusement.

Her eyes find mine and she grins. God, she fucks with my head. Today, instead of wearing normal business attire for “work” as she makes me let her call it, she’s wearing yoga pants and a pink Nike T-shirt. She’s also donning thick pink socks and no shoes. After our shower this morning, she’d let her hair dry wild around her. Every time I glance over at her, I get sucked up into the beautiful vacuum that is her. It’s nearly impossible to look away from her or focus on one single thing.

“You’re so serious when you work.” She waves her hand, gesturing at my outfit. “Don’t you own anything besides black suits and white shirts?”

I roll my eyes. “Well, you’re a big slacker. Your smartass is supposed to be helping me find why my company’s profits have gone down and continue to despite the increase in clientele. I should fire you already.”

She sticks her tongue out at me which in turn stirs my dick. “You aren’t even paying me for this—you’re paying me to suck your dick. And I’m hungry. When do we take a break?”

Laughing while I adjust my hardened cock, I ignore her and attempt to figure out the data in the accounting program. I’ve been shooting Jamal and Glenna questions left and right over the past couple of months. Every clue seems to be explained away by one of them. It’s pissing me off.

“Household Staff Wages. What’s in that account?” Her voice is once again serious and I flick my gaze over to her.

“It’s where Dubois, Cartier, and Christine’s income comes from. There’s nothing there. We need to be looking for any unusual account names that stand out. Anything that might be paid to an overseas account. Shit like that. My money’s been going somewhere and I’m going to find out where.”

She frowns. “May I see the bank statement for this account?”

“No. If you’re just trying to be nosy to piss off Dubois, then it isn’t going to work. Move on, Bunny.”

Her eyes widen and she seems hurt. My chest does that stupid shit where it aches again. Fucking hell.

“Dammit, I’m sorry.” Fine, I’ll indulge my little toy. “Come sit in my lap, baby.” I flash her a wolfish grin and she huffs.

“I’m not stupid, Br—sir. Go on, cop a feel while I peruse the account. I’ll figure out what’s going on.”

I chuckle and log onto the accounts online. She sits on the edge of my knees and starts clicking through each line, opening up each transaction. Her ass is warm and I want to fuck her over my desk. This morning, I fucked her against the wall of my shower and it wasn’t enough to satisfy me. I need her again.

Slipping my hands around to her front, I pinch her hardened nipples through her T-shirt. She may have won on her outfit choice, but I threw the “master” card down and demanded no undergarments. My toy put up absolutely no fight and granted me my wish.

“You should pay Christine more,” she complains aloud.

I grunt. My housemaid makes more than any maid on the West coast. “Stop being nosy.”

She wiggles her ass and continues her clicking. I slide a finger between her legs and massage her sweet pussy. Her moans are sexy as fuck and soon she’s shouting.

“That’s it! That’s it!”

I expect her to shudder or display some other indication of her orgasm but she’s pointing to the computer screen instead. Stopping my movements, I lean around her and stare at it.

“Two grand. Bid deal. The staff is able to use this account to purchase shit for the house.”

She’s already arguing. “Right, I see lots of those and they’re pretty consistent. What’s also consistent is the daily two thousand dollar withdrawals. Every day, Brax. What do they buy for two thousand dollars a day for the past several months? Who has access to this account?”

My mind spins with her words. Cart, Christine, and Dubois all have debit cards from this account that is set up like a business account and they draw from it but this money has been taken out in person. And she’s right, it happens often. Daily in fact. There was even one this morning.

“I know Cartier and Christine would never do this. But Dubois? He’s questionable.” She muses aloud.

But she’s wrong. He’s not a signer on the account, just carries a card like the other two. I’m a signer. And so was Trevor.

“Shit!” I told Jamal to get him off of everything but clearly we forgot one. I didn’t even think about this account.

She points to the screen. “See, the deposits come from checks written from all over your variety of accounts and businesses up until recently. Now it’s just withdrawals. Whoever did this was trying to hide it by doing small amounts. What are you going to do?”

I run my fingers through my hair and growl. “I’m going to kill him.”

“Dubois?”

“Jesus, no, Bunny. Trevor. The fucker thought he was so damn smart.”

She turns in my arms and throws an angry glare my way. “I thought he was dead. You told me you killed him.”

Scowling, I shake my head. “I lied.”

A choked sound comes from her and she scrambles out of my lap, heading for the door. I should go after her and apologize. But right now I need to do some damage control.

“Send Dubois in here,” I call after her. “And go put on something presentable.” I don’t want to hurt her anymore but the damage is done. She’s pissed. May as well get her to put on something sexy while I’m barking out orders.

She’s already wearing something sexy. Anything she wears is sexy.

I ignore that thought and watch her fine ass jiggle all the way out the door.

All I get is a Fuck you, Braxton along the way before my office door slams shut behind her.

Later, Bunny. I’ll make it up to you with my mouth.




[image: ]

[image: ]

“The secret is you soak the chicken strips overnight in buttermilk first before you batter the pieces. If you pick up the stuff, I’ll make it one night,” I tell Christine.

She smiles and the corners of her eyes crinkle. The woman has to be close to sixty and she reminds me exactly of my mother. My poor mother was a casualty in my life. I miss her.

“You look nice, Jessica,” she tells me when the timer goes off.

I’m perched at the bar and have been watching her cook. She flits around the kitchen as if she were born to do so. I could watch and chat with her for hours. Just like Mom and I used to do.

“Thanks, Christine. At least someone in this house thinks so,” I say with a groan. My eyes travel over something “more presentable” and I sigh. I’d donned a pair of dark skinny jeans, an off the shoulder pale pink cashmere sweater Cartier had purchased, and a pair of ballet flats. After Brax was an asshole this morning, I bothered Cart enough to where he finally broke down and spent a couple hours fixing me up.

She sets the lasagna on a hot pad and walks over to stand in front of me. Her hands go on her hips and she narrows her eyes at me. “Sometimes you’re too sassy for your own good. But, somehow that’s what makes that boy crazy for you. I’ve never seen him take to one of his girls the way he takes to you. Try not to drive him too crazy or push him too hard and I think maybe you might just last longer than his silly six month time limit that’s coming up. We like your refreshing personality here. And despite what you think, Brax knows. He knows that you are beautiful and intelligent and different. The other fellows, even fruity Cart, can’t deny how stunning you are. Play your cards right, sweetie. I’d love to keep you.”

My smile is immediate and I slide off the stool to run over to her. She envelopes me in her arms and I hug her tight. Inhaling her garlicky scent, I sigh into her hair. “I love you, Christine. You remind me of my mother.”

She pulls away and taps me on the nose. “Your mother is a lucky lady.”

Tears sting my eyes but I quickly blink them away.

“Miss, Mr. Kennedy and his dinner guest are speaking privately in his office,” Dubois’ clipped voice interrupts our exchange. “He’s asked that you’re at the table waiting for him. Christine, shall I tell him dinner is ready?”

Seemingly embarrassed, she tugs away from me and flutters around the kitchen. “Lasagna just came out of the oven. You may tell him it’s ready.”

I hold his stare for a minute. He’s ever dapper in his neat suit and his disdain for me is clearly painted on his features. I’m not sure why he hates me. Not wanting to irritate him, I nod and make my way to the dining room. As I enter the room, so does Braxton.

And some pretty black haired woman.

“This must be your newest toy. What a pleasure to meet you,” she says with a false smile before turning her adoring attention back to Brax.

“Bunny, this is Evette. She’s a Luxer. Black membership.”

I remember him mentioning we’d have guests to entertain from time to time, but so far, every time he brings someone else into the house, it ends in disaster.

“I see.” I can’t hide the disappointment in my voice. The woman seems better matched for him in her elegant black dress and oblong bobbed haircut. She is stunning and I’m . . . not.

However, Brax’s hungry gaze is devouring my appearance as if I’m the beautiful one here, not her. She’s shooting daggers at me with her eyes, clearly pissed at the revelation. Brax is sexy as hell so it’s no surprise that most women fall all over themselves around him. I’m still upset with him for lying to me but since I feel threatened by the woman beside him, I’m itching to stake my claim. Even if that means not acting like a brat about his lying and my blow up earlier.

“Did you take care of everything?” I purr as I make my way over to him. He’s tense as I reach him but the moment my hand slides up his chest, he groans. I press a soft kiss on his lips and then start away from him.

His grip finds my wrist and he holds me firmly. “Bunny.”

I smile and bat my eyelashes innocently at him. He releases me but his glare never wanes, searching for ulterior motives. My motive is the woman beside him—to display to her that he belongs to me. Flicking my eyes over to her, I smirk. Her nostrils flare but she takes her seat as if my presence doesn’t annoy the shit out of her. The woman wants Brax and that’s just too damn bad. He’s mine.

He sits down and she leans into him, whispering something into his ear I’m not privy to. His dark blue eyes turn their angry shade of grey and I want to climb over the table to yank her claws from his bicep. She told him something to infuriate him and now I hate her even more.

“Excuse me,” I say to anyone who’ll listen and stalk off toward the wine closet. I know Christine hasn’t chosen anything so I’ll grab a bottle—anything to get away from Evette’s disdainful glare. I’m just reaching for an expensive bottle of 2010 Louis Jadot Pouilly Fuissé from the shelf when I sense his presence. Heat, desire, anger—all rolled into one. It’s his signature aura when he isn’t playing the role of someone sweet and likable.

“So you just call another chick any time we have a fight? She whispers some garbage in your ear and you’re back to hating me? Is that it? You just needed a ‘how to be an asshole’ pep talk?” Bitter tears form in my eyes but I don’t let them fall.

His hands slip around me and he caresses my stomach. “Bunny, shut up.”

“No,” I counter. “I won’t shut up. Everything was fine until you lied to me. And then you invite some woman to flaunt her beauty in front of me just to be mean. Why? Why can’t we just be happy?”

He growls and twists me in his arms. I meet his angry stare and lift my chin. Everything about him screams at me to run but despite his bizarre fetishes, he’s not evil. I know evil.

“I can’t be happy. Playing with my toys is the closest thing I’ll ever come to any kind of happiness. It’s just not a part of who I am.” His words are simple but I hear a hint of vulnerability behind them. An undeniable sadness. A wound I want to heal for him.

“I can make you happy, Brax.”

His lips are on mine in an instant and he shoves me into the rack, bottles clang loudly as he kisses me. I whimper when his strong hand slides up under my soft shirt and finds my breast. He squeezes it and I moan.

“God, you’re so beautiful.” His mouth is all over mine, worshipping me. Hungry and eager. Curious about my promise to him. “I’m sorry I lied to you. I didn’t kill him because I wanted to make him fucking pay. It was too easy. He hurt you and that was too simple for him.”

His confession and apology warm me. Soon, I’m fumbling with his buttons, needing him to take me right here in the wine closet.

“And,” he breathes heavily as he tears away from my kiss, “no matter what you wear, no matter how little or a lot of makeup you’re wearing, you’re so goddamn beautiful it makes me crazy.”

I melt with his words. “There’s nothing wrong with you. Not one single thing.”

He groans and I palm his cheek. Our eyes search the other’s for answers that neither of us have.

“Bunny, I’m not right in the head. I want to hurt women. Sometimes I want to hurt you. I’m evil.” The shame in his words guts me.

Slipping my hands down to his slacks, I begin undoing them with quick fingers. “You think you’re evil, but you’re not. I’ve seen evil and I wouldn’t continue to stay here if I thought you were. In the past, when I danced with the devil, I found a way to escape. If I thought you were even half as horrible as that time in my life, I’d have already gone.”

A fierce roar grumbles in his throat and I drop to my knees. I take his throbbing length into my mouth and he hisses with pleasure when my tongue tastes his salty tip. I want him to feel with every lick, suck, and nibble that we have an undeniable explosive connection. As I take him deep, reveling in his satisfied grunts, I hope his mind is on the fact that he’ll never have someone suck his dick with such an eagerness to please as I do. This man thrives on control and I crave making him release the reigns only to have them drop to the floor beside me. Even if only while sucking his cock, I want him to lose his mind under my authority.

“Jesus, woman,” he hisses. “You’re killing me.”

His words fuel me to perform the final act. My teeth scrape his shaft and I squeeze his full balls in an effort to drive him to maddening bliss. A string of curse words belt from him as I eventually bring him to an orgasm that has him yanking at my perfectly styled hair.

After I swallow my appetizer, I stand and tuck him back into his pants, flashing him a pleased grin. “Best blow-jobs you’ll ever have, handsome.”

He grips onto my hair, and smashes his mouth to mine in an appreciative kiss. Once again, I’m banged against the shelves as he ravishes me with his expert tongue and perfect lips. When he finally tears away from me, his gaze is almost angry. But good angry. Brax sexy angry.

“I’ll never let you leave me. You’re mine, Jessica.”

My name on his lips is sweeter than any hit of heroin I used to crave. “You’re mine too, Braxton.”
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The flight to Vegas a few weeks later isn’t long and I mostly daydream. It’ll be the first time I’ll visit his “legal” sex hotel and I’m anxious. I hope that dumb Evette chick won’t be there. At first, when I met her, I’d been threatened. But, once he and I cleared the air about our feelings, things got better. That night, Evette had pushed around the food on her plate while Brax and I inhaled ours. There was such a look of disappointment on his face when I asked her if she was on a diet because the lasagna was the best I’d ever eaten. Thankfully, his disappointment was pointed toward her and she knew it. Of course she blamed me for his sudden adoration of me over her. She’d tried multiple times to sneakily throw in my face that she was like him and I was merely a toy. But each time, I’d nudge his foot under the table and grin wickedly at him. To my delight, he’d smile back and wink. It was our own little secret.

“We’re almost there. It’s the biggest hotel on the strip. Half of it holds a casino and several five star restaurants. There are even a few select levels of rooms on the north side we rent out to keep the façade up. On the south side, the bulk of the rooms remain as well as some private dining establishments that are only available to our Black members. And we have some meeting rooms for when group events are held. I’ve gone to a couple of them but I prefer to play with my toy by myself.”

I take his hand as Dubois pulls the rental into a covered valet parking spot behind the building. Since Brax is the owner, I guess we get special privileges like back access. I’m eager, being that I’ve never been to Vegas, to try my hand at a few slot machines.

“What are we going to do? I’m excited to be here with you. It’ll be so romantic,” I gush as we climb out of the car. For the trip here, I’d settled on a white sweater dress with black leggings and black heeled boots. Cartier curled my hair into loose waves and had done my eyes up in smoky shades. Brax nearly devoured me when I exited the salon this morning but Dubois—the spoilsport—reminded him of our itinerary.

Brax stops and I turn to see why. His frown is immediate and I go to him, wrapping my arms around his waist.

“Remember, Bunny, I’m here on business. I need to have a little chat with Trevor, meet with Jamal and Glenna, and I even have a game of golf scheduled with a client.”

My heart sinks but I nod. “Okay, well, I suppose I could venture out on my own. See what Vegas has to offer.”

He’s already shaking his head before I can finish. “Don’t leave the hotel. And when we get inside, one of the staff will give you a gold lanyard. You’re to wear it at all times. It’s what lets the other Luxers know you’re my toy. Nobody will touch you as long as you have it on. Other Black member’s toys will have black lanyards and the rest of the toys have white lanyards. If you come across someone without one, it means the Luxer wants to share his toy.”

I force a smile. “Lovely.”

“I don’t share, Bunny. You’re mine. I’d rather you stay in the penthouse suite until I get back but I know you and you’re a curious one. So promise me you’ll stay on this side of the casino and keep that lanyard on.”

Nodding, I start to walk inside. The door opens to a dark hallway where a nice-looking young man hands me the much coveted gold lanyard and a room key. I glance down the hallway to see that it leads to a set of elevators. When I turn around, Brax is leaned up against the counter with a frown marring his perfect features.

“What?”

“I’m supposed to meet my client now. You go on up and get comfortable. We’ll have dinner together later. Dubois will deposit the luggage and see to it if you need anything else.”

“Oh.”My disappointment is evident and he strides over to me.

“Jess, please don’t do this. Smile. This weekend can still be fun. Just let me get this shit over with and then I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

His lips drop to mine and he kisses me sweetly. I want him to take me up to the suite and make love to me. I’m becoming addicted to his touch and seeing him all day every day. Losing him for a few hours sort of guts me.

When he breaks away and flashes me a grin, I sigh and smile back. He’s hot but he’s beautiful too. An innocence always radiates from him, just below the surface, and I latch myself onto it. There’s something about Brax that I want to protect and nurture. But then there’s his devious side that I adore too. The side that sometimes hurts me in a way I like—a way that makes me want to beg for more. Because then, when it’s all over, sweet boyfriend material, Braxton shows up and fixes it all with his worshipping kisses and caresses. He’s confusing and multi-faceted but I want all of his layers all mixed up into the man who stands before me.

If he decides at the end of our contract he doesn’t want me, this could get complicated.

“Bye,” I wave and blow him a kiss. “I’ll try not to get into too much trouble.”

His eyes darken but he doesn’t follow me onto the elevator. I can see how much he’d rather be with me but duty calls. The elevator closes and my smile falls. With the close of the doors, I feel as though I’m severed from him. I don’t like that feeling.

I’m addicted to him.

I crave him.

I need him more than I ever needed the heroin.

Brax is my drug.

There are worse addictions, I suppose.

A smile plays on my lips as the elevator rises to the top. When it reaches the floor just below the penthouse, marked with a B instead of a number, the elevator dings. The doors slide open and I flick my gaze up.

The scent chokes me. The world spins on its axis. A hell I tried so hard to escape from consumes me in one shocked yet satisfied glare.

No! No! No!

“J-J-Jimmy, what are you doing here?” I stammer. My skin grows cold and my knees weaken upon seeing him. It’s been so long but he hasn’t changed much. There’s a little grey at his temples but aside from that, he’s the same.

Same evil man.

Same twisted-ass motherfucker.

“So you’re British now, Peach?” he scoffs. “You always were a good actress.” He steps into the elevator but leaves his foot blocking the door from closing. “I’ve missed you, Jessica. Six years is a long time to wonder where your wife has been. I’d located you in London where you were whoring yourself out but then you disappeared again. Now I get it. You’re Braxton Kennedy’s spoiled whore.” His eyes flicker knowingly to the gold lanyard in my grip.

Terror washes over me and I try to bolt past him. He snatches my bicep, his brutal fingers bruising me with his strength, and he forces me back inside. I yelp when he shoves me against the wall beside the panel of buttons. Reaching for the G, I mash at it. The doors start to close but his foot stops it.

His hand releases my arm and it’s on my throat, squeezing. Tears gush out over my cheeks and I swat at him to let me go.

“Did you think I wouldn’t ever find you again? You have no idea how much money I’ve spent trying to keep tabs on you. London was tricky because you fell off the grid for a while. But it wasn’t long before my sources led me to your little boyfriend.”

Does Brax know who this cruel bastard is?

He can’t know. I refuse to believe that. Braxton eats assholes like Jimmy for lunch.

“Let me go!” I hiss.

His grip tightens and he slams my head a couple of times into the wall behind me. Stars glitter in my vision and my knees wobble wildly. When I start to collapse, he grips me upright against the wall.

“I’ll tell him,” I choke out. “What you did to me.”

He laughs and it’s wicked. It chills me to my bones. Memories of a life with him assault me and I want to vomit. I hate him. I hate this man I was married to.

“I could ruin a motherfucker like Braxton Kennedy, Peach. You and I both know I have the connections to do so. We both know he dances on a fine line of what’s legal and what’s not. And my power is growing. I’m running for president in a few years. That’s right, bitch. He’s nothing and you’re nothing. You belong to me and I know exactly where to find you now.”

I squirm but he strikes me with the back of his hand, his knuckles cracking against my cheekbone. As I howl in pain, he sets to dragging me out of the elevator and into the hallway. The moment we’re out, he shoves me to the carpet and I feel the immediate burn in my elbows. I’m trying to recover when he kicks me in the ribs.

Just like old times.

I attempt to crawl away but he kicks me again, hard enough for me to puke on the carpet.

He’s going to kill me.

He has tried before and failed though.

“I-I-I will tell him. He cares about me.” My words are nothing more than a ragged rush of whispers.

“You’re delusional, Jessica. If you tell him, I’ll drag your ass all the way back to Georgia. He’ll go down for kidnapping my wife. Can you imagine the headlines? Illegal Sex Hotel Owner Kidnaps Presidential Hopeful’s Wife. The press will eat that shit up. Your precious master will spend the rest of his years getting ass-raped in prison. And you,” he spits out as he grabs me by my hair and drags me to my feet, “will come home and spend your years getting ass-raped or worse in your own personal prison.”

The sobs wracking through me are unrecognizable. I’m not this woman anymore. I’m not the woman who lets Jimmy break me.

He broke me over and over again. And that last time, he crushed the only beating part of my heart. He didn’t just break me, he obliterated me.

“I’m not coming with you.”

He laughs and it’s a bitter, harsh sound. “Not yet. I have appointments and shit, being a politician and all. I don’t have time to explain the sudden appearance of my wife. But I will come for you. You’ll be there for at least another couple months or so where he’ll be playing with you according to my research on him. That’s his thing—six months and then done. It makes me livid knowing he has you but I will bide my time. When your time is up, I will come for you. If you come willingly, my FTL relationship with Brax remains and I’ll extend leniency on you. He won’t go to prison. You’ll be a hero, Mrs. Dixon. Your missing whereabouts will be blamed on some other asshole and you will be a queen in the media’s eye.”

“And if I don’t agree?” The old me would have never challenged him. But the new me is slightly stronger.

“I’ll make your life a living hell.”

His face is red and furious, his hair messy. I watch him, with perfected practice, as he smooths his hair into place. As he tucks his Polo shirt back into his slacks. With the back of his hand, he wipes a bead of sweat off his brow. To any onlooker, he’s a handsome, successful, wealthy man.

To me, he’s evil personified.

He stole so much from me.

I won’t let him steal Braxton.

As I rise to my feet, I have a harder time recovering than him. Every part of me aches from his abuse. “How will you explain this?”

He shrugs his shoulders and smirks. “You weren’t wearing your lanyard. Those are the rules, baby. But you better make sure you let him know it was some other asshole and not me. I will find out, Jessica.”

I exhale in relief when he disappears into the elevators. Everything in me screams to take the next elevator down and tell Brax everything. I know Brax would hurt him. Ruin him even. At least I’d like to hope he would.

But I also know Jimmy all too well.

He’s fucking psychotic.

Jimmy would make it his life’s mission to rip apart my Braxton. And people like Christine and Cartier would be collateral damage. The very idea of Brax losing his beautiful home and sitting in a cold, dark cell has me sick again to my stomach.

But the thought of Jimmy and his wickedness at our Georgian home is too much. I can never go back there. Going back means certain death. He’s tried to kill me before and I don’t put it past him to do it again.

I’ll never go back there.

When my time is up, I’ll take Brax’s money and leave. I won’t let Jimmy ruin him but I also won’t go back to that monster. This is the only way.

Tears fall bitterly down my cheeks. I knew Braxton and I were too good to be true. Someone always yanks the proverbial rug out from under my feet.

Every damn time.
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The man taunts her. Calls her names. Pushes her around. And I promised I wouldn’t come out of the closet—that I’d just close my eyes and take a nap until Mama was done working.

But I can’t.

She’s my mom and watching some man hurt her is making me crazy.

I’m twelve and big for my age. I am pretty sure I can take him.

“Fucked up whore. You can’t even get my dick hard.” The man sneers and backhands my mama across the face.

Rage explodes through me and I’m flying out of the closet before I can stop myself. Mama is naked on her hands and knees sobbing. The stupid woman-beater, also naked, gapes at me in shock as I charge him. With one of my metal stars I’d cut from a soda can in my grip, I slash at his face with it. He lets out a grunt and ducks out of the way. His kick to my ribs sucks the breath out of me and I crash into the wall. I’m back on my feet in a second and charging back at him. This time, my fist connects with his face.

I’ve never punched anyone before but the popping sound it makes satisfies me. I want to do it over and over until he’s a bloody pulp. Then, I’ll get my mama out of here away from this crazy person.

I’m about to hit the guy again when out of nowhere his fist slams into my jaw. The world goes black around me and I hit the ground with a thud. My mama’s safety is the last worry on my mind before I fade into oblivion.

“Braxton Kennedy?” A voice thunders from behind me, jerking me from my memories of the past. The sourness of my thoughts still leaves a bitter aftertaste on my tongue. That next morning, I’d awoken to my mother’s moans as she rode the asshole’s cock who beat the shit out of me. I had never felt so betrayed as I did that day.

“James Dixon,” I say to the man I recognize from his emails. “Glad to finally meet you in the flesh. You ready to get your ass kicked out on the green, Mr. President?”

He chuckles but the humor is a façade. He’s pissed about something and not doing a very good job of hiding it. “I can assure you, I play the game much better than you.”

His words settle over me like a cold fog. The threat in them doesn’t feel like friendly banter about golf. It’s something altogether different. It raises my hackles.

“We’ll see, buddy.”

He walks past me outside where Dubois is loading our luggage onto a cart to lug upstairs. I’m glad he’s staying to keep an eye on Jess. That girl has trouble written all over her and it drives me insane knowing she’ll be in this big city without me. Not that I fear she’d leave me or anything. The opposite actually. I’m afraid someone will take what’s mine.

The valet pulls up in a brand new, Audi R8 Coupe convertible. It’s black and silver and really making me want to trade in one of my cars back home for one.

“You have to let me drive, man,” James says and then whistles. “Damn, this car is hot.”

I roll my eyes at him, but climb into the passenger seat. When he gets in and lowers the top, I glance over at him. He’s like a little kid in the fucking candy store.

“Guess they don’t have cars this nice back east. What do presidential hopefuls drive anyway? Station wagons?” He may be a well-to-do politician but he doesn’t make a fraction of what I make from my business ventures.

“I drive a beamer back home, asshole.” His words are meant in jest but I notice the irritated edge to them.

Soon, we’re cruising through Vegas without a care in the world. But that’s not true. I’ve checked my phone a hundred times since we left making sure that Dubois hasn’t tried to call or message. For some reason, I’m about to have a goddamned anxiety attack at having to leave Jessica by herself.

I miss my Bunny.

James drones on about his campaign bullshit and I nod as if I’m paying attention. I’ll be glad when this is over so I can get back to her. She seemed crestfallen when I informed her this wasn’t going to be a romantic weekend. It spurred something inside of me to make sure that changed. I will figure out a way to make this weekend special for her.

“So the staff tells me you have a toy. I mean, obviously you would being owner and all. What’s she look like? How is she in bed? Does she suck cock like a champ? Does she scream like the whore she is when you beat her into submission or does she quietly beg for more? Curious minds want to know.”

His words jerk me from my thoughts of her and I turn to glare at him. I don’t like his shitty attitude.

“Bunny is fine. What toy did you get for this weekend?” I grit out, evading all of his other stupid-ass, nosy questions.

“Bunny. How cute.” He flicks me a satisfied gaze. “Let’s just say that Cherry, the sweet little young brunette toy I ordered, is incapacitated. I fucked her up earlier. You’ll meet her at the dinner party.”

I never really know what the members do with their toys but something tells me this guy is brutal with his. But his Black membership keeps me from knowing the details. If he violated the terms of their agreement though, I would know about it. And since I haven’t received any memos from management, I suppose he isn’t being too much of a prick.

“I’m not going to the dinner party. Bunny wants me to wine and dine her.”

His knuckles grip the steering wheel and he shoots me an annoyed glance. “Thought she was your toy. Sounds like she’s toying with you. Who’s the boss again? For a minute there it sounded like she had your balls in her purse.”

I fist my hands and grind my teeth together. If he weren’t driving this expensive-ass car, I’d have already punched the fucker in the nose.

But, I don’t like for others to see my weaknesses and like a bloody damn hound, I believe this power hungry punk would be sniffing around like he’s on a hunt for the kill. So, I say what he needs to hear to keep him off my ass.

“Fine, we’ll be there. Cherry and Bunny will get along well I’m sure.”

He seems satisfied by my answer. “I hope Cherry can make it. She was feeling a little under the weather earlier. Guess choking on a cock’ll do that to you though.”

I nod as if I agree but I don’t. Right now, I’m wondering how I ever agreed to play golf with this stupid fuck. Was I just like him at one time? Has Jessica changed me?
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“Have you heard from Trevor?” I question Dubois as I chug down a bottle of water. I’m still hot as fuck from our intense golf game. James was drinking and it affected his game. He ended up beating the shit out of the golf cart with an expensive club. I didn’t stop his stupid ass. I let him do it and secretly hoped some onlooker got him on video. A video like that would really help his presidential campaign—take a nosedive, that is.

Dubois is on his laptop at the small table in the room adjacent to the master in the penthouse suite. I’d come in here first before going to Jess. He looks up from his screen and his lips press into a firm line.

“Sir, Glenna and Jamal haven’t seen or heard from him. He’s totally gone off the grid. But, without your constant funnel of money he’d been taking, I don’t think he can do much or go far. Give me some time and I’ll find out where he is.”

Dubois seems more on edge and I scowl at him. “What’s wrong?”

His eyes widen in surprise. I’ve known the man for nearly two decades. I know when something bothers him. Just like he’s been weird about Bunny, he’s being fucking weird now too.

“She told me not to call you but . . .”

Rage explodes from within as a million horrible things flip through my mind. “But what? What the fuck is going on?”

I’m already stalking out of the room toward the master bathroom with Dubois hot on my heels. “Sir, something happened. I can assure you, I’m on it. I’ll figure out what it was and . . .”

The knob is locked and I slam my fist against the door. “Jessica! Let me in!”

Dubois is nervously chattering behind me but all it takes is a furious glare at him to shut him up. He wisely leaves the room.

“Jessica!”

I’m about to kick in the goddamned door when the lock clicks and the door swings open. My rage simmers a bit to see Bunny looking like a fucking knockout. She’s done her makeup dark, around her eyes but not in a whorish way—more like a runway model kind of way. A tight, short black, sleeveless dress hugs her gorgeous curves and she wears black stilettoes that make her much taller. Her dark hair has been straightened and hangs around her face in front of her shoulders.

“Jesus,” I hiss out. “You look fucking amazing, woman.”

Her pouty lips draw up into a forced smile and I clear the lust-filled thoughts from my head to focus on what’s wrong. They’re both acting so damn strange.

“What happened?” My demand is a low growl.

“Um, I,” she whispers, “didn’t have the lanyard on.”

The wobble in her voice—filled with pure terror—infuriates me. If someone touched one single strand of hair on her head, I’ll kill them.

“What happened?”

“They, uh, thought I was free game. Roughed me up a bit.”

My vision goes black with rage. I storm from the bathroom and sling a lamp from a desk along the way. It crashes somewhere in the room but I don’t stop to inspect the damage. With fisted hands, I charge to where Dubois paces in the other room. I shove him the moment I see him and he hits the floor hard. “Why the fuck did you not call me?” I roar. “Who the fuck hurt my woman?”

Dubois babbles on about shit. He’ll search the surveillance tapes. Shit like that. I don’t give a goddamn what he’s talking about.

“Brax.”

Her voice is soft and when her arms slide around me from behind to hug me, I calm the inner storm that is raging inside. “He should have called me. I’ve been playing fucking golf while someone hurt you! Where? What did they do to you?”

Turning in her arms, I devour her features. She’s managed to hide a bruise on her cheek and around her eye with heavy makeup. And now that I’m looking at her, I can see her neck is dotted with makeup covered bruises. More bruises that she didn’t cover up are around her upper arm.

I will murder whoever did this to her with my bare fucking hands.

“Who? What did he look like? Did he have a toy with him?”

She stands on her toes and kisses my lips. Her soft touch calms me more. “Some guy with blond hair. He was just playing with me until he saw the gold lanyard in my hands. Then he ran off. I’m fine. I promise. Let’s just forget about it, Brax. I begged Dubois not to call you so please don’t punish him.”

I flick my gaze over my shoulder to see Dubois dusting himself off. He’s back in his seat and tapping away on his computer. We’ve come to blows before, he and I. And despite being pissed at him, I know he has my best interest at heart. He’ll find the motherfucker who did this. The determination in his eyes tells me so.

“What floor did this happen on?”

She chews on her lip and debates on whether or not to tell me. “Um, in the elevator.”

I groan. There aren’t cameras on the elevator or on the Black or penthouse floors for the discretion of our members. Had it happened anywhere else, I’d already know which fucker did this to her and have killed him.

“Brax, I promise. I’m fine. It was my fault.” Her smile is almost convincing. But it’s so practiced that it scares me. She’s done this before—convinced people with a charming, easy smile.

I’m not fucking convinced.

This was not her fault.

And I’ll make it my mission to find out who did it so I can ruin them.
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With Jessica’s hand threaded in mine, we exit the elevator and walk toward the private dining room. Tonight, I asked Jamal and Glenna to join us and told them to bring their toys as well—one of the perks to their jobs. Dubois has decided to stay back to research what happened while we go to dinner. I’m on edge and don’t want to deal with James but it’s inevitable.

“Brax, buddy!” James’ voice barks out as we enter the dark, swanky dining room. He stands from the table and strides over to us. “This must be Bunny.”

His leering eyes are all over her and I want to stand in front of her to shield her from his stare. Her hand grows cold in mine and I know he intimidates her for some reason.

“Bunny, this is James. James, my toy.”

He reaches for her hand to shake and when she reluctantly offers it, he draws her into a friendly hug. The asshole has been drinking and clearly doesn’t know he’s crossing the line at the moment. She cries out when he hugs her which has me jerking her back away from him.

“Hands off my toy.” My voice is a low, threatening growl.

“Woah, man, I didn’t mean to hurt her. I barely touched her. Are you okay, little peach?” he questions in faux concern.

Something about the way his eyes seem to lazily caress her skin makes me fucking crazy.

“No, uh,” she stammers. “I’m a little sore from working out. You couldn’t have known that.”

She’s playing the part. Hiding the beating she took earlier from some blond dipshit. If James didn’t have dark brown hair, I’d have already killed him just because.

“I see,” he says, a proud smile stretching over his lips. “Glad to see you work out. Toys should be in great shape for their masters. You and Brax should come to Georgia sometime. The peaches there are fucking juicy and delicious.”

She clutches onto my hand as if she’s frightened of him and I want to punch him in the nose.

“Okay, James. That’s enough. Let’s see your toy.”

He laughs and only stumbles slightly before making his way back over to the round table where everyone sits. All of the toys don their black lanyards and Jess proudly wears her gold one. I don’t care if she’s on my arm all night, that lanyard isn’t leaving her neck again until we’re on the airplane back to Seattle.

We take our seats and James slides an arm around the tiny brunette. Her eyes are dilated and she seems lost. I know the look. Bunny had the same far-off look when she was fucked up on heroin. It would seem James likes them this way. Cherry’s lip is swollen and her neck is a mixture of bruises and hickeys.

Dinner is awkward. Jamal and Glenna are both on their best behavior after the Trevor fiasco. Both fear me as if at any minute I’ll crawl over the table and beat the shit out of them too. They’re safe though because as the night wanes on, the only asshole I want to kill is James.

Bunny of course dazzles everyone with her knowledge of current events and maintains her place as an equal whereas the other toys seem lost and confused. She’s different. Always was. And now I’m proud of that fact.

“So,” James slurs and nearly knocks over Cherry’s wine glass. “Tell them what you like me to do, Cher-bear.”

He must squeeze her thigh under the table because she yelps and for a brief moment fear flashes across her dull eyes when she glances my way. Bunny, clearly uncomfortable with the exchange, stiffens from beside me.

“I like when he hurts me.” Cherry’s response is robotic in nature.

“Excuse me,” Bunny says suddenly as she stands, earning a nasty glare from James. “I need to visit the ladies room.”

“Me too,” Cherry blurts out.

James yanks Cherry back down into her seat. “Sit down, bitch. Piss on the floor for all I care.”

Bunny doesn’t waste any time in hauling ass out of the dining room.

“James, man. Let the toy go to the bathroom.” I tell him, a firm, non-negotiating tone in my voice. He may be a paying customer but I don’t like his attitude. At the end of the day, I call the shots around here.

He grunts and with an annoyed, clipped nod grants her permission to which Cherry flies out of her seat to get away from him. I study him as he watches her much like a lion would gaze upon the gazelle he’s about to kill. It makes me want to choke him. I’ve gone from looking forward to meeting this client to ready to kill him all in the course of one day.

Distracting him from doing something stupid, I ask him about his campaign. For the next twenty minutes, he drones on about stuff I don’t give a shit about.

What I do give a shit about is the fact that James reminds me a lot of myself. And unfortunately, I’m not liking this mirror glimpse of the bastard I am. We’re sick individuals. We take pleasure on harming women. Humiliating them. Owning them.

Will it ever be enough?

Do sadistic fucks like us ever feel whole?

Every toy I’ve had has fulfilled wants but there’s an underlying need that never seems to be completed no matter how perfect I mold them. My brain and dick are on fucking board twenty-four-seven but my chest aches for more.

With Jessica, she saturates herself into my pores. Her scent and laugh are seared into my mind. I’m confused and faltering with her. But she gives me the more I so desperately crave. The more I never quite understood was missing.

As James drones on, happy as fuck talking about himself, I stifle a smile. She may be changing who I am, but I don’t feel weak. In some ways, it’s as if I’ve been injected with power—injected with her and I love the feeling.

She may get high on street drugs.

But I’m high on her.

And I’m not looking to curb my addiction anytime soon.
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I’m pacing the bathroom in an attempt to kill time. Running into Jimmy has been a nightmare drudged up from the depths of hell. Every awful thing he’s ever done to me is fresh and once again bleeding. Brax. Drugs. Nothing will distract me from the pain that is ripping my heart apart. Thinking of Jimmy makes me think about her. Thinking about her makes me want to put a gun in my mouth and never look back.

Jesus, I miss her.

My hand goes to my belly as it does from time to time when I’m reminded of her. It’s been over six years but sometimes I still imagine I can feel her inside kicking. Her name was Grace and she was mine. She made the hell I’d endured with Jimmy worth it. And as soon as she was born, I was going to run away with her. I would leave that life behind with my innocent baby girl.

But it didn’t happen that way.

I’d been hiding in my closet one night, my place of refuge and solace, when he’d come in drunk. He beat the shit out of me, no surprise there. But when he dragged me to the top of the stairs and gave me a shove, I was shocked at his new low. Every step down, I tried to protect my seven month along unborn child. I knew if we could survive that fall, we could survive anything.

Yet, one of us didn’t survive.

I desperately clutched onto my belly and despite the searing pain—despite all the blood gushing from me—I just knew everything would be okay. But she didn’t kick or move. And even though I held out hope, I knew deep down what had happened.

The connection was gone.

Severed.

Lost.

All because of that monster.

When the ambulance arrived, I had already been prepped by my husband dearest with exactly what to say. It was an accident. I tripped and fell. Who wouldn’t believe the beloved politician and his lovely wife?

The only reason I didn’t go to the police about his murder was because he threatened to have my mother and brother killed. I had to heal and then I’d be gone. He wouldn’t be able to hurt me or my family ever again. Before I left, my brother Jude came to see me. He knew. Jude knew I was a battered woman and he wanted to kill the sonofabitch. But Jude, the sometimes unemployed black sheep of the family, couldn’t do a thing about it. Jimmy would have buried him—ruined his entire life.

So one warm summer morning a few months after I lost Grace, I grabbed my passport, a small suitcase, all of my hate for Jimmy, and left for the UK. For the next six years, I hid from that man and did what I could to erase the pain of what he did to me.

And after all these years, I’m still afraid of him. I know how evil he can be. What he’s done. What he took from me.

I’ll die before I let that man take me back to Georgia.

I’m not the same woman who ran away.

This woman is slightly crazier. Unhinged. Capable of murder if it came to it.

My heart aches because deep down, I know Brax will be a casualty. He’ll be like my mom and my brother. The only way to save him will be to leave him. He has the money and means to protect me but so does Jimmy who will stop at nothing to have me back. I trust that he has the power and affiliates to bury Braxton Kennedy like he threatened. There’s no doubt in my mind.

But not this time. I’m done letting him hurt me. I’ll work on a way to leave Brax as unscathed as possible and I’ll find a way to survive again on my own. Away from the haunting memories.

A soft click of the bathroom door tells me someone has joined me. Terror freezes my veins as I worry that Jimmy has somehow sneaked in here with me. But, much to my delight, it’s only Cherry.

Cherry reminds me so much of the old me, it hurts just looking at her.

“Are you okay?” she questions.

Her dark hair is styled in a way I used to wear mine. I know Jimmy chose her because she reminds him of me. My stomach sours with the realization that he probably hurts her like he did with me. Maybe even worse if he’s punishing her for my leaving him.

“I should ask you the same. You’re with that monster.” My voice is even but sad.

She frowns and tears well in her green eyes that oddly match mine. “I agreed to this.”

I think about my wedding. Gorgeous white dress. Eleven bridesmaids. Thousands of dollars spent on a plantation-style outdoor wedding. I agreed too. I vowed to love that man with everything I had.

But I broke my agreement the second he couldn’t uphold his part of the deal.

“Well, just because you agreed to something, doesn’t mean it’s too late to get out of it,” I tell her softly.

She approaches me and the fluorescent light in the bathroom does nothing to hide the bruises all over her. He’s most definitely been using her as a punching bag.

“What did you agree to exactly anyway? I’m assuming you signed up to be a toy, right?”

Cherry nods and chews on her bottom lip. She seems young to me. Too young to be with the almost forty-year-old man. “I agreed to let him call me Jessica. Um, I agreed to let him be my dom for the weekend, even though I’m not really sure what that entails. I agreed to a high level of pain, per his additional requests.” A shudder runs through her. Her voice is small, weak. Almost child-like. “Let’s see, I uh, I dyed my hair to match the color swatch I was sent. I only did it because I needed the money. He’s listed in a group of the Black Luxers which is in the highest paying quadrant.”

I frown at her but let her continue.

“Anyway, I know it’s weird—obviously you get it since you’re a toy too—but what he offered to pay is enough to pay my entire first year’s college tuition. My mom is a single parent working two jobs already and can’t afford to send me to the college I want to attend. I figured one weekend would take the stress off of both of us where school’s concerned.”

Taking her hand, I rub the top of it. It’s cold and clammy. I wish I had someone to help me back then. Some person who would have known what to do when it came to Jimmy. Jude always wanted to help but he would have just ended up in prison for trying to kill him. With Jimmy, you have to be smart.

“Are you on something?” I recognize the glazed look in her eyes.

Her cheeks blaze in embarrassment. “Yeah, but I don’t know what. He said it would help with the pain.”

“Cherry, what’s your real name?”

“Cheryl Martin.”

“And how old are you?”

I see fear flash in her eyes but I smile kindly at her. We’re the same. She understands that, I can feel it.

“Promise you won’t tell him or the owner guy you’re with?”

I nod.

“I just turned seventeen a couple of months ago. I graduate from high school this spring.”

My eyes widen. “Did you use a fake ID?”

She shakes her head. “Nobody ever asked for an ID. I told James how old I am. It seemed to please him even more. I just have to make it to Sunday night.”

I huff and try not to lose my cool. Think, Jessica, think. “Baby, I’m sorry but that man is a monster. With men like him, you won’t last long.”

She’s teary eyed but nods. I recognize the frustrated and helpless look. I’d seen it one too many times in the mirror.

“Listen, how much is tuition at your college?”

“Around twelve grand a semester.”

Reaching for her, I tug her to me and hug her. “If you leave, right now, I’ll wire you the entire four years’ worth of tuition next month. I have a lump sum coming to me and I’ll have the means to do it. If you stay, one thing will lead to another and you’ll get sucked up into some nasty shit. Probably end up dead. I can’t bear to watch that man hurt another soul.”

She pulls away and tears stream down her face. “I don’t understand. Why would you do that for me?”

I swallow. “Because I’m you. Ten years from now. Trust me, I’m good for the money. Jot down your address and phone number and I’ll make sure it’s done. I wish someone had looked after me long ago when I let a rich politician woo me out of my virginity and my life.”

“Wow, I feel like this is a dream. You mean, I can just leave now? Like, I don’t have to let him hurt me anymore?”

With a smile, I watch with satisfaction as she scribbles down her information on the back of a receipt from her purse. “Yes, Cheryl. You’ll be safe. I’ll get you out of here and tell James you went back up to the room because you weren’t feeling well. If he tries to get up, I’ll distract him. Come on.”

I go to turn but before I do, she throws her hands around my neck and hugs me to her. I freeze for a moment, taken off guard by her affection. But when I hear her muffled “thank you,” I hug her back, squeeze her actually, pleased that out of so many wrong decisions I’ve made from the time I was standing where Cheryl is, I finally made a right one.

I stuff her information down into my bra and then grab her hand. Together, we slip out of the bathroom quietly.
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The drunk bastard has now taken to harassing Glenna on the other side of him with his easy charm and handsome smile. Her relaxed posture as she leans her cleavage toward the asshole in order to bask in his fucking chocolate covered horror tells me that she can’t sense the monster in the chair next to her. Poor Glenna believes, like Brax, he’s a catch. A sexy, powerful, rich man who’s an All-Star in the sack. More like a baseball bat wielding All-Star . . .

I sigh knowing that as soon as I sit back down next to Brax, she’ll be given a reprieve and might even become jealous to lose his attentions. The jerk will once again have his sights set on the one he lives to torment. She is merely an intermission. I’m the whole damn, epic production.

Me.

Jessica Dixon.

His fucking wife.

“Everything okay, Bunny?” Brax’s voice is tight with anxiety which only deepens the cut inside my chest. When this is all over, I’ll miss him. All of his moods. All of his flaws.

“Yes,” I assure him and lean in for a kiss that he’s clearly hungry for.

His possessive mouth finds mine and his fingers slide into my hair, holding me in place as if he’s afraid I’ll flee at any moment.

“Where’s Cherry?” Jimmy’s voice is a nasty snarl that has Brax breaking our kiss to jerk his gaze to him.

“Oh,” I tell him with a wave of my hand as if it’s no big deal. “She wasn’t feeling well. I told her to go on up to the hotel room and that I’d let you know.” The lie easily flies past my lips but when Brax slides his hand over my thigh, I know he senses my deception.

Jimmy glares at me. The hate in his eyes sickens me. I’ve seen the look one too many times right before he would hit me with the back of his knuckles or shove me into a wall. I bet those knuckles are itching to do that very thing right now. He enjoys watching me cower under his evilness. And usually I do.

But something about having Brax’s pulsating power beside me gives me strength. I fuel the feelings with hate about what he’s done to me. This woman beater won’t win this round. The table grows silent and I fidget under Jimmy’s gaze but I refuse to look away. I may not be able to say anything to Brax, but I’ll get my digs in where I can. With a tiny smirk, I wink at the man.

“You stupid bitch.” His words are quiet, almost inaudible.

“Excuse the fuck out of me?” Brax’s voice is nothing but a violent hiss. His body ripples with fury beside me.

Jimmy becomes enraged, ignoring the impending storm that is Brax, and springs from his chair quick enough to cause it to knock over. Braxton and Jamal both jump from their seats; Jamal in a defensive move and Braxton in one that’s offensive.

“You stupid goddamned bitch! You sent my toy away without my permission?! Who the fuck do you think you are?!”

Brax doesn’t hesitate.

He doesn’t ask questions.

He charges at Jimmy with all the fury I wish I could unleash. With a crunch, Brax hits Jimmy with a powerful fist that lands square in his nose. The pop of his nose breaking is a sick sound yet I find myself smiling. I want Brax to break him. All of him. Every fucking part of him. Just like he broke me.

Another crack of Brax’s fist against Jimmy’s face. Time has slowed and I thank God for allowing me to enjoy how Braxton hurts him. What seems like minutes is only a matter of seconds before Jamal pulls Brax away. His hand is bloodied and when he turns back to regard me, his face is contorted into that of a beast.

Furious.

Psychotic.

Murderous.

And I love it.

Confusion paints his features at seeing my smile. My smile grows wider with every step he takes toward me. He doesn’t understand why I’m happy he beat down Jimmy and he’ll never know for sure but with my smile I tell him what my mouth can’t say.

The link that connects us thrums with understanding.

“Come on, Bunny,” he says with a demanding growl as he helps me to my feet. “I’m worked up and need to fuck what’s mine.”

His warm hand envelops mine and he all but drags me away from the scene he’s left Jamal to deal with. We don’t speak but with sporadic squeezes of my hand, I let him know how much I appreciate what he’s done for me—something my father should have done a long time ago.

As we ride the elevator, I think back to the first time Jimmy got rough with me. My parents had him over for dinner and all was going well until Dad offered him some whiskey. I’d actually met Jimmy in the first place through my dad when I was still in high school. With my dad being an influential judge in Atlanta, the two had met at a political charity event and hit it off. He’d brought that man home to meet me with every intention of pairing me with James Dixon, the man who had potential to do something great for this country. Dad wanted on that coattail and using his daughter as bait seemed an ideal solution.

“Have you decided on a date yet? Everyone keeps asking me. Is that rock on your finger blinding you from looking at a fucking calendar?”

I’m startled by his harsh tone and rush over to him. Mom had already gone to check on the peach cobbler she made while Dad pretended not to notice our exchange.

“Jimmy, what’s wrong? We talked about this. I was waiting to see what my college workload was before we set anything in stone. I’m still waiting on them to post the available classes for the spring semester.”

He’s angry and I don’t understand why. This isn’t anything new to him.

“I asked you to be my wife six months ago, Peach, and here you are still dragging your feet. If you don’t want to marry me then say so,” he says in a harsh whisper.

Tears well in my eyes and I reach for him to comfort him. He’s clearly angry and it doesn’t make sense. I yelp when he digs his fingers into my bicep and drags me to him.

“Jimmy,” I murmur, “you’re hurting me.”

His eyes darken and he grips me harder. “And you’re hurting me.”

My eyes dart to my father and we hold each other’s stare before he looks away to sip on his whiskey. The betrayal knifes through me. Am I the one in the wrong here?

“Jimmy . . .”

“April fourth. That’s when we’re getting married.”

He releases the punishing grip he had on me and stalks back over toward my father leaving me a shuddering mess. What just happened?

As the memory fades, the bitterness remains. My father watched with uninterested eyes as his future son-in-law abused his only daughter. Although it started as verbal and emotional, the signs were clear as day. Yet he did nothing. He had a chance to stop something from snowballing into what it later became. I was young and naïve. I’d eventually followed my father and overlooked Jimmy’s unusual behavior, chalking it up to the whiskey.

Jimmy loved me.

It was a one-time thing.

He’d never hurt me.

My naivety is almost laughable. Almost. However, there’s nothing laughable about losing your unborn child because your husband was a psychopath.

Nothing funny at all.
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We enter the suite and I furrow my brows at her. She’s in a daze and I’m fucking pissed about it. I just beat the shit out of my newest client, yet she seems to be the one distraught. Something’s not adding up.

I’ve never had the urge to beat the shit out of someone so badly yet today every time James opened his goddamned mouth, I wanted to.

And when he spoke to my Bunny as if she were his to abuse.

I went fucking ballistic.

“Where’d you go there?”

Her green eyes flit to mine. Worry flashes over her features before she shakes it away. “Nothing, just thinking about my dad. Why don’t you, uh, start the shower and I’ll start getting undressed in here?”

I nod but I’m not stupid. She’s hiding something. Did that Cherry girl give her some drugs? I saunter out of the room and into the bathroom but peer back out. She unzips her dress and it drops to the floor revealing her curvaceous backside. With a flick of her thumb and finger, she unhooks her bra and it loosens up. A white slip of paper flutters to the floor. Clearly that, not drugs, is what she was hiding and she quickly snatches it up to hide it in her suitcase. I make note to investigate it later.

Now, though, there’s something else I want to investigate. I start the shower and proceed to tug off all of my clothes. I’m just taking my socks off when she enters the bathroom. Her eyes take a leisurely stroll down my ripped body to my cock that has long since arisen to the task that lies ahead of him. The smile that plays on her lips is that ridiculous fake one she seems to think she fools people so well with. I can see right through her come hither bullshit grin because her eyes don’t lie. Her eyes flicker with doubt and worry. Whatever happened today has her pretty little head all fucked with and she’s trying her damnedest to hide it from me.

I should have been with her today. Making love to her. Fucking her until she couldn’t walk. Kissing her. Touching her.

Instead, I was with that fucker who I ended up beating the shit out of later. The thought boils my blood. A storm is brewing within; a complicated mess of possessiveness over protecting what’s mine, the need to punish Trevor, Jimmy, and the fucker who hurt her, and a desire to unleash the demon inside that craves to play with his toy.

My eyes trail down her body and with each bruise I skim over, I become more and more furious. A part of me begs to fall to her feet and brush kisses over each purple mark on her ribs while telling her how sorry I am. Another part of me wants to seize her mouth with mine in an attempt to convey how impressed I am by her strength.

But the dark part of me . . .

The twisted, insane part of me . . .

Wants to hurt her more.

And that really fucking gets my dick hard.

She’s managed to tame my inner beast lately and with everything that’s happened, he’s itching to escape and run amuck.

“What?” Her voice is soft and the gentle, green eyes that have gazed upon me the last few months as if I’m her own personal savior, flicker with uncertainty. A glimpse of fear flashes in them.

I stride over to her and stop just as the tip of my cock brushes against her belly. Raising my hand, I slide it into her hair and grip her tight. With a firm tug backwards, I force her to look up at me. Panic in her eyes chases away the almost loving way she looked at me before. Her quick loss of trust in me fuels my desire to give her something to fear.

“I’m going to fuck you, Bunny. And it’s going to hurt.”

Her eyes droop and she flutters her lashes. Quick rushes of breath exhale from her and she parts open her mouth. “I like it when you hurt me, master.”

The fact that she senses what I crave, thrills me and pisses me off all at once. Recently, I’d somehow softened within her presence. And because of it, I’d brought her here with me. I couldn’t fucking bear to be without her and it ended up getting her beat up by some jackass. I allow the rage from that thought to fuel the need to handle my toy as I’d intended in the first place.

“How do you want me to hurt you?” I question, my voice soft and broken. I’m afraid to speak as it might release the furious storm that’s whipping around inside of me. I’m greedy and selfish. I want the storm to devour me—I like the way I feel when I bend the toys to my will. When I discover their weaknesses and use them against them.

“Tie me up when you make love to me,” she purrs, running her fingertips up my bare chest.

I smirk at her. She’s playing me—knowing that I’ll start off fierce and end up whispering sweet nothings into her ear by the end of the night. Yesterday, that’s exactly what would’ve happened. But she doesn’t sense the hurricane of hate that’s taken over me since my fist connected with that fucker downstairs. I remember the wild, surprised stares of those at the table—the eagerness she displayed to get away from those people.

An idea forms.

“Dubois,” I bark out as I release her to turn the shower off.

Her confused eyes meet mine and I narrow my gaze at her.

“Yes, sir?”

I jerk my attention to the serious man standing in my doorway. “Bring our dinner guests up for dessert. Not that fuckwit but everyone else. I’m ready to play with my toy as she was made to be played with.”

Dubois, used to my bizarre fetishes isn’t even fazed by my nakedness. In fact, now, his glum mood has lifted and a half smile tugs at his lips before he strides away to do as he was told. This is the me he knows and recognizes. This me isn’t weak or soft. This me is a force to be fucking reckoned with.

Poor Bunny.

Caught in the hunter’s trap.

She won’t even know what’s happened until it’s too late.

“B-B-Br . . .” She starts to say my name but when I snap my feral eyes to hers, willing her to release it from her lips so I can punish her, she wisely trails off before finishing. The questions and fear dance on her face, morphing her features.

“Go lie down on the coffee table.”

Her eyes widen and on wobbly legs, she stumbles away from me. Shock must still be running through her veins because she doesn’t question my sudden change of attitude. I follow after her and watch as she sits her ass on the edge. She lies back and hisses when the cold wood touches her skin.

With each breath, her spectacular tits bounce and wiggle. She’s nervous and unsure but she trusts me. I war internally about what this will do in regards to her trust in me. Deciding that she’ll fucking get over it, I stride over to my suitcase and retrieve several neck ties. I start with her ankles and tie each one to a leg of the table on each end.

“What are you going to do?” Her voice is that of a worried whisper.

I grunt in response and knot the fabric tightly around her ankle. After I finish the other leg, I stand, my cock at semi-attention bouncing as I work, and make my way to the other end of the table.

“Drop your arms to the floor on either side of the table,” I instruct.

Her wide, darting eyes meet mine and I wait for the fear. I wait for the way she regarded James as if he were the devil—the way my past toys have always regarded me.

But she smiles at me—no bullshit façade. All real. All Jessica.

How is James fucking Dixon more terrifying than me? The thought baffles me and infuriates me all at once.

“You’re not afraid of me yet, Bunny, but you will be. Mark my words.”

She shivers but not in fright. My toy is turned on. If I had to guess, her slick pussy is dripping with the need to get fucked. I grow harder just thinking about it.

Her long, mahogany hair hangs off the end of the table pooling on the carpet below. My fingers twitch to run through it but I instead tighten one of the ties around one of her wrists. I have to lie on my side on the floor to access beneath the table but I eventually manage to bring her other arm close enough to tie the other end of the tie to the remaining wrist.

“Wait here,” I tell her with a dark chuckle, as if she has a choice in the matter.

I find my slacks and slide them on before disappearing into the other room to call for room service.

Tonight just got a whole lot more interesting.
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I made Bunny remain in the other room alone while I waited for Dubois to return. After some time, he eventually shows up with Jamal, Glenna, and their toys.

“Sir.” Jamal’s greeting is casual, as if this sort of thing is normal.

Glenna flashes me a wicked grin before lazily letting her gaze run down the contours of my chest to my still unbuttoned pants. I raise a smug brow at her that has her neck blazing crimson. She’ll have no problem joining in on tonight’s festivities. Neither of them are new to what it is I like. Everyone knows my preferences and fantasies. This whole hotel and casino is founded upon them.

Flicking my gaze over to their toys, I smile wolfishly at them. Both seem to be veterans. Stallion and Caramel, their toy names, remain almost eager at their sides.

This world is full of freaks. I’m the one who gives them a place to fly their flags freely.

“As soon as dessert arrives, we will begin,” I announce and casually walk over to Dubois’ laptop to see what it is he was working on earlier.

Anger blooms in my chest when I see three pictures on his screen. Three fuckers by the name of Corgy. It’s enough that I almost send my guests away packing so I can chase this lead.

For Bunny.

I blink away the rage and shake my head. I’ll deal with this shit later. She unravels the tightly strung threads of sanity in my mind and one simple glance at the screen is already threatening to snip each string that will send me plummeting into the depths of her heart.

She needs to understand that I’ve paid her to be my toy.

That she isn’t my girlfriend.

I suppress the urge to pretend that she does belong to me, for a little while longer, and stride away from the computer. “Dubois, bring the dessert into my room once it arrives.”

He nods dutifully and I wave the others in behind me. They stand in a herd near the door as I go around flicking lights on. We’re missing a lamp due to my lashing out before dinner but Dubois has long since cleaned that up. The room is bright and everyone’s eyes fall on the coffee table.

“Please, have a seat,” I tell them, ignoring Bunny’s searing gaze. She’s no longer worried—because it’s obvious that I’ve put her on display for these people—but she’s pissed.

I take my place at the end of the table between her spread legs. Her musk intoxicates me and I crave to begin early. To lick between the lips of her pussy to see if she’s as sweet as the dessert we’re about to indulge in. Our eyes meet and she glares at me.

“Is there a problem, toy?” I question as the others begin to kneel around her.

Bunny narrows her eyes at me. “What are you doing?”

Running my palms up her thighs, I rub circles with my thumbs on the inside of her legs. She shivers and I know it’s because she wants me to touch her despite the audience.

“We’re having dessert. You can either be an active, willing participant,” I tell her with an evil grin, “or I can stuff Glenna’s panties in your mouth and you can remain a fixture. Your call, Bunny. It’s much more fun when you participate.”

Her gaze flits to Stallion, to her left, and then to Glenna between him and I. She purposefully skips her eyes over me to Caramel and then to Jamal who is closest to her on her right. “I don’t want her panties in my mouth,” she seethes finally.

I smirk and am glad to see Dubois pushing in a cart of treats. He rolls it over to us and raises a questioning brow. “The usual, sir?”

When I nod, he sets to lifting lids from the bowls. My guests await eagerly while Bunny is wound tight. I should get her off with my mouth right now so she’ll relax but I’d much rather have her squirming and writhing with the need to orgasm.

Dubois hands me a warm small metal pitcher that I know is filled with melted chocolate. The hotel staff isn’t new to preparing foods to the proper temperature for the guest’s needs. I take it and hover it above Bunny’s belly button.

“This may hurt a little,” I warn.

As soon as the heated chocolate hits her flesh, she jerks her head to glare at me. Ignoring her stare, I drizzle the chocolate up and down her body making sure to coat her tits heavily. Once she looks as if she took a mud bath, I switch the pitcher for another, this time white chocolate.

Flicking my gaze to Bunny, I’m shocked to see her watching my every move with narrowed eyes. I’d expected her to squirm or fight. Instead, she seems furious at me.

Not for long.

Soon, she’ll be begging me to untie her.

“This looks so fucking delicious,” Stallion says eagerly.

A twinge of irritation eats at me at seeing the way his eyes fall on her pouty lips. Glancing over at Jamal, I notice the same fucking eager grin on his face as well. I guess I can’t really invite them to a dessert party with my toy and not expect them to enjoy themselves.

“Let them help,” I order to Dubois.

He sets to handing them different dishes and it soon becomes a family style meal of sorts as everyone passes their dishes around so that Bunny is evenly covered with whipped cream, sliced fruit, mini chocolate chips, and shredded coconut.

“Dive in.”

I watch as even the women enthusiastically bring their lips to Bunny’s dessert-covered body. A tiny gasp on her part has me jerking my gaze to her. Seconds before, she could have killed me with her glare. Now, she squirms as their tongues tickle her flesh. A pink flush has crept up her neck and cheeks. And her sweet little mouth is parted in shock or pleasure, it’s hard to tell.

Bringing my mouth to her pussy where chocolate runs down, I taste her slowly at first. Her soft, telling gasp lets me know she’s definitely enjoying this. The chocolate mixed with her essence is an aphrodisiac and my cock throbs to be inside her. Unzipping my pants while I tongue-fuck her, I tug my thickness out and begin to stroke it. When her body begins to tense up, I pull away to check on her.

Wild, feral green eyes meet mine. “Don’t stop,” she begs in a whisper.

I’m about to go back down on her when my eyes graze over Stallion who is cleaning his “plate” up well. His mouth runs needy circles on her tit and a fire of jealousy explodes within me. He’d probably fuck what’s mine if I gave him a choice.

“Mmm,” Glenna moans from beside me. “So sweet.”

I drag my gaze to the woman beside me and stifle a grin. She’s always trying way too fucking hard to impress me. And now is no different. I watch with interest as she tongues her way down to Bunny’s hipbone.

“You want to taste what’s mine?” I question with a raised brow.

Glenna nods fervently, chocolate running down her chin and throat making her appear the prettiest she ever has since she’s worked for me.

This game has become interesting and fun. Bunny is the perfect fucking toy.

“Go on. I want to watch you taste her.”

She swoops her long hair off to the side and leans forward, her tongue tentatively reaching for Bunny’s clit. The moment she connects, my toy shrieks.

“I don’t want her touching me!”

I chuckle and push a finger inside of Bunny. She moans and I look over Glenna’s bowed head at her. “You do want it though, don’t you?”

She shakes her head but with the way I massage her from the inside and Glenna teases her from the outside, she chews on her lip and gives me a nod.

My toy likes to play too.

“Glenna, I want to taste her on you.”

She nods and lifts her head, the eagerness dancing in her eyes. The woman is nice looking but nothing like the knockout Bunny is. However, I want to taste my toy on her lips. Sliding my free hand into her hair while I continue to work Bunny from the inside, I tug her to my mouth. Glenna moans loudly and I’m overwhelmed with kissing her with the taste of another mixed in with the chocolate kiss.

“Oh, God!” Bunny’s yelp of pleasure is a precursor of what’s to come. I make sure to massage her clit with my thumb while my other fingers work her G-spot. Glenna lets me deepen our kiss and the moment I feel a hand on my cock, I nearly black out from pleasure. I’m not sure which woman is touching me but I’m not arguing.

Whimpers coming from Bunny, drag me away from my kiss. I’m surprised to see Caramel working my cock while she kisses Jamal. And Glenna is working Stallion’s through his slacks while he massages Bunny’s tit. Jealousy flares through me but I quickly squash it. I wanted this. This is my fucking game and they’re all in it to play along. Even Dubois.

My gaze flits to where he stands stoically off to the side, awaiting further instruction. Stallion drops his mouth to Bunny’s and whispers something only she can hear. Then, he places his lips on hers and kisses her softly. I’m about to tell him to get the fuck away from her pretty mouth when—speaking of mouths—wet, heat slides down around my shaft.

Glenna has taken to sucking my dick, like she’s wanted to for years, and I groan at the sensation. Stallion moves his lips down to Bunny’s tit and I lock eyes with her.

With each thrust of my fingers and swirl of my thumb, I draw her closer to the edge. And with each bob of Glenna’s head, I get nearer to unravelling.

My eyes roll back and I sense that I’m about to cum in Glenna’s mouth at any moment. I don’t want to cum in her mouth—my cum is reserved for Bunny. It sobers me up and I yank her off my cock by her hair.

“Dessert’s over. Leave,” I snarl.

Four sets of confused eyes meet mine. They look fucking ridiculous with chocolate smeared all over their goddamned faces. Bunny looks good enough to eat though. Her head is tilted back and her chest heaves with desire.

“I said get the fuck out!”
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His barked order tremors through me and I’m vaguely aware of the other four people scrambling from the room. Squeaky wheels ring in my ears as Dubois follows behind them with the cart. My body tingles and throbs. I’m hungry for more.

Brax’s dark brows are furrowed in concentration as he sets to untying me. I’m not sure what his plans are for me next, but I don’t care. My heart is racing and my skin is sensitive from every brush of his fingertips on my flesh.

Red Hello Kitties.

The moment Brax lost himself to tasting me that first time tonight, the good-looking “toy” named Stallion from dinner, asked me if I wanted something to make it feel better. Considering the ties were biting into the flesh of my ankles and wrists, I didn’t think it could hurt. Not to mention, I had other reasons for wanting to float away.

Brax’s sudden mood change upset me more than I’d like to admit. I’d let my guard down with him and assumed he truly wanted me—for more than just a toy. But, even after everything with Jimmy, he showed his hand. I was nothing more than an investment for a short period of time. Despite the aching in my chest, it truly is better this way. When I have to leave at the end, so I don’t end up in Jimmy’s steely clutches, it won’t hurt a bit to leave Brax behind.

But now, as the world around me seems louder, crisper, bolder, I wonder if I made the wrong decision in accepting his drug. I’d wanted to dip off into oblivion, not be hyper aware of every touch, scent, and sound.

“What’s wrong with you?”

With slow blinks of my eyelids, I question him with my eyes. My mouth doesn’t work at the moment. “Mmm.”

His jaw clenches and I decide I very much like how sexy he gets when he’s angry. It’s enough to want to piss him off all the time.

I must fade into some sort of stupor because I focus again to see him wiping the sticky shit off my body with a rag. It’s warm and with the firm pressure he applies as he swipes it over my abdomen, I nearly come.

“Yes,” I moan, “don’t stop.”

“Are you fucking on something?”

I nod and lose myself to a fit of giggles—giggles that I think sound like bells ringing in heaven. It’s a lovely sound. I’m infatuated by it until a cold rain jerks me from trance.

“C-C-Cold!” I hiss and shiver. I’m vaguely aware that I’m now in the shower with him.

My eyelids are heavy but the way his strong fingers dig into me has me squirming in his arms.

“Stop moving.”

His voice is velvet and chocolate. Gravel and liquid gold. I want to bathe in the timbre of his voice—to orgasm from the reverberation of it. I’m limp in his arms and confusion sets in when he shoves a finger into my throat.

Against my will, I heave the contents of my stomach and watch in horror as it washes down the drain. The world spins and I’m once again lost.
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“Wake up.”

The deep voice warms and blankets me. I want to sleep inside of it. But instead of chasing the oblivion, a soft slap to my cheek startles me awake. I’m confused to see daylight peeking in and I’m naked under the sheets of the bed. Brax is dressed to the nines in one of his sexy-ass suits I like to tease him for and has a laptop in his hand. His face is growing scruffy and I want to scratch my fingernails over the hair on his cheeks. The annoyed glare on his face reminds me of the first day I met him.

“What’d I miss?” My throat is scratchy and croaky.

“My cock,” he smarts off and sits down beside me. “Did Stallion give you something?”

I squint and absently reach for him. He’s been a dick since last night but I still crave to touch him. “He gave me something called a Red Hello Kitty.”

He frowns. “What’s that?”

“E, baby.”

Brax shakes his head in frustration. For a brief moment, I see disappointment in his eyes. It sours my stomach. Bursting from the bed, I rush into the bathroom to vomit. Once, I’ve brushed my teeth, I stumble back into the room. I’m surprised to see that everything’s been cleaned up. What the hell did I do for the past several hours?

“No tie today?” I question as I slip back into the bed.

He smirks and his mouth quirks up on one side. “They’re all filthy as fuck.”

Heat rushes over my chest and I smile. “Last night was . . .”

“Incomplete? Unsatisfying? Annoying? Because that’s what it was to me,” he answers with a grumble.

I shrug my shoulders. “It was fun. But it’s what gets your rocks off, not mine. You have the audience fetish.” At first I’d been pissed that he brought his friends along to use me as a fucking table. But, not long after Stallion gave me the drugs, I’d not had a care in the world. In fact, I craved each and every one of them to taste me. Touch me. Anything to send the waves of bliss crashing all over me in one obliterating moment.

He rolls his eyes and yanks the covers away from me. His gaze skims up my naked flesh and I’m suddenly so warm. “How’d I know you were going to say that? While you were flying high on that shit, I was nursing blue balls.”

Lying backward on the bed, I arch my brow at him and spread my legs. “I’m so sorry. How will I ever make it up to you . . .master?”

His groan is music to my ears and I watch with glee as he frantically tugs at the buttons on his slacks, his eyes never leaving my sex. “You’re so much fucking trouble, Bunny. Jesus. I don’t know why I keep you around.”

I laugh at his complaining. Today he’s lost his fiery edge. It gives me the hope that I’d given up on last night. That hope will hurt me in the long run though and I need to get it in check. “You keep me around,” I tell him with a smile, “because you secretly like being driven crazy. Oh, and I give amazing head too.”

He smirks and grabs onto my thighs, pulling me over to the edge of the bed. I want to watch his deep, dark blue eyes as they explode with bliss when he climaxes inside of me. How they shine with adoration before he quickly hides it with indifference. I want him to make love to me.

His furrowed gaze meets mine and I see him once again warring. The way he visually appreciates my body is an indication that today might be sweet. But without warning, he flips me over to my belly, kicks my feet apart, and enters me roughly. From this position, my stomach flat on the edge of the bed, he seems to fill me more. His cock rubs against my G-spot in a delightful way and I nearly come when he grabs a handful of my hair, yanking back.

He fucks me fast and hard. I don’t even need any external stimulation—which may or may not be residual from the E—and I climax hard around his cock. His grunt is the only preface he gives before his heat explodes inside of me. A quick, satisfying fuck. Now I can get back to sleeping.

“Get showered and then packed up. We’re going home,” he says as he jerks out of me.

His cum rushes from me and down the inside of my right thigh. I stand up and regard him in confusion as he saunters off to clean himself up. Following after him, I put my hands on my hips. “Why? I thought we were here all weekend.”

He shrugs and tosses me the wet rag. “I’ve done all I came here to do. Besides, I need to show you something and then I have business to take care of. I’m leaving town for a week or so.”

My heart flutters in my chest. “Where are we going?”

I know I heard it right but I don’t want to get left back in Seattle while he jets around the world.

“Dubois and I, not you, are going out of the country to take care of a few things. We’re going to check on some investments. Clean up some trash.”

The heart that was flying crashes to the ground. Trash? Does that mean he’s going to get another toy? Am I a bore to him or too much to handle, especially after last night? Tears well in my eyes and I storm away from him. I’m nearly to the shower when he grips my bruised arm and twists me to face him.

“I’m coming back, Bunny.”

I blink furiously so the tears won’t spill over. “Okay, boss.”

He frowns and his perfect lips press together in displeasure. “What’s wrong?”

Shrugging, I attempt to pull away but he yanks me back to him. I’m once again transfixed on his lips. He slides a hand into my hair and pulls me in for a kiss. It’s sweet yet domineering. Without words, he’s making a promise to me. When he breaks away from me, I let out a moan from the loss of him.

“What if she’s better than me? What will you do with me?”

He seems flabbergasted by my words. “What the fuck are you talking about, Jessica?”

My name on his lips sets loose a whole army of butterflies in my stomach. “When you go to wherever it is you’re going. Are you getting another toy like me?”

His bellowing laughter startles me and I scowl. “It’s not funny to me,” I sass.

He flashes me a panty-melting grin and drops a kiss on my forehead. “Oh, Bunny. It’s quite hysterical to me, you see,” his voice softening from amused to possessive. “There could never be another toy like you.”

And on that note, he leaves me to stew on more of the confusion that makes up Braxton Kennedy.
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Brax and Dubois have been gone all morning while I dressed and ate some breakfast. He’d said I could leave if I needed to but I could see the strain in his eyes. It was apparent he didn’t want me to leave for fear of a repeat of yesterday. I didn’t want to leave for fear of running into Jimmy again.

I sigh and run my fingers through my now dry hair as I look out the window. Las Vegas is a bustling city full of life and excitement, yet here I am missing Brax’s house. I miss Cartier and Christine. I miss his warm vent in his bedroom. And most of all, I miss spending all of my time with Braxton.

The greedy part of me wants to believe that by the end of our agreement, he’ll have fallen hopelessly in love with me. That he’ll have found a way to keep Jimmy away. And that we’ll run off into the sunset holding hands together.

I snort, my bitter laughter echoing off the window. Even I know that’s an illusion I could keep fooling myself into believing. The smart me knows. The survivor within me knows. I have to enjoy this “vacation” until I get my money. Then, I have to disappear.

From Jimmy.

From Brax.

From the entire world.

And then, perhaps, I can begin to pick up the pieces of my life and start anew. Grace deserved a mother who was strong and could weather any storm. I will prove to my baby girl who never came to be that I’m that woman now. I’ll forever be infected though with the guilt of not having been that woman for her then.

The door to the suite opens and I jerk around, thankful to see it’s just Brax.

“Where’s Dubois?” I question.

“Taking care of some arrangements. Bunny, can you do me a favor?”

I nod and follow him into the other room where a laptop sits open. He taps a couple of things before turning the screen toward me. “Which one?”

His question dizzies me as I stare past the other two faces, my gaze becoming glued to him. Corgy. Bile rises in my throat and I clutch my middle.

“Jess, which one?” His voice is tense and impatient. I don’t want to look at the screen but Corgy’s droopy brown eyes burn a hole through me. I’m assaulted by memories that I hate. Memories I tried to forget. It would appear I’m a magnet for monsters.

“That’s it, skank,” Corgy hisses as I scramble onto the bed, eager for a hit. “Show me how much you want it.”

I crawl between his legs and begin fervently sucking his smallish cock. The drugs make it to where he can barely keep it hard half the time. I don’t care if it was the size of his pinky and limp as a noodle though, I’ll do anything for the skag.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he groans but he’s already softening.

My mouth continues to work him but I don’t know what to do with it when it’s flaccid—it’s not like he can really get off that way.

With a grunt of frustration, he pushes me away. “Bale!”

I’m itching for a hit and I nearly shriek for joy when Bale comes sauntering in with the tray containing my treats. I sit up on my haunches and offer my arm to him. But when Corgy swats it away, I stare at him in confusion.

“Fuck her, Bale.”

Bale makes a groan of excitement and sets the tray on the table by the bed. I gasp in horror when Corgy takes it from him and leaves me on the bed with the man. I need my drugs!

“It’s been a long time, Jessica,” Bale says, his finger drawing circles on my breast. By long time, he means yesterday. Corgy and his friends all take turns fucking me senseless every day.

I can hear Corgy messing with the skag and I drag my gaze to him. “Corgy . . .”

His disgusted glare meets mine. “Bale, do whatever you want with her. If I like what I see, I’ll reward her.” He waves the needle at me and I nod. I will be the best damn lover I can be.

Bale roughly grabs my chin and jerks me to him. “I want you to fight me when I take you.”

The craving to shove him away is strong but I shrug my shoulders instead. In the past, I had to fight off my husband all the time during sex. And Bale isn’t anything like him. Bale is nothing more than a weak, drug-addicted, loser. If I really wanted to prevent him from having sex with me, I could, unlike my husband.

After I nod, Bale begins stripping and soon his eyes take on a feral glint—one I’ve never seen on him before. I’m already naked since Corgy doesn’t like me dressed and I spread my legs to wait for him. Bale is larger than Corgy but not as big as Jimmy was. He’ll never be able to hurt me.

He flips me over onto my stomach and I relax. At least now I don’t have to look at him. My gaze fixates on the ugly floral print wallpaper instead. Bale soon enters me with a pleased grunt and I put on my show for him.

“Please stop. I don’t want this . . .” I squirm as I pretend to resist. One glance at Corgy tells me he’s not pleased with my acting skills.

“No, bitch. You’re getting every thick inch of this!” Bales’ nuts slap my clit and if I had a watch I’d check to see the time.

“No!” I cry out, a little more believable this time.

Bale yanks out of me and soon his hot semen splashes my back. Well, that was easy. When I glance over at Corgy, I’m disappointed to see he’s gone. I start to sit up but I’m pushed back down.

“My turn,” Corgy says with a grumble from behind me. I wait patiently for him to take me too. He spits to wet his cock as he always has to do because I’m never turned on by him or his idiot friends and he shoves it into my sex. The poorly endowed man hardly fills me and is nothing in comparison to Bale. I could almost sleep and I actually do begin to drift off.

Until he pulls out and pokes me a little higher. Jimmy had been grossed out by the idea of taking my ass and surprisingly never had. But now a shudder of fear ripples through me as I wonder if Corgy is about to.

Fire explodes through me, confirming my worst fears, when he shoves himself into the tight opening with a hard thrust. I scream at the top of my lungs and tears instantly begin to roll down my cheeks. My fingers claw at the dingy blanket as I try to get away.

“Bale, put her out of her misery,” he barks out to the other man as he fucks me as if he hates me.

After all these times of making fun in my head of Corgy’s small cock, I’m now eating those words as he brutally takes a part of me that wasn’t ready for even his tiny dick.

“P-P-Please, Corgy,” I beg, my pleas far from acting now.

Each time I clench at his presence there, I’m nearly blinded with searing white, hot pain. I try to relax but it hurts too damn much. I’m praying for death when Bale’s satisfied eyes meet mine as he kneels in front of me. He drags my arm by my wrist toward him. I watch with bated breath, tears streaming down my cheeks, as he ties the rubber around my bicep and thumps my flesh searching for the vein. With a wink, he stabs the vein with the needle and the heated bliss is instantly pushed into my body.

Corgy’s brutality behind me is a thing of the past as I relax and dive into the nothingness that awaits me. With every thrust into me, I grow less aware of my surroundings and shoot into a place where I’m free. I reach for Bale and he clutches my hand. My lips move to tell him thank you but nothing comes out.

The memory sickens me and I point at the brown-eyed twisted motherfucker before bursting from the room to rid myself of my breakfast. I expect Brax to call after me or show some sort of concern for my well-being. Instead, all I hear is a string of curse words as he slams the laptop shut.
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It’s been a few days since Bunny pointed out that Corgy fuck back in Vegas. Like a man possessed, I spent the next couple of days arranging my affairs to get to London. We never spoke any more on the subject of that asshole, but by the way she seemed to zone out and become sick, I know there’s more to his abuse than the shortened version she told me awhile back. I’d also wormed out the name of her friend when she’d realized I was going to London for a “visit.” She wants me to check on her to see how she’s managed over the years. I’ll be checking on her all right . . .

“There,” I point out the window to a rundown apartment complex in Dagenham.

Dubois slows down the car and we park in front of the curb. He retrieves a tire iron from the trunk and together we make our way into the dilapidated building. Before our trip here, I made sure of the address where the motherfucker lives now. The shithead was too poor to have a mobile phone or internet access, so there was no learning more about him on Facebook or anything to make sure he hadn’t cleaned up or if he has a family now. Dubois and I ascertained that surprising him was the best way to go. We’re not exactly dealing with the best person in the world and the prospect of his rehabilitation is nil.

His flat number is 623, so we stealthily make our way up to the sixth floor. It’s late at night, so we’re unseen aside from the wasted crack whore or drunk along the way. Once we reach the door, Dubois shoves the tire iron in between the door and the frame just above the knob. With a crack and a push, we’re soon garnered access. A quick sweep of the shitty-ass flat that resembles the Hole back home tells us there’s nobody in the front rooms. Dubois guards the door while I slink down the hallway to the only door available. Snores resonate from inside and my chest tightens with satisfaction.

I flip on the light and take in the sight before me. The idiot lies naked and sprawled out in the middle of the bed. A plump whore—probably one he’s captured judging from the red, raw markings on her wrists and ankles—is curled up on the foot of the bed, a needle hanging out of her arm.

Rage explodes inside of me.

The whore with her nearly black hair practically worshipping the man before her sickens me. And even though she looks nothing like my mother, I’m assaulted by the memories of my childhood. This was the scene every fucking day until she died and freed me from her selfish clutches. Every single day from as early on as I could remember until almost fifteen years of age, I had been following around the woman who was supposed to love me.

This woman doesn’t deserve rehabilitation. My mother never got it. Instead, my mother died in the only world I knew her from.

“The girl?” Dubois whispers from beside me, startling me from thoughts of my mother.

“Yeah, take her to a facility. Give them the money—I don’t care what it costs. Come back and get me when you’re finished,” I hiss and take the tire iron away from him. “I can handle this dickhead on my own.”

With a quick nod, Dubois makes it over to the whore and gently removes the needle from her arm. He might seem wiry and gentlemanlike to most, but I’ve seen this fucker fight on numerous occasions. Dubois possess probably as much strength as me. He doesn’t have the rage though that fuels my fists but he’s a tougher one than many. So, very easily, he scoops the heavy woman into his arms as if she weighs nothing. Once he’s gone, I turn back to the man responsible for ruining a normal woman. For turning her into a toy—my toy. She didn’t deserve this life but once again the men in the world took what wasn’t theirs. Like my real father did with Mom the moment he left her and her infant son without a dime.

I tap the end of the tire iron into my open palm as I make my way to the side of the bed. A bowl full of half-eaten noodles wafts its salty scent over me causing my stomach to roil in disgust. As a child, I wouldn’t have thought twice about eating that shit. When my mom would be busy with her johns who would allow her into their living space, I’d sneak out and raid their pantries. Most times, the idiots were nearly as poor as us and I’d end up eating an old slice of pizza from the counter or something stinky and questionable from the refrigerator.

But now that I’m filthy fucking rich?

I eat whatever I goddamn please. Including assholes like this for lunch.

“Wake up, Corgy,” I spit out in a hate-filled voice.

He stirs and slowly blinks his eyes open. Confusion sets in but he’s still somewhat high from the heroin I’m sure he shared with the whore. “W-Who the hell are you? Where’s Darlene?”

I sneer at him. “I’m your worst fucking nightmare, asshole. And this,” I say as I sling the tire iron and connect with his front teeth, sending several flying out all over the dirty pillows, “is for Jessica.”

He grunts, blood pouring from his mouth, and clumsily scrambles to get away.

But I’m quicker.

I’m always quicker.

I crack the metal down onto his spine and he rolls off the bed with a thud onto the hard floor. Not breaking my furious stride, I storm over to the other side to see him on all fours spitting out blood.

“And this,” I slam the weapon over the back of his skull, “is for my mother.”

The popping sound is his head cracking open. Blood soon pools quickly around his crumpled body and I smile. I’ve never been so satisfied in my life. In one quick moment, I feel like I’ve avenged the only two women I’ve ever cared about.

The realization hits, crashing on top of me like an imploding building.

I care about Jessica.

A fucking lot.

Toy or not, she’s burrowed her way inside of my black, rotten heart, and planted a tiny seed that’s beginning to grow.
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The man is nice to Mama. They still do her work stuff in his bedroom but he also cooks us hot meals and he lets me watch movies on his big television in the front room. We’ve been staying here for over a week in his apartment while Mama works, and I’m starting to like it here. It’s warm and comfortable. He even gave me a big, soft blanket to cuddle up in and always smiles at me as if I’m a welcomed guest.

“Goodbye, Richard,” Mama hisses as she stomps out of his bedroom.

He’s not far behind her, buttoning his fancy white shirt along the way. Richard isn’t gross and dirty like the other men. He told me he doesn’t normally live in New York—that he’s on business from Los Angeles.

“Please, Vicky, come back with me. I could make you and Braxton so happy.” His voice is wobbly and sad. It makes me feel sick inside.

She turns and glares at him. “Did you forget? I’m a whore? I don’t exactly fit in with your socialite friends.”

He grabs her wrist and tugs her to him. “I don’t have socialite friends, baby. I may work in LA but I’m not some rich snob like you think I am. I’m a normal guy who cares about a normal girl and her normal teenage kid.”

The hug he pulls her into is gentle and it squeezes my heart. I’m no longer interested in the television but am instead fixated on the way Richard strokes my mom’s hair like she’s his pet. I like it more than I’d ever admit out loud. She seems so relaxed in his arms. I want him to pet her forever.

“I don’t know,” Mama chokes out. “What if you grow tired of us? I can’t handle what it would do to Braxxy. He’s so naïve and young for his age. It would crush him.”

I swallow and worry that I’m the reason Richard won’t want us. I’ve tried to stay out of their hair and not bother them. I’m well-behaved compared to most fourteen-year-old boys, I’m sure.

Richard slips his hands to Mama’s cheeks and tilts her head up like in the movies to kiss her on the mouth. I should look away but I’m captivated by the emotion that’s thick in the room.

He wants her.

He wants both of us.

I swallow the thick ball of excitement.

Could we really move with Richard across the United States to Los Angeles? Would I have a bedroom? Would he buy me stuff like socks? Would he cook for us every night?

Richard breaks his kiss and stares down at her. “Baby, let me show you. There’s a great rehab facility and—”

Mama pushes him away from her abruptly. The sadness on his face guts me. I feel as though I’m watching a wreck through a window and there’s no way to stop it.

“I’m not one of your projects, Richard! You can’t just clean me up and fix me! I’m not fixable!”

She starts stuffing her belongings into her purse as she cries real tears—tears Mama never lets fall. It scares the crap out of me because I have no clue what’s going on.

Richard strides over to her and pulls her back to him. “Jesus, woman. Stop being so crazy. I don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want to do. I. Just. Want. You.”

Once again she melts into his arms and this time he pulls her back into his room. I watch the television but listen to them. Normally, when she works, she moans and says stuff like, “harder!” or “faster!” or anything to that degree but always with the same, flat, bored tone.

But now . . .

Now, she cries out his name over and over as if it’s a chant.

Richard. Oh, God. Richard. Oh, God. Richard.

And her name is on his lips too.

Vicky. I need you. Vicky. Come back with me.

About an hour later, Richard emerges with a happy smile on his face. He’s dressed in his suit and tie making him look the handsomest of any man she’s ever been with. I want to be just like Richard when I’m older. He strides over to me and ruffles my hair.

“I’m going to make a home with you and your mother,” he vows in a serious tone that I believe. “You’re a good kid, Brax. You take care of her like nobody else can. It’s time for me to take care of the both of you. I promise, life will get better from here on out.”

I nod, my own tears of joy welling in my eyes.

“Your mom is a tough cookie and doesn’t like handouts. It’ll be hell convincing her that I love her but I’ll do what it takes. She’s different—good different—and I’m going to help her get well. She’ll never have to work another day in her life.”

My heart soars at his words. Mama’s always sick and works way too hard.

“Here,” he says and hands me a card, “look after her today while I go to my meeting. It shouldn’t last more than a couple of hours. When I come back, be prepared to fly across the country. I’m looking forward to this, kiddo.”

He winks at me as he walks away.

I stare down at the crisp card. His name, Richard J. Kennedy, is neatly typed on the front along with his LA address and phone number. The extension sticks out to me. 1982.

“Wait!”

He stops and turns to find me charging for him. I hug him and inhale his scent. His smell is clean and what a successful man should smell like. I like his scent. And even though I’ve been using his shower and soap for the past week and a half, it doesn’t smell the way it does on him.

“Thank you, Richard. Mama deserves a better life than this.”

He pets my hair like he did Mama’s and tears well in my eyes. I wish he would pet me forever too.

“Well, son, I think you’re only partially correct there. You both deserve a better life than this. I promise you, things will get better. I’m going to make sure of it.”
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I stare out the window of the plane, deep in my thoughts. The trip back to Seattle is a long one and I’m craving to see Bunny again. I’d called Cartier a couple of times to check on her during the week we were gone and he said she was fine. It took everything in me not to have him put her on the phone but I knew better. If he had, I’d have jumped the plane a lot sooner which simply wasn’t an option. I had shit to deal with, including fucking up Corgy, and I didn’t need her interrupting that.

The popping of his skull was on repeat in my head. It soothes me when the anger comes. It reminds me that people like my mother and Bunny are meant to be protected from the assholes of the world.

I drift off for the rest of the trip until we’re taxiing on the runway back in Washington. I’m rubbing the sleep from my eyes as I tug my phone from my breast pocket to check and see if I’ve missed anything.

Twelve missed calls.

Los Angeles area code.

Shit!

I dial the number back and a woman answers the phone. “Mr. Kennedy?”

“Yes. Who the hell are you? Is my dad okay?” The choked sound of my voice startles me.

She sighs sadly on the other line causing my belly to drop. Not him too. Please, God, no. “My name is Dr. Acker. And actually, he’s not okay . . .”

I clench my eyes shut and run my fingers through my hair. “Is he dead?”

A rush of shocked breath crackles the line on the other end. “Heavens no. Thank goodness. Your father suffered a small heart attack last night. I’ve been trying to get ahold of you. He’s okay but he’ll need to be under constant care.”

“I’ll have it set up. He’ll have the finest nurses at his side.” I mean every word. That man won’t struggle one bit if I have anything to do with it.

The line goes quiet. “Actually, Mr. Kennedy, I think it would be best if he could come stay with you for a bit. You know he doesn’t have any other family. You’re his only son and it seems like he’d heal faster if he were around you.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose. My father has been my entire world since I was fourteen years old. If it weren’t for him, I would not have received a proper education or been groomed to become the businessman I am today. I owe him everything.

But can I let my dad into my world?

Let him near the filth that still infects my mind to this day?

He’d feel like a failure.

He would be disappointed in me.

A wave of nausea clenches my stomach into a fist. “I could come visit him for a week or two.”

She exhales loudly in frustration. “Mr. Kennedy, do you love your father?”

Tears sting my tired eyes and I bite my fist to keep from crying. “Of course I do. What sort of stupid goddamned question is that?”

Her silence only makes things worse.

“Can he fly?” I ask finally.

“Yes, in another four or five days I can give him clearance,” she says, her voice much lighter. “This will be for the best. He’s a good man and he needs to be around his son.”

I nod and swallow. Despite wanting to shield him from my life, I know I’d do anything for him. Even if that means bringing him into my disappointing world—a world he created for me—a world I then molded to my own dark needs. If it weren’t for him, I’d be nothing.

“Then it’s done, Dr. Acker. I’ll be there by the end of the week.”
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I stare at the basket and dread fills my being. It wasn’t like I didn’t know he knew where I’d be but receiving the basket solidified that fact. Christine gushed when she answered the door earlier and brought it to me. Of course she’d assumed that it was from Brax. I knew better. Braxton didn’t even want to speak to me over the phone while in London, much less send me a gift. Besides, this gift screamed Jimmy from the second I laid eyes on it. A large, over the top basket, had been filled with Georgia peaches, jams, jellies, a cookbook, and even some peach flavored candies.

After Christine ran off to start some laundry, I opened the card.

Remember our conversation, little peach.

There was no signature but I didn’t need one to know it was him. It was a threat. A simple reminder that he would, in fact, be coming back for me eventually. I fan myself with the card and sigh. It wouldn’t be difficult to just leave. Christine stays busy with the housework while Cartier orders shit online all day in the salon. They don’t watch my every move and I’ve been given the code to go outside.

Where will I go?

How will I get there?

I frown because I haven’t a penny to my name, no IDs, and no transportation. While Brax has been gone this week, I’ve been browsing on the computer looking for a place I could run off to and start a new life. Not the UK—I’m so over that life. And certainly not out east. Jimmy would find me in a heartbeat. I considered Nebraska or Kansas or some other semi-obscure state to get lost in. And until Jimmy’s gift arrived, I’d only been entertaining the idea of leaving.

Now, it’s becoming inevitable.

I fold the card in half and set it on the table. The scent of the peaches—Jimmy’s favorite—seems to saturate the air around me. My stomach churns and spasms. And yet . . . I’m still here. Staring at it.

My other option would be to ask Brax to release me, even if that means going unpaid. But something tells me he won’t let go of his precious toy that easily. I can only sit in his massive house, watching time tick by quickly, as I wait for the expiration date on my stay to come about. When it does, I’ll take the money and run. Hopefully, I’ll miss Jimmy before he tries to swoop in and collect me.

“You know,” Christine chirps as she reenters the room, “with Mr. Kennedy on his way back, I could take a few of those peaches he sent and make a cobbler.”

He’s coming back? Today?

The thought of eating cobbler with peaches that Jimmy, not Brax, sent sends me over the edge. I stand from the table and rush past her. “I’m allergic to peaches,” I lie breathily. “I’m going to be sick.”

I make it into the guest bathroom and head straight for the sink. Quickly, I splash cold water on my face and attempt to keep from throwing up. Lifting my eyes, I focus on the woman I am. The bruises Jimmy gave me last week are long gone. My eyes aren’t dull but instead a fierce, calculating jade color. White skin pales with each passing second as I stare at myself. I’ve thrown my hair into a messy bun that matches my sloppy look of yoga pants and a sweatshirt.

“Oh, Jessica, I’m so sorry,” Christine says from behind me. “I had no idea you were allergic. I’ll dispose of them and we’ll tell Mr. Kennedy I’ve put them away. I’m going to make some chicken noodle soup too since you’re a little green around the gills.”

I nod and absently wave my thanks to her. After she leaves, I remember Glenna’s pills from before and open the cabinet. My hands are shaky so when I retrieve them from between the two towels, they rattle.

These could certainly help wash the lingering thoughts of Jimmy away. But it would also cloud my mind and eventually they’d run out. I need to be clearheaded. If I have any hope of surviving this mess.

Carefully, I push them back where they belong and return to the mirror. The color has returned to my cheeks and I attempt a smile. It feels fake and unnatural on my lips. There was a time I could coast along and pretend—Jimmy taught me how to do that. But now? Now I don’t feel like pretending.

I don’t want to be Jimmy’s punching bag.

I don’t want to be Corgy’s fuck slave.

I don’t want to be Brax’s toy.

I just want to be Jessica. Grace’s mom. A woman with a chance to start over.

Tears spill down my cheeks at the mere thought of her. My heart clenches in my chest and I curse God for the millionth time for taking her from me.
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“You know we’re not poor, Peach. I could have hired someone to paint the nursery. Besides, didn’t the doctor tell you not to be climbing any ladders?” Jimmy’s deceptively sweet voice questions from the doorway from behind me. His words, though warm, send icy fear trickling down my spine.

His chilling presence washes over me and I scramble off the ladder before he decides to help me. I never want his help. His help usually means a slap to the face or push into a wall. So on a ladder, his help could be dangerous. I’ve been walking on eggshells doing whatever I can to please him so he’ll lay off me. I’d just planned to leave him when I found out I was pregnant with his child. Now, I have to be more careful knowing there are two of us to protect instead of one and that means taking steps to save so I can slip away from him with our child.

“Oh, um, yeah. I just wanted to do it myself. You know it gets boring around here while you’re gone,” I tell him sweetly. And even though I love the color and the décor I’ve outfitted her room with, I know it’s only something to pass my time. When I imagine holding my angel, I don’t see it in this hell hole. I see it someplace safe—someplace far away from Jimmy and his sick head.

I drop the lilac-colored paint covered brush I’d been using to cut in around the ceiling into the pan and smile at him.

Today he seems to be in a fairly good mood. I hope he stays that way.

“You’ve really let yourself go with this pregnancy,” he says with furrowed brows as I tentatively make my way to him. “I hope you lose some of that fat from your ass once you push out our kid.”

His verbal remarks don’t sting. I’ve grown used to them. It’s the physical ones I hate.

“I can renew my gym membership,” I say and slide my hands up his chest. “They have a day care there.”

He stiffens when I kiss his lips.

“So all those assholes can eye fuck you while your ass jiggles on the treadmill? Fuck that, Peach. I’ll buy you whatever you need for the house.”

I swallow and nod. “Sure, babe. I’ll do whatever you want.”

His eyes darken and he flashes me a wicked grin—a grin that once upon a time I had fallen in love with. At that time, though, I never realized the evil that danced behind that smile.

“Well, I want you to drop to your knees and suck my cock. Daddy’s had a long day.”

I refrain from cringing and instead drop before him. Once I have his length in my mouth, I rub my belly.

Only a few more months of playing nice, baby girl, and then we’re out of here.

A long overdue and genuine smile tugs at my lips as I pleasure my bastard husband. Only a few more months . . .
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The purple room upstairs is a constant reminder of her and it nauseates me. I’m half tempted to ask Brax if I can repaint it. I glance back at my reflection and it makes me cry harder. The woman looking back at me is scared and vulnerable. Pills from the cabinet beckon to me and I’m reminded of a similar situation when Trevor was in here with me.

Why is it that only the darkest and most evil men cross my path?

I splash more water on my face when my stomach flops again. My brain is a mess today and I can hardly cope with it, hence the upset stomach. With shaking hands I rub at my eyes. I’m tired of this life. For a long time, I’ve played a game for someone else. It’s high time I start playing for me.

Some things need to change right away. Using drugs as a crutch is one of them. With haste, I yank open the cabinet and retrieve the pills. I twist open the bottle and dump them into the toilet. As much as it scares me to handle life without them, it’s necessary. I toss the empty container in the trash and flush the toilet, watching with a smile as a part of my past is swept away. This time, when I look in the mirror, I can be proud of the woman staring back at me. I close my eyes and allow myself a moment to revel in the sensation.

Warm hands encircle my waist and for a moment, I think it’s Cartier. But his smell envelops me and I shiver. My heart speeds up to the much quicker pace it’s used to whenever he’s around.

Brax.

“Has anyone ever told you how amazing you are? I’d been waiting to see what you’d do with those pills. You passed my test.” I can sense the pride in his voice.

I reopen my eyes and am shocked to see the same, sad, exhausted look on his own face. For a moment, it makes me forget my problems and wonder about his.

“You’re back.” My voice is hoarse and quiet.

He buries his face into my hair and inhales. “I am. Jesus, I missed your smell.”

His words cause my belly to flutter with butterflies instead of rumble with sickness. Sometimes, this complicated man is just what my soul craves. I shudder and squash that thought immediately.

“How was London?”

He groans and pulls away. “Terrible. How was it here?”

“Terrible,” I mimic.

Turning in his arms, I notice he’s wearing one of his signature suits but the arrogance that usually paints his pretty face is lacking. We both stare at each other and inspect what we’ve missed. And we both have. Despite my attempts to ignore thoughts about how Brax makes me feel alive and happy, I know I can’t. Because he does make me happy—even when he’s being difficult and confusing. He’s only been here a few minutes and I’m already drunk on his essence.

“You look stressed,” I sigh as I reach up and run my fingers through his hair. His lids droop for a moment and it pleases me to see how much he enjoys having his hair touched. When I pull my fingers away and drag them down his recently shaven cheek, his eyes pop back open.

“You look stressed too. Miss me, Bunny?”

Hearing the dumb name on his lips warms me and a wave of dizziness washes over me. I nod and lift on my toes to kiss him. “Nobody spanks me while you’re gone,” I tease with a smile. “Not even Cartier when I beg him too.”

He groans and steals my mouth with his, kissing me deeply. Possessively. All consumingly. I fall into the abyss that is him and whimper out a moan into his mouth. His erection presses into me and suddenly all of my worries disappear.

I want him.

All of him.

Now.

“I want you so bad, Jess, but I am so fucking tired from traveling. Let me grab a shower and meet me in the Theater Room,” he instructs with a peck against my forehead.

The air is lighter. I’m no longer being suffocated by peaches. I’m captivated by the dark moon that orbits my world.

He tugs away and leaves me alone. The air becomes colder in the absence of his presence. Suppressing a shiver, I exit the bathroom and make a face at the lingering peach scent which seems to have poisoned the air.

On the way upstairs, I lose myself to my thoughts. Moments before, I was planning my escape and now, I just want to spend time with Brax. I want his warm, comforting presence holding me while I ignore my plan of action ahead of me. Even if it can only be for a short while.

And if he switches the flip and gets in one of those moods, well, he can fuck away my worries then. Because I might always be a whore, but I’m his whore who loves the perverted things that only he does to me.

I’m curled up in one of the comfy theater seats when I sense his presence. It’s as thick as the air. Always. Brax doesn’t do anything small or insignificant. He charges everything with all that is him and it’s electrifying.

“I heard you were a good little toy.” His voice blankets me in rich, velvety warmth.

“I was your bored little toy. It’s not the same here without you,” I tell him with honesty.

Glancing over, my mouth becomes dry to see him leaned against the doorframe wearing nothing but a pair of navy fleece pajama pants hung low on his hips. My eyes travel over his gorgeous, bare, sculpted chest of a god all the way down to a particular set of V-shaped muscles which point straight into the goodness that I’m becoming extremely familiar with.

He smirks but wisely doesn’t interrupt my blatant staring. I’m attracted to the man but I’ve never wanted to lick every inch of his flesh more than I do right now.

“Those pants would look better on the floor, you know,” I flirt.

His chuckle is boyish and loud. It causes a shiver of delight to quiver through me. My mood has skyrocketed while in his presence. Briefly, I worry about when the day comes where I won’t ever see him again. The thought makes my already woozy stomach revolt.

Ignoring the future, I watch as he saunters into the room to the DVD player. He mashes a few buttons while I lust over his back and firm ass.

When he finishes, he grabs a quilt from the closet and sits in the seat beside me while the music starts up. He fishes around in a pocket on the side for a remote and soon the room darkens.

“Fancy,” I say with a laugh. “They don’t have stuff like this in the ghetto.”

He grumbles from beside me. “You’re never going back to the ghetto.”

I frown because if I don’t play my cards right, it’s exactly where I’ll end up. “Are we really going to watch a Disney princess movie? I’d rather just suck your cock.”

“Jesus, Bunny. Why do you always have to say shit to mess with my head?” he complains. “For once just let me spoil you like I want.”

He lifts the arm rest between us and tugs me over into his lap so he can cover us with the blanket.

“You’re really not going to fuck me, Brax? I thought you were kidding about watching a movie,” I taunt, running my fingertips up his bare chest. “I’ve missed you.”

His fingers catch my jaw in an almost brutal grasp and he turns my face to his. Dark, sinister eyes flicker from the movie previews on the big screen as he glares at me. “Did you forget what I like? All it took was a week to forget our special relationship?”

He wets his lips in an angry way that has me wanting to rip his pants off and do dirty things to him.

“I’m sorry, sir. Seems like you might have to give me a refresher course,” I say feigning innocence.

A quick exhalation rushes from him and I get a whiff of the coffee he’s most recently consumed. It makes me want to suck the caffeine right from his tongue. He draws me to him and kisses my lips in a soft, stark contrast to the way his fingers dig into my jaw and hips. “My God, woman, what is wrong with you? Most women would just want to watch the fucking movie.”

“I’m not most women,” I sigh against his lips. “I crave to rile you up and provoke you. I like watching the vein in your forehead pulsate when you’re pissed. I like when you tie me up and spank me and treat me like you own me.”

He will own me—but not for much longer.

His hands make quick work of tugging off my sweatshirt and I whimper in pleasure. It, along with my bra, gets tossed to the floor behind us.

“I do own you, Bunny. Every pretty inch of your body—inside and out.”

I lift up on my knees and straddle him, his rock hard dick is a solid indication of his eagerness to play. His mouth finds my nipple and I moan in delight. “Oh, yes, I need this right now.”

He groans and his hot breath tickles my breast. It exhilarates me to the point that I wonder if I could orgasm this way. His teeth sink into my tender flesh and I let loose a scream of pleasure. My head drops back the moment his thumb fingers me between my legs over my yoga pants. Having not seen him in so long, I know I’ll easily succumb to bliss simply from his external touches.

Without warning, a shudder ripples through me and I cry out. With every press of his thumb on my clit, I grind against his thickened cock in an attempt to draw out as much pleasure as possible.

“I can’t breathe,” I whisper and collapse against his chest, our sweaty skin rubbing against each other.

He inhales and murmurs something so soft, I almost don’t hear over the opening credits of the movie. “I can’t breathe without you.”

My heart that’s skipping a few beats doesn’t take the time to register what he means because a very familiar movie—one of my favorite movies—starts playing behind me. And it’s not anything Disney.

“Brax! You didn’t!” I squeal as I scramble to turn around.

Sweet Home Alabama with Reese Witherspoon is playing on the large screen and I want to cry. This movie all adorable and romantic, reminds me so much of my Georgian life before Jimmy, back when things were fun and easy. My legs are draped over his right leg and he cradles his arm around me, his fingertips brushing my bare back softly.

“I thought we were going to fuck,” he teases with a chuckle.

I absolutely love when he’s like this—like a real man should be around his woman. Swallowing down that thought, I chew on my lip before answering. Do I think about myself as his woman? I certainly feel like I belong to him more than I ever did with Jimmy. Brax makes me want to be his. And even though he demands it, he never bullies it out of me like my husband did. Sure, he’s unorthodox in his ways, but he does it in a way that turns me on and draws me closer to him. I’m not even sure he realizes he does it.

“Should have stuck with the Disney movie. I can assure you, you’d have my pants off already,” I tease and press a kiss to his smiling cheek. “But, you dug your own grave and now you have to lie in it.”

“I’ll get those pants off of you eventually tonight, Bunny.”

I snuggle against him as he pulls the covers over us. This, with Brax, is something I could most certainly get used to. My heart aches and begs the question my mind doesn’t want to answer.

What if?
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There are few moments in my life that have brought me absolute joy.

Once, when I discovered a Hustler magazine at one of Mama’s john’s place. I happily sat in the bathroom with it and gave myself my first hand job. It was blissful but as soon as I finished, I hastily cleaned myself up and hid the magazine in the back of the cabinet underneath the sink. Before I let my conscience get the best of me, I’d allowed myself one moment to dream that I wasn’t in my shitty world but was instead in a place I had control of. A world I ruled.

I was happy.

When I turned sixteen, I woke up to an annoying jingling from my bedside and opened my eyes to a grinning Richard dangling a set of keys. That morning I’d walked outside to a black Z28 Camaro with glittery, gold racing stripes and gold pin striping. It was all mine. The best for my boy, he’d said.

I was ecstatic.

But neither of those instances compared to the bursting inside of my chest at hearing Bunny laugh, sing, and recite every goddamned word to that movie. Her giggles were infectious and during that movie, something happened. My nearly nonexistent heart thrummed to life—and it beat for another. It beat for her.

I was filled with absolute joy.

And now, as I thread my fingers with hers to guide her into my bedroom, I wonder if I’ll ever get moments like that again. Selfishly, I crave for more moments—not just of happiness—but of happiness with her.

It’s bigger than any financial goal I’ve set out to achieve. Larger than any house I ever wanted to buy. More out of reach than any ridiculously priced sports car I ever wanted.

With Jessica, I want to conquer and own her.

But the part that scares me is how much I want her to own me too.

“Have you ever thought about selling your company?” she asks in a soft tone, interrupting my thoughts, as she climbs onto my bed. Her dark hair has been spun into a messy do that somehow looks hot as hell on her. She peels off her clothes and stares off into the fire while she waits for me to join her.

I drag my gaze over her perfect, naked body and push my pajama bottoms to my feet. “A time or two. Why do you ask?”

She shrugs and lies back on the bed when I sidle up next to her. My cock screams to push inside of her but my mind is curious.

“I don’t know. I mean, your hotel seems like it’s a lot of trouble for you. And while you enjoy the entertainment,” she says with a gesture to herself, “it doesn’t seem worth it.”

Dragging a fingertip between her tits, I raise a questioning brow at her. “First of all, you’re more than shitty entertainment. You’re mine. And second, it makes me a lot of fucking money.”

She laughs. “And you already have a shit ton of it. Isn’t it time for ol’ man Kennedy to retire? Play some golf? Fuck some toys? Trade in the suits for sweatpants?”

I cringe at the thought of wearing sweatpants. Jeans, most likely. Sweatpants, never. “I’ve had a few offers for FTL. They’ve all been outrageous but I’m afraid to let go of it.”

Her green eyes meet mine and she bores a hole straight through me. Normally, I push her away from me but tonight she seems hell-bent on exploring parts of me that I haven’t even fully explored before.

“I think you should sell it. And soon. The market isn’t what it used to be. Sell while you can make a pretty penny and invest the proceeds.” Her concern for my company hides an ulterior motive behind her words. Why does she give a damn what I do with one of my most profitable companies? She’ll be gone soon anyway.

The thought is a sucker punch to the gut and I nearly laugh aloud. She’s not going fucking anywhere.

“Who’s the finance major here?” I question as I continue my teasing of her nipples.

She huffs. “I’m not stupid, Brax. I see a bigger picture here and if your company ever went under the microscope in the public eye, I’m afraid your ‘law-abiding, tax paying’ company might not be as legal as you claim it to be. Then what?”

My employees do everything to follow the letter of the law. But, Bunny was beat under the roof of my very own hotel, which makes me question if all the rules are being followed properly. Negotiations between a toy and Luxer are specific and agreed upon. However, when Luxers mix with toys that they don’t have agreements with, the lines become blurred. I hadn’t considered that aspect before but after what happened back in Vegas, I know I should reevaluate. And with the shit that went down with Trevor, I question what else is being done without my knowledge.

“My company won’t be under the microscope. Stop worrying,” I tell her with a grumble.

She lets out a deep breath. “What if Jim, er, James gets mad at you for hitting him? Didn’t he say he was a politician? Someone like that could make your life hell. He could find a way to put you in prison.”

Her nose turns pink and she appears to be fighting back tears. A small quiver of her bottom lip tells me that she’s close though. It pleases me that she seems to care so much.

I scowl at her. “That asshole isn’t shit to me—all fucking bark and no bite.”

She winces at my words so I soften them.

I bring my hands up to cup her face. “Bunny, I’m not going to prison. I’m not ashamed of my company or afraid I’ll get hauled off to jail. However, I can understand your point about retiring. I am getting older and tired. But, I won’t let some asshole scare me into selling before I’m ready.”

Defeated, she nods. Her fingers raise to my cheek and she strokes me with them. It’s gentle and it soothes my bitter soul.

“Now,” I sigh, not wanting to tell her the next part. “I do want to keep from discussing it when my dad gets here.”

Her eyes widen and they dance with questions. Neither of us have opened up much about our families and this feels huge to me. Our relationship is evolving from a normal master and his toy situation. She’s becoming my solace. My friend. My lover. My confidant. My escape.

“I got a call on the way here. He had a heart attack. His doctor doesn’t want him living on his own. He’s getting old and she thinks he’d do better around family.” I swallow, hoping the wobble in my voice doesn’t give away my vulnerability.

Here, locked in my warm sanctuary, I feel free of my past, present and future. Down here, with her, things are on pause. A pause with her equals an eternity of happiness.

“I’m so excited to meet him,” she gushes with a genuine smile on her face that makes my chest puff a little in pride. “Do you think he’ll like me? I mean, does he know about your ‘toy’ fetish?”

“Dad will love you—that much I can guarantee. He’s never met a stranger, I don’t think,” I tell her with a hint of adoration for him in my voice. “But, listen Jess, he doesn’t know a lot about my life. I go to his house for Christmas every year and we meet out in LA anytime I have a meeting there. He stays busy with his rotary club and orchid society, but he’s never been here. My dad is one of those people who sees the good in everyone—even street trash like me.”

Her eyes widen in shock and I immediately realize my slip up. Before I can distract her, my curious Bunny, fires off more questions.

“Braxton Kennedy, you are the most refined, exquisite, over the top man I’ve ever met—certainly not street trash. That would be me, handsome. Were you one of those rags to riches stories? What about your mum? Where is she?”

At the mention of my mother, my world spins around me. The warmth I try so hard to blanket myself with is ripped away as chilling memories haunt me. My heart is still hollow, bitter, and aching from her loss.

I think of anything to drive away memories, especially of those at the end, and I imagine the sound of Corgy’s skull popping over and over again—each one overlapping the last until it sounds like popcorn exploding inside my head.

But I can’t get her out of my mind.

Mama’s sad, sick eyes gut me.

I blink and blink and blink to rid myself of it but it won’t fucking go away.
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“M-M-Mr. Kennedy,” I cry into the phone. The card he gave me is wrinkly from my handling it so much and it is no longer the crisp and clean like him but instead dirty and dingy like me.

“Braxxy?! Jesus Christ! I came back from my meeting last month and you guys were gone. Where the hell are you now? I looked all over that damn city for you two!”

I’d remembered so well. Mama had dragged us out of his fancy apartment not even thirty minutes after he went to his meeting. She’d said Richard deserved better than her. I was sad for leaving his warm home and him, but deep down, I was glad Mama didn’t think I deserved more than her.

A choked sob escapes me and I fight for breath. I can’t do this. I can’t do this without her. “Mr. Kennedy . . .”

The line grows quiet on the other end and for a moment, I feel as though I’m all alone on this godforsaken planet. “Call me Richard. Where are you?”

“Chinatown in an apartment. They’re both . . .” I can’t say it.

“Shit!”

Neither of us speak but I can hear him slinging stuff around. Finally, after a few minutes, with us both trying to hide our tears from the other, he speaks again.

“Brax, I’m coming for you. I can get a flight out of LAX tonight and be there by morning. Can you stay put? Can you wait for me, son?”

My soul rejoices at hearing him assure me he’s headed my way. I feel so lost and the idea of him finding me is enough to keep going. “Yeah, I can do that.”

He asks for the address and after I locate it on an envelope on a stack of bills, I give it to him.

“Richard?” I question. “Will you hurry? There’s no food here and I’m hungry.”

His voice is full of emotion. “Mark my words, son. You will never go hungry again for as long as I live. You’re my boy now.”

I don’t want to hang up because his voice is comforting and strong. I want to latch onto it and never let go. I’d never known my “sonofabitch” father as my mom called him, but Richard was the closest thing to one I had ever experienced in my fourteen years of life. Even the old man down at the shelter who taught me how to read when I was younger hadn’t filled that role.

“I need to book a flight so I can leave,” he says reluctantly, his words mirroring my own.

I nod but the tears roll out because I don’t want him to leave me, yet I want him to come to me. My eyes skim over to my mother and her customer lying in his bed. Their bodies were cold and stiff when I touched them. Evidence of the cause of their death was strewn all around in the way of needles, baggies of rocks, and dirty spoons.

My mama was so sick.

And now she’s not sick anymore.

“Why’d she leave me?”

He sighs but his voice is firm. “Braxton, she couldn’t help herself. She was someone who’d gotten on the wrong path and couldn’t ever find her way back. People like your mother deserve more than the cards they were dealt. Sometimes they need someone strong and capable to show them the way. Your mother is free of her illness and addictions now. One day you’ll see her again, son—in another life where she’s pure and healthy. Don’t ever question her love for you. Because despite the problems she juggled daily in that foggy head of hers, one thing was always clear. Her love for you.”

His words calm me and I kneel beside her body. I press a kiss to her cold flesh and swallow. “I don’t want to be alone.”

“Braxton Kennedy,” he says in a firm, authoritative voice. I jerk to hearing my first name mixed with his last name. My mama said we didn’t have last names. Last names were for when you belonged to someone who took care of you and we took care of ourselves. “You will never be alone. You have my word, son.”

After we hang up, I find a blanket and drag it up over my naked mother. Crawling in next to her under it, I hug her stiffened body and kiss her on the forehead.

“Mama,” I whisper, my voice brave. “Richard is going to take care of me now. You don’t have to work ever again.”
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“Braxton. Talk to me.” Sobs drag me from my memories and I’m thankful to see Bunny beneath me. Only she’s crying too. Not just tears rolling out but full on sobbing. In an instant, I inventory my surroundings.

Her legs are around my waist and her palms are on my cheeks cradling my face. I’m balls deep inside of her and don’t remember how I got here. I expect to see fear in her eyes. Hate. Something other than an emotion that steals my soul straight from my fucking body.

“Jessica,” I grunt and attempt to pull out of her, “Jesus, what the fuck?”

She lifts her head and kisses my lips in a reassuring way. Her body wriggles beneath me to urge me on. My heart skips a beat and my world is once again on pause.

With her.

Only with her.

I dive my tongue into her mouth and kiss her in a way I hope conveys how much she consumes me. With every thrust into her tight heat, I let her own me in a way nobody ever has.

“Shh,” she murmurs into my mouth. “I have you now.”

My desire for her increases tenfold at the sound of those words. Words I said to her all those weeks ago in my office, when I revealed my most cruel and sadistic side to her. When her body tightens around my cock, I grunt out my release. I’m not sure if she even got off but I’m so lost in her—her scent, her taste, her voice, her everything—that I don’t let it ruin the moment. She seems perfectly content stroking my back and kissing my lips as if her mouth has the power to heal me.

And right now, with my life on pause, she fixes every single goddamned part of me.

I don’t detach myself from her and instead just stare at her. Her now serene face is glistening with her tears and her pink nose is so fucking cute. How’d she bewitch me so easily?

“So, what happened between you and your mum?” she questions in a soft, sweet tone.

“I hate her.”

The venom I try to fuel my words with falls flat. Even I know that’s a lie.

She frowns, marring her perfect face. “For some reason, I have a hard time believing that.”

I shrug and pull out of her, rolling onto my back. She curls up beside me and gently fingers my chest.

“Tell me about her, Brax.”

A dark chuckle escapes me. “There’s nothing to tell. She was a drug addicted whore who could barely care for her son. Not much to say on the matter.”

Her sharp intake of breath steals more of my soul. She regards me with a look of confusion, the hurt written all over her face, ruining her pretty features. “Like me?” she asks with a slight quiver to her voice. “Do you hate me if I’m like her?”

I think of when Bunny first fell into my car. Her makeup was shitty. She was dirty as hell and stank. And she was practically crawling with diseases. I’d chosen her, just like I choose them all, because she was like my mother so long ago. But unlike back then, I now have control over my situation. Fixing those whores and breathing their life back into them, even if only for six months, is soothing to the shredded being within me. I can make things right for them like I couldn’t ever do with Mama.

But Jessica?

She’s so fucking different.

This woman started out just like the rest but then she wormed her way into my heart. I knew she was unlike the rest. Her life had taken a shitty turn but she was every bit as lost and vulnerable as I was when I was a kid. Every time she’s cold, I sense the pure devastation of the reminders of her homeless past. Each time she’s handed a meal by Christine, she appreciates it as if it might be her last. And every time we touch, she seems to drink in my praise and affections, much like a neglected child or puppy would.

Jessica reminds me of me.

We share the same sentiments. They link us together.

Sure, the other homeless whores, they had the same issues. But they all seemed to suffer from mental anguish like that of my mother. Even when I tried to fix them, I always knew they’d never remain pristine and restored—that they’d always revert back. It was in their DNA.

My Bunny’s a survivor though.

With each passing day, I can see her strength and resolve returning. The determined glint in her eyes to overcome her past overshadows everything she does. When I see Jessica, I’m looking in a mirror.

“Jessica Kennedy, I could never hate you,” I whisper and kiss the top of her head. “You actually scare the shit out of me because you’re the furthest thing from hate in my eyes, baby.”

Last names are for when you belong to someone who takes care of you.

I expect her to tense up or question my nonsensical talk. To argue about her last name being Rabbit or revealing her real last name. Instead, she snuggles up against me.

“I wish we could pause this moment,” she says, her soft breath tickling my chest.

Closing my eyes, I smile.

A pause with her equals an eternity of happiness.
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It’s been three days since he left me to go fetch his dad, but this time, things are different. He left me and went alone because I was actually ill with a twenty-four hour stomach virus the morning he left and couldn’t travel with him despite my begging. But, unlike when he left for London, he’s called the house about ten times a day to check on me. Several of those times, especially late at night, I would curl up in his bed and talk to him about my college days or when I worked at the busy law firm. He’d spill little tidbits of his own past and how he came to find his employees. It’s been nice getting to know him in such an intimate way.

Neither of us really dove into our pasts. I mentioned my brother a couple of times in passing as I’d recall a memory but nothing detrimental. And now, I’ve allowed myself to believe that Brax and I can be more. That perhaps he’ll want to keep me and together we’ll find a way to keep Jimmy from ruining both of our lives.

The thought of Jimmy sucks the air from my chest. Even though I’ve revealed a lot to Brax, he still doesn’t know much about my past. With Jimmy having been his client, I’m worried he’ll act irrationally—not on his behalf but on mine. Just like he defended me from Jimmy’s berating back in Vegas, I fear he’ll go after him in an attempt to avenge me.

Just like Trevor.

Just like Corgy.

I’m still unsure what he and Dubois did when they went to London but I have a sneaking suspicion it had something to do with Corgy considering he asked about him before he left. Knowing that Brax attacks first and asks questions later, I feel like he went on a mission to destroy the man. And as it was when Trevor poorly attempted to have his way with me, Brax nearly killed him. I have no doubt Corgy met the same fate.

“Why do I feel like I’m going to get killed for this?” Cartier complains as he peels the last of the tape from the door trim, dragging me from my thoughts.

I tuck the beige sheet into the bottom of the bed and turn to look at him. His dark, chocolate curls are speckled with a khaki color and his mouth is pursed together in a pout. He took off his shirt somewhere along the way and dazzles me with his sculpted perfection. It truly is a shame he bats for the other team.

“You’re not going to get killed. You and I both know that the purple was terrible. Plus, his father isn’t going to want to stay in the Princess Room. And there aren’t any other rooms available for him.”

He saunters over to me and helps me make the bed. We spent the first couple of days painting and all day yesterday shopping for decorations. Despite Cartier doing something that wasn’t a direct order, I knew he had fun helping me pick out everything. Plus, someone had to pay for it all.

“Yeah, but why couldn’t we have asked permission first?” he whines.

I toss a pillow at him. “Because, goofball, then it wouldn’t be a surprise!”

His anxiety is infectious and my heart starts thumping around in worry. What if he hates the surprise? What if I misjudged the progression of our relationship and was too forward in moving all my things to his bedroom? I swallow down fear that oddly reminds me of how I’d worry when I’d make a change back at my Georgian home with Jimmy. It was always hit or miss with him. If he loved it, I was rewarded with peace. If he hated it, I learned my lesson.

“Oh my!” Christine gasps from the doorway. “Jessica, you’ve simply outdone yourself. This room is absolutely stunning. Mr. Kennedy will be so proud of all your hard work.”

I toss Cartier a smug I told you so grin. “Good. Cart here was trying to give me a heart attack about it.”

She tsks at him but waves me to her. “Come on, sugar. I need your help in the kitchen. This meal is your show, I’m merely an assistant. But, Brax called a while ago and told me he’d be here by six. If we want to feed those three hungry men when they arrive, we’d better hop to it.”

“Cartier, you can help too,” I tell the pouting angel.

He follows as we head for the elevators, tugging his shirt back on along the way. “If Mr. Kennedy gets pissed, I was coerced and threatened. Just to be clear. Oh, and you stole my credit card.”

I laugh when Christine swats at him. “Grow some cahones you big loon. He’d be a fool not to recognize Jessica’s efforts to make his father feel welcome. If he has a fit, he’ll meet my rolling pin.”

We all chuckle at the older woman’s threats. Brax would take all three of us down in a second but something tells me despite his gritty exterior, he’d never want to hurt any of us.

The cooking becomes a flurry of chatter and easy banter. It’s the closest familial moment I’ve had in a long time and fills me with emotions I haven’t felt since before I met Jimmy. I’m happily frying the chicken strips while the whir of the mixer that Christine is mashing the potatoes with thunders from beside me, when I feel his presence.

His heat envelops me from behind and I sag in relief.

If I weren’t afraid I’d burn the chicken, I’d throw myself into his arms. He wraps his arms around my middle and inhales my hair. My knees wobble and thankfully, he holds me to him so I don’t collapse.

“Jessica’s Famous Fried Chicken?” he questions, boyish amusement lacing his voice. His voice is soft and echoes off the long-since turned off mixer that still rattles in my head.

I turn my head so I can see his handsome face. Eyes so blue stare back at me, all traces of grey as gone as yesterday’s rainstorm. His facial hair has grown out once again and I sigh like a lovesick girl.

“One taste and you’ll be mine,” I assure him with a southern drawl that now feels as forced as the British dialect I use daily.

He chuckles and gives me a kiss. “I was yours the moment I first tasted you, Bunny.”

My skin heats even as he pulls away to leave me cooking. I scoop the last piece and put it on the plate before turning off the stove and turning to see where he went. I’m surprised to see two men wearing matching suits chatting in the doorway. Christine bosses Cartier around in the kitchen to finish up the side dishes while I make my way over to the men.

“Dad, this is, Jessica,” Brax says, introducing me by my name.

I flash him a pleased grin and I swear he seems embarrassed. Turning to his father, I turn on my southern charm, accent and all.

“So good to meet you, Mr. Kennedy.”

The man is tall and built for an older fellow. His dark hair is mostly grey but the youth in his eyes is ever present. He’s truly a good-looking guy but he looks nothing like Brax.

“A true southern belle. I can see why my son is smitten with you. You’re every bit the darling he assured me,” he says with a smooth, velvety voice and takes my hand in greeting. “Please call me Rich.”

“Dad, she’s British. Don’t let her fool you with her acting skills,” Brax tattles.

I swat at him. “Spoilsport,” I huff, this time without the accent. “Go sit your butt down and let me dazzle you with my southern cooking. We’ll see who’s acting then.”
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“Little lady, you are quite a delight,” Rich says with a chuckle and pats his belly. “I could get used to this cooking.”

Brax shakes his head and pins him with a firm glare. “I wouldn’t get used to it if I were you. Consider this your last meal, Dad. After tonight, I want Christine to cook you low cholesterol meals. There won’t be any more heart attacks on my watch.”

Richard grumbles but doesn’t seem terribly hurt by Brax’s words. In fact, he seems happy. His son cares about him and it’s written all over his handsome face.

“I want you to work out too,” Brax says. “I could use a gym partner upstairs.”

“You have a gym?” I blurt out.

Richard looks over at me quizzically and Brax’s eyes widen. I still haven’t seen the second floor.

“Yes,” he says, clearing his throat. “I haven’t gotten to show it to you yet because you distract me from working out in it,” he groans playfully to save the fact that his father doesn’t know about our arrangement and the parameters of my stay. Despite his easy manner, anxiety darkens his blue eyes to their stormy grey. “I’m tired, guys. I need to sort out where Dad is going to sleep and—”

“About that.” I interrupt him, my stomach flopping in anxiety now that his mood has changed. His jaw is clenched and his eyes are on mine. Swallowing, I quickly stand. “I took it upon myself to, um, redecorate.”

Brax narrows his eyes at me and everyone else disappears but him. I try to smile at him but he isn’t amused. He looks apprehensive about my little surprise. Clearly, Brax isn’t one you simply “surprise.”

“On that note, I’m turning in early,” Cartier murmurs and makes a hasty retreat from the dinner table. Chicken shit.

Christine, clearly sensing the mood, excuses herself from the table to clean the kitchen. Dubois, apparently doesn’t need to say anything and escapes the pending storm. They’re scattering like cats. At least Rich hasn’t fled the scene. I flash him an appreciative smile. The old man may not know all of Brax’s secrets but he’d be a fool to miss the sudden shift in the air.

Brax stands and holds a hand out to me. “Which room did you redecorate?”

I swallow and point upward. “The ugly-arse purple one.”

His lips quirk up on one side and his eyes lighten a few shades. It gives me hope. Rich snorts, clearly amused by my behavior.

“I also, um, locked the ‘storage’ room next to it. It’s a mess in there and Christine didn’t have time to spruce it up for your dad,” I tell him in a rush as I take his hand.

Cold fingers tighten around mine and I grow dizzy with worry. As we make our way upstairs, Brax and Rich discuss the family business and I distract myself with listening. Rich, even though he’s technically retired, gushes about Kennedy Toys with a pride that makes my heart swell. Brax may not look like his father, but they are both so similar—in the way they dress, their love and dedication to their business, and an undeniable love for each other. It makes me think of my own father and once again, my stomach churns.

“This home is beautiful,” Rich compliments. “Your mother would have loved it.”

Brax’s gasp is inaudible to the old man but I hear it. Rich speaks of her in a fond tone and it makes me wonder what happened to the two of them—why they’re no longer together.

“Are you two divorced?” The question slips out of my curious little mouth before I have the sense to stop it.

We reach the doorway to the former Princess Room and they stop. Brax’s gaze falls to his feet shadowing his features. I want to reach out to him but Rich’s broken face stops me.

“Jessica, she passed away,” Rich tells me, his eyes fixated on Brax. “Drugs stole away my boy’s mother. She’s in a better place.”

Tears well in my eyes and the tightness in my chest is physically painful. “I’m so sorry for the both of you. I didn’t know—I thought that—”

“Enough, Jessica,” Brax snaps, startling both myself and his dad. “Just show us the damn room.”

His words sting and now I can’t stand that I’m about to show him the room. He’ll hate it. Reaching past them, I turn the knob and push the door open.

“I don’t know what it looked like before, but this is really nice, sweetheart,” Rich says in a soft tone.

I shrug my shoulders and survey the room. The furniture is no longer white but instead mahogany. Every single element in the room is masculine aside from the white carpet but I couldn’t really do anything about that on such short notice. I’ve decorated it well and it would easily grace any magazine cover.

Brax thunders past us and into the closet. He rattles some empty hangers and curses. Now, I’m barely holding it together. All I wanted to do was help and surprise him. But it’s like I’ve done something terrible. I have royally pissed him off.

“Um, Rich, it was so good to meet you but I’m feeling unwell. I think I’m going to retire for the evening. I’ll see you at breakfast. I will abstain from the bacon and eggs as well—we can suffer the no cholesterol thing together,” I tell him with a shaky voice that was meant to be light and playful.

He frowns and holds his arms open. Such a simple gesture—one a father would do for his daughter—and yet it means so much. I all but run to him and let the old man, who smells almost identical to Brax, collect me into his arms.

He squeezes me and kisses the top of my head. He’s everything my father should have been—warm, accepting, loving.

“Sweetheart, Braxxy needs more love than most. It takes a special person to love all the rigid parts of him. On the outside he is rough around the edges but I can assure you his heart is pure gold. Hang in there with him,” he says in a whisper. “He needs a woman like you by his side.”

I nod my promise to him before pulling away. Scrambling from the room, I barely make it into the elevators before a foot stops it from closing. Anxiety blooms in my chest as I remember the last time an elevator was stopped by a foot. That time, Jimmy invaded my world. He hurt me. And I worry about what it is Braxton will do now.

Because he’s pissed.

It ripples from him.

There’s no escaping his fury.

“Where exactly do you think you’ll be retiring to?” His voice has a sharp edge and I dare a glance at him as he stands on the opposite side. I follow his gaze to the control panel. My finger hovers over the numbers that I know will gain me access to the third floor—his floor.

“I guess the couch,” I say and drop my hand.

“Look at me.”

Lifting my gaze, I stare at the predator before me. In one evening we went from equals to me being his prey. It makes me sick just thinking about how easily it all got turned upside down.

“Don’t you think,” he asks me with a growl, “that little whores should sleep in the Hole?” He punches the numbers on the keypad and I fidget.

“Brax—”

“Don’t!” he thunders. I wince when he stalks over to me and snatches my hand. His grip is firm but not brutal. The doors open to the third floor and he drags me along behind him. I’m emotional today and he’s making it worse with his shitty mood. By the time we reach his room, I decide the Hole is preferable in comparison to being near him.

“Punch it in.”

I swallow and risk a glance at him. His eyes are grey and they hold a fierce glint to them. “Punch what in?”

We both know I’m stalling.

We both know I know.

“Punch it in, toy, before I whip your ass.”

I don’t mind the name. Normally. Today though, it’s as if he’s trying to cut me with it. Harnessing my inner fire, I meet his gaze with a blazing one.

“Sure thing, master. Always bowing down to you, master,” I seethe. With exaggerated movements, I punch in 1982 as if I want to hurt the keypad.

He curses but storms inside. I’ve already placed my belongings in the closet on one side and now I wonder if he’ll rip them all from the hangers.

“Did you forget your goddamned place here?” he snarls.

Despite his anger, he’s hiding something. Pain. Hurt. Sadness. I let it infect my heart and I can’t find my own anger because of it. Instead, I want to hold him. Run my fingers through his soft, dark hair. Murmur reassurances to him.

“Why are you so mad at me?” I challenge back, letting my tears spill over.

He yanks off his jacket and works at the knot in his tie. I stare stupidly at the man who looks like a sexy demon standing in front of the flames of his fireplace. My mind becomes a daze as he undresses, each garment getting heaved to the floor as if he has the power to split the ground with the force at which he throws them.

When he’s finally naked in all of his beautiful glory, I stare at him.

“What now, Ken Doll?”

The vein pulsates.

And he becomes enraged.
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It’s not her fault.

It’s not her fault.

It’s not her fault.

But it is.

“Undress.” My demand is cold and unyielding.

She meets my glare with defiance. “No.”

Rage rushes through my veins and it takes everything in me not to pounce. Even with my sudden change of attitude, my toy stays strong. She’s resilient. A chameleon. Ever changing to adapt to the storms of life.

“Bunny, you have five seconds to get naked and bend over that bed. I think your ass needs a good whipping so you can remember you’re just a paid whore,” I sneer. “Nothing more.”

Her face falls and my chest squeezes. Jessica rattles the ground I stand on. She fucks with my head. And tonight with her and Dad together, I started losing it. My mind decided to unravel—this woman is holding the thread and running with it. I need to get this shit into a form I can manage. Her as my toy is something I can control. It leaves me with an outcome I can understand.

“Five,” I bellow and she jumps.

Her fingers find the bottom of her shirt and she tugs it off. Underneath is a pink bra that houses her gorgeous tits. This bra is a fucking winner as it makes her breasts seem at least a cup larger. Dragging my eyes from them, I cross my arms over my bare chest and raise an expectant brow.

“Four.”

She flips me off and then reaches behind her to undo the bra. It falls to the floor in front of her. I want to mark up her swollen tits with my teeth. Jesus, I’ve missed her body. My rock hard façade of anger begins to crack as desire seeps in.

“Three.” This time, a hungry growl.

She shimmies out of her jeans, dragging her panties down with them. As she bares herself to me, I momentarily forget what it is I want to do to her.

All I can think about is her.

Her.

Her.

“Two,” she taunts.

I stalk over to her and my hand clutches around her throat. “One.”

I’d wanted to spank her but now I just want inside of her. She yelps when I push her against the wall. Our heated eyes meet briefly before I smash my lips to hers. I slip my hands to her ass and lift her. She moans into my mouth and wraps her legs around my hips. The second I push into her tight heat, she screams.

The scream isn’t from pain.

Or pleasure.

Her scream is at me.

For putting her through this. All of it.

I’m losing the battle with her. She owns me no matter how hard I try to reverse the roles and put her in her place. I am every bit as addicted to her as she was to the heroin not that long ago. Her nails dig into my shoulders and it draws me out of my trance.

My eyes find her teary ones and I expect to see the hate I deserve.

“Don’t stop, Brax,” she begs as my mouth hovers over hers. “Don’t ever stop.”

Heat rushes down my body and my cock feels as if it might explode at any second with my release.

“I’ll never stop, Jess.”

My words cause her body to shudder and for a moment I think she’s crying. But I soon realize she’s coming without abandon. The moment her pussy constricts around me, I lose it and my seed rushes into her.

I pound and pound into her until she grows heavy in my arms. When I slide out of her and set her to her feet, her features crumble and her head falls in her hands. Out of nowhere she slaps me across the fucking face.

“You stupid, stupid bastard!”

I’m too damn astounded to do anything but gape at her. But as she starts snatching up her clothes, I break free from my mental hold and leap into action.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I roar and snatch her bicep.

She tries to wriggle free but I clutch her tighter. “I’m leaving.”

I blink at her in confusion. “But we just had sex.”

The laugh that rips from her is dark and sinister. “That’s exactly why I’m leaving.”

“This makes no fucking sense, Jessica!”

She pokes me in my chest. Her glare is furious and her chest heaves with each breath she takes. “We make no sense, Braxton.”

I snatch her wrist and yank her to me. She starts to fight me but I hold her against my body. My heart is pounding out of my chest and I begin to freak the fuck out. If she leaves me, I won’t be able to deal with it. I’ve already let her inside my head and I don’t ever want her out.

“Talk to me, baby,” I murmur against her hair.

“I don’t need your money.”

I groan. “I don’t give a damn about the money. I care about you.”

She lifts her head and stares up at me, the fire long since gone. All that remains are her tears. “Do you?”

I was a fucking coward to react the way I did tonight. When she asked Dad about my mother, I snapped. All progress we’d made took a flying leap out the window and I craved to hurt her. To remind her of her place. To fucking punish her for being a drug addicted whore like Mama. But as soon as the rage exploded, it’d just as soon died. Truth is, I don’t want to hurt her. I just want her.

I know she needs an explanation but I don’t fucking have one. The reason is that she twists the threads of my already fucked up head into a complicated tangle where she tugs the strings and controls the mess that is my heart.

“Brax?” The lift of her chin in the air is a sign of bravery on her part. She’s not letting me off the hook so easily.

Releasing her, I slip my fingers into her hair and kiss her sweet mouth hoping to distract her from words that I can’t seem to find the strength to voice. When I break free of her, tears swim in her eyes and her bottom lip quivers wildly. I grab hold of her hand and tug her with me toward the fireplace, snatching our blanket along the way. As if we’ve done it a thousand times before, we sit on the edge of the rug and I wrap us in the blanket.

“Brax, please.”

I wrap her up in my arms, and hold her to me. “I’m sorry, Bunny. So fucking sorry.”

She nods but doesn’t speak.

“It’s just . . .” I trail off. “It’s just hard talking about her, okay? I found her cold, dead body. She’d died of a drug overdose and I was alone at fourteen. If it weren’t for my dad, I would be nothing. Fucking nothing.”

I squeeze her to me and inhale her clean scent. This is one of those moments I want to pause. One of our moments that only make sense right here on this rug.

“I’m a mess, clearly. I mean, I buy women to use as my toys for Christ’s sake. My head is fucked up, baby. And you only seem to fuck it up more. But the thought of giving you up soon—it guts me.”

She sniffles. “Braxton, stop shutting me out. Every time we make progress as a real couple, you get lost inside of your damn head. Part of me wants to work on this—to fight for something tangible—something that will outlast my stay here. The other part of me wants to run for the hills and never look back. I’m okay with you humiliating me, degrading me even, if it’s what gets you off. If it’s what you need. You know I enjoy it too. But I demand your respect and your honesty. And that,” she says motioning upstairs, “that was neither of those things.”

My mind reels. She wants answers I don’t have to give. I bury my nose into her hair and inhale her—all sweet and vanilla. Her scent works to soothe the inner aching parts of me. Pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder, I attempt to harness the strength in her and give her some sort of explanation.

“Ever since Mama died, I like control. Having grown up in a world where I starved and never felt warm enough, I need it. I need to be able to know that every single aspect of my life yields to my demand. That I can mold it to my liking. It soothes an ache that never truly goes away.”

She remains quiet for a moment but lifts a hand and strokes my cheek as if to thank me for my words. Then, she turns in my arms and straddles my lap. Our blanket falls to a heap around us. “Let me see your hand,” she whispers.

My brows pinch together in confusion but I offer it to her. With shaking fingers, she guides it down her belly and for a moment I think she wants me to get her off. Instead, she veers off to the right near her hip bone and makes me touch the flesh there.

“Do you feel that?” Her voice quivers.

A small ridge under my fingertip.

“Yeah. A scar?”

She drops her forehead to mine and gives it a sad shake. “A stretchmark.”

My fingers continue to feel her skin and I probe both hips with each hand. I can feel them. Small, insignificant. Unnoticeable.

“Her name was Grace.”

A chill washes over me and my chest feels as though it’s being split open. The doctor back in London had mentioned a possible pregnancy and now it has been confirmed.

“She was my baby. I loved her, Brax, even though I never got to know her.”

“What happened?”

A cry chokes out of her and I hug her to me. Her face presses against the side of my cheek and her lips find my ears. “T-T-The stairs. The b-b-blood,” she stammers with a whisper.

“Jesus, Jess, I’m so fucking sorry.”

A haunted howl rips from her as she lets loose the agony buried deep inside of her. It’s raw and dark and unfiltered, as if it’s the only time it’s ever been released. She begins slapping at me, anger exploding from her. Her hits are nothing to me but everything to her.

Over and over and over again.

I let her expel the rage at having lost her child. It seems like only yesterday that Richard bore the brunt of my own explosive anger. And he endured every single hit just as I am now.

That’s what you do for love.

Love.

Shit.

When her hits weaken, I flip her over onto her back. In front of the fire, I cover her with my warmth and kisses. Soon, her cries become pleas and I tend to her needs. My cock slides into her as if it knows its own way and I make love to her. One thrust at a time.

“I love you, Jessica Kennedy.”

The last of her broken heart shatters and she stammers out words that heal a part of my soul I never knew was wounded.

“I love you too. But don’t you dare treat me like that again.”

She cries out in ecstasy and I throb out my release into her. My healing soul once again bleeds at her words. I don’t even bother replying because we both know I can’t keep that promise.
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“Sir,” Dubois says from my office doorway, “may I have a word?”

I stretch back in my chair and nod. It distracts me from how I professed my love to Jess last night. What the fuck was I thinking? “Of course.”

He strolls in wearing a frown and sits across from me. “We have a problem.”

Jerking back upright, I glare at him. “Trevor?”

“Most likely,” he says with a sigh. “I’m sorry but . . . someone hurt Glenna.”

I frown at him in confusion. “What?”

“They found her body—an apparent overdose on prescription meds, but Jamal found a note in her office. Instead of notifying the police, he called me last night while you were in your quarters with the toy.”

Snatching up my stapler, I growl and then sling it across the room. It hits a frame which then crashes to the floor. “Her name is Jessica.”

He seems startled by my outburst but quickly continues. “Anyway, the note said: One bitch down and two bitches to go. Hit him where it hurts. The bitches make him weak.”

What in the ever loving fuck?

“You’re kidding me!” I roar. “You’ve got to be fucking shitting me!”

I’m already out of my chair and am pacing the office, dragging my fingertips through my hair.

“We have options.”

I snap my gaze over to him. “Is that so? What sort of fucking options besides killing that fucker do we have?”

Dubois seems unfazed. Another reason why I hired him long ago. Where I let my emotions rule me, he uses logic.

“We could go to the police,” he says, his voice unaffected, “but I don’t really think you want them peeling off the lid of your personal affairs.”

Not a fucking option.

“Or?”

“We could call his bluff. But that may not be the smartest option considering he’s already been through Glenna.”

I scrub my cheeks with my palms in frustration. Two to go. Does that mean Christine and Jessica are at risk? The thought causes my belly to drop. “Option three?”

He shrugs. “Let me take care of things.”

Nodding, I stand. “I’ll pack a bag and we can leave by—”

Dubois stops me with a raised hand. “Sir, with all due respect, I believe it is in your best interest to not get involved. It was an entirely different story with Corgy because we weren’t in our country. However, Trevor knows people, including the workings of your company. I fear he’ll be waiting for this and will only succeed if you land in his lap.”

I start to pace the room. “What am I supposed to do? Sit here and hope he doesn’t fuck any more shit up?”

He folds his hands together and pins me with a serious stare. “Sir, you’re supposed to protect Christine and Jessica.”
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When it rounds noon and I haven’t seen Jessica, my stomach grows uneasy. What sort of asshole tells a woman who makes him insane that he loves her the night before and then hides like a fucking pussy the next morning?

This asshole.

I stand and stretch before stalking out of my office. She’s nowhere to be found but I can hear Christine rooting around in the kitchen. My mind reels with all that’s evolved in the past twelve hours. I’d told Jess I loved her. Glenna “overdosed” on pills. And Dad now lives with me. A few months ago, I was alone aside from my three household employees. It was quiet and normal.

Now, it’s chaotic and stressful.

If I’m being honest, it’s also happy. So fucking happy.

I punch in the numbers for my suite and immediately leave when I don’t see her. My heartrate picks up as I go to the top floor. But neither she nor Dad are up there.

Where the fuck are they?

Trevor.

A sick feeling washes over me. If he really wanted to hurt me, all it would take was doing something to the only two people on this earth I love.

I do love her.

Despite my natural desire to deny it, I know I can’t fool myself. I belong to her and she belongs to me. The moment is as clear as day, just like the moment my dad came and fetched me from New York. There was no question. Only answers. I was his—end of story.

The second floor yields nothing and I’m about three seconds from having a goddamned panic attack. When the doors open to the basement, laughter fills my ears—her laughter—and I sigh in relief.

“Oh, stop whining you grumpy old man,” Jessica chides and splashes water at my dad. They’re both in the pool and for a moment I watch them.

“We’ve been swimming for an hour, little lady. I think I’ve had enough exercise for the day,” he pouts.

I bite on my bottom lip to keep from laughing. She’s wearing a sexy turquoise bathing suit and her dark hair is twisted into a neat bun on her head making her look like a water fairy or a goddess.

“It’s been thirty minutes and you said the doctor’s advice was to exercise. I know Brax doesn’t want to lose you to a heart attack anytime soon.”

He groans and starts swimming again. Her face lights up, shining with smug pride at having won. When Dad reaches the end of the pool, he looks up and sees me.

“Braxxy, help. Your woman is crazy,” he gripes, but I don’t miss the humor in his voice.

I walk over to the edge and squat. “Tell me something I don’t know.”

“Hey!” she scoffs as she makes her way over to us until she’s waist deep in the shallower end by the ledge. “You look stressed. Can I have a kiss?”

Her face is scrubbed free of makeup and her wide green eyes are blinking innocently at me. She’s so damn beautiful. Of course I’ll give her a fucking kiss. I’ll give her the whole goddamned world.

She reaches for me, once she’s close, and presses a wet kiss on my lips. Her fingers thread behind my neck and as I deepen my kiss, she pulls me hard. I lose my footing and splash into the water on top of her. The little vixen tugs me under and I can hear my dad laughing above the surface. We both emerge and I run both palms over my eyes to wipe the droplets away.

“You’re so going down, woman,” I gripe as I start to shed my now heavy-ass jacket.

She squeals and swims to the other end of the pool where it’s deep to escape me. She’ll never escape me.

“Perfect timing, son. I’m going to go hustle Christine for something to eat,” Dad says with a mischievous grin as he climbs out. “Maybe I can sweet talk some bacon out of her.”

I chuckle and shake my head at him before turning my attention back to her.

“It was an accident,” Jessica calls out, her palms up in a defensive move.

I narrow my gaze at her as I toss my soaked jacket over to the edge. The tie and shirt get peeled off next. My shoes have fallen off already—Italian leather ruined in an instant. I never take my eyes from her as I fumble out of my pants, socks, and boxers. Dad is long since escaped—understanding the inevitable.

“My turn for a kiss.” My voice is low and gravelly as I inch my way toward her.

She’s grinning but has a healthy fear of what I’ll do next. “Maybe I don’t want to kiss you. You left me all alone all morning.”

“I had work to do. Plus, you were sleeping.” I watch her swim out into the deeper water away from the edge as I slowly make my way over to her. My mind craves to stay lost down here with Jess in our secret wet world where psychos aren’t threatening the people I care about or murdering my employees. If I can silence my mind even for a few minutes to the stresses that have recently shattered my world, then I’m going to snatch that opportunity. Because the moment I go back upstairs, the hits that don’t seem to quit coming will once again continue their battery.

“Still, you could have—”

Her words are cut off as I dive under the water. I open my eyes, ignoring the burn of the chlorine and dart toward her dangling legs that are now swimming back toward the edge. I’m quicker than her though and grab an ankle. Her scream can be heard above the water as I drag her under. My fingers tug at the strings of the swimsuit bottoms as I pull her body to mine. Bubbles flutter from her nose as she stares at me. I splay my fingertips over her ass and she’s no longer fighting as she attaches herself to me. My cock’s not fully hard yet but having this half naked minx wrapped around me under water is definitely exciting me.

My chest burns for air, so I graze my lips over hers as I thrust us up toward the surface. As soon as we take that first breath, our mouths connect in a greedy way. I dive my tongue into her mouth and kiss her with a fury I can’t explain. I just fucking need her. Now.

“Mmm,” she moans as I swim us toward the edge with her in my arms.

I’m fully erect now. The moment I push her against the tiled wall of the pool, I’m able to drive my thickness into her pussy. Grabbing onto the ledge, I let her hold on to me so I can focus on fucking her.

And boy do we fuck.

Her fingers rip at my hair and scratch at my flesh as I take her. I manage to yank on the strings of her top and soon she’s fully nude.

“Oh, God,” I grunt into her mouth as her tits press against my chest. “I fucking missed you.”

She whimpers and her body begins to shudder in pleasure. “I missed you too.”

My name becomes a chant on her lips as she climaxes. A few more thrusts and I’m coming with her, with an intensity I can’t explain.

Of all the toys I’ve had, sex has never been like it is with Jessica.

With her, my mind and heart orgasm too. It’s euphoric and unexplainable. And it’s ruined me for any other woman.

It will always be her.
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“We’ve never celebrated Mr. Kennedy’s birthday before but Rich insists that it’s today,” Christine tells me as she pulls out of the garage.

I’m eager to get out and go to the grocery store with her for my own reasons. And knowing it’s his birthday, I want to buy him a gift.

“Why do you sound stressed?” I question, smoothing still-wet tendrils of hair back into my bun, as she drives down the road. I think it’s funny he lets her drive this huge-ass Cadillac Escalade. Christine with her sweet disposition looks like she’s a mafia mom or something.

She sighs. “He keeps to himself when it comes to his past. I want to make it special but I don’t even know what cake he’d prefer.”

I smile at her. It’s sweet that she worries about something as simple as what cake he’d like for his birthday.

The afternoon goes well, and if I didn’t adore Christine before, I absolutely love her now. She’s funny and spunky, filling a void in my heart that I hadn’t realized just how much I’d missed. Christine is like a fun aunt who knows how to cook but can also shop like nobody’s business. The woman dragged me through half of Seattle before we ended up at the grocery store—our original destination four hours later. I’d laughed when she’d bought Brax all sorts of crap. Meanwhile, I’d bought him one gift. Simple and inexpensive. And perfect.

We’d decided on chocolate cake because I’d insisted. I didn’t tell her I knew he’d love it because he’d eaten chocolate syrup from my body like a hungry little bear in front of his friends not that long ago. The memory heats my neck and I think about making love to him in the pool. We’d done it once more in the shower after. And just like last night, he murmured that he loved me.

My heart thrums in my chest. Is Brax really my happily ever after? Do I even deserve one after everything I’ve been through? Deep down, I know the answer is yes.

But then there’s Jimmy.

Guilt twists in my gut. I’d love to forget Jimmy’s promise to come back for me. To go on and enjoy my life with Brax, pretending I never ran into Jimmy back in Vegas. Life could be perfect. I could settle and enjoy the peace I’ve longed for.

I’d tried to convince Brax to sell the company. I hoped maybe I could be two steps ahead of Jimmy. By Brax selling, the only operation that could be questionable in the eyes of the law would no longer be associated with him. Then, I could reveal to Brax who my husband was—that it was him who’d beat me up back in Vegas. And he could keep me safe from him.

My heart sinks. Jimmy won’t give up without a fight. He knows people and none of them are good. The truth of the matter is, I’d be a sitting duck.

I have to tell Brax though. He’s smart and fierce. Surely he could figure out a plan.

“Learn to drive, idiot,” Christine gripes as she glances at the headlights in her mirror. It’s dark now and they bounce wildly from behind us.

Turning in my seat, I’m alarmed to see the driver swerving erratically.

“Pull over and let him pass. He’s probably drunk,” I tell her.

She nods and starts to slow but he seems to speed up. Before I can warn her, he slams into the back of the Escalade.

“Shit! Go, Christine!”

She gasses it and we tear off down the dark highway. I’m surprised when she flies through the cars, weaving in and out like she was a Nascar driver in a past life. I turn in my seat again to see the car mimicking our actions.

“He’s following us,” I shout.

She guns it and soon whips off an exit I don’t remember. We haul ass down some back roads and through a neighborhood. When we turn down a road with a few houses, she hits a button on the visor and I watch in shock as a garage opens. Even in the dark, I can tell the home is expensive—not quite as big as Brax’s but still nice. She whips into the two car garage and presses the button once more. When we’re safe in the confines of the garage, she turns to me, her eyes wide.

“We need to call Mr. Kennedy.”

I nod and climb out of the Escalade. “Whose house is this?”

She smiles at me as she fishes her phone from her purse. “It’s mine.”

I gape at her but follow her inside. The décor reminds me of my home growing up. Despite it being an expensive home, her decorations are homey and old-fashioned.

“I thought you lived with Brax.”

“Sweetheart, I stay there when he needs me but when he’s on business, I come home. That house is too big and lonely otherwise. In fact, we all go home. Dubois even has a home on Lake Sammamish too, though he prefers to rent it out. Besides, I think he loves being Mr. Kennedy’s shadow and typically goes with him on those out of town trips. Mr. Kennedy purchased them all the year we started with him as a bonus if you will. The Escalade’s mine too, compliments of our boss.”

My brows are at my hairline. No wonder he got pissed when I told him he doesn’t pay them enough. He pays them too much. I think back to the white Porsche Cayenne of Cartier’s I rode around in a few days ago. I’m about to ask her what Dubois’ car is when she gets someone to answer.

“Cartier, I need to speak with Mr. Kennedy. Can you put him on?”

Her eyes dart to mine and her brows furrow, disappointment morphs her features.

“I see. That’s severely unfortunate being that it’s his birthday and all. I know, I’m not trying to make you feel guilty,” she sighs. “Listen, dear. Jessica and I were hit by a car.”

I can hear Cart shrieking on the other line.

“We’re okay and the damage can be fixed. The car followed us but we got away. I’m here at my house with her. What should we do?”

She nods and eventually she hangs up.

“What’d he say?” I ask.

“He’ll be here in twenty minutes.”
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I hold my purse against me and glare at Cartier in the entryway of Braxton’s home. “Spit it out,” I say with a growl.

Christine is just as anxious but something tells me he divulged to her over the phone earlier more than he’s willing to tell me.

“He left in a fury,” he groans, running his fingers through his chocolate curls.

“Where’d he go?”

My lip is quivering and I hate that I’m so weak. He’d promised he wouldn’t shut me out and here he just whisked off without so much as a goodbye.

“Vegas. There was a fire. A bad one.”

“An accident?” I whisper as the room spins. Please let it be an accident.

“Arson. He thinks it was Trevor.”

Bile rises in my throat. If Trevor tried to burn down his hotel, then who tried to run Christine and I off the road?

Jimmy.

“I, uh, don’t feel so well. I’m going to lie down.” I rush past them and nearly run into Richard. He grips my biceps and stares fiercely into my eyes.

“Are you okay?”

I shake my head willing my tears not to spill over. He frowns and pulls me in for a quick hug, kissing me on top of the head before he releases me. “I’m going to get to the bottom of this, Jessica. I promise. Everything will work out.”

My smile is forced but I nod as if I agree and make my way back to Brax’s sanctuary. It won’t be okay. Because if Jimmy is involved, he will not stop until he has me. He’ll ruin all of their lives, Brax especially, because of me. Christine, Cartier, and Dubois will become jobless. Rich will lose his only child. And Brax will end up dead or in prison. Once again, it disgusts me. I should have known Jimmy wouldn’t have waited the full six months. It isn’t his style. When he wants something, he takes it. After seeing me in Vegas, he probably went home, formulated a plan, and is now executing said plan. It’s just the way he is.

This time he won’t win. He won’t take down my friends and the man I love. I’ll get the hell out of here and spare their futures.

Once inside his room, I inhale the scent of him that lingers in the air. The floor vent and blanket call to me—a beacon of promise that my problems will go away. But they won’t go away. I’m not delusional. I drop my purse on the bed and rummage until I find the bag with his gift in it as well as the other item I’d picked up at the drug store.

When I first started this journey with Brax, I’d been given an implant to prevent pregnancy and even had a couple of normal periods after. But, having been pregnant before, I know the first signs. Tiredness, swollen, sore breasts, emotional outbursts, nausea, missed period. A part of me begged for these to just be signs of stress—that there wasn’t a chance the implant wouldn’t have taken properly.

Yet . . .

Another part of me hopes. Hopes for the creation of something between Brax and I, this time, a something I can protect. I’m stronger now—more prepared.

I follow the instructions and once I’ve peed on the stick, I wait. My heart throbs in my chest. I’m on the fence about what I want. If Jimmy weren’t in the picture, I wonder what Brax’s reaction would be. Would he be angry? Excited? Would he want to give me his last name legally instead of whispers of it on his tongue?

After a long time, I pick up the stick.

I’m staring at it and my tears begin to blur the test in front of me. Grabbing hold of the countertop, I brace myself. This changes everything. An answer on a tiny white stick points me in the direction I must go. Because no matter how much I want things to work out with Brax, they can’t. Not with Jimmy, the fucking monster, lurking in the shadows. He ruined me—took life from me once. I’ll be damned if that happens again.

After I wrap up the stick, I shove it down into the trash can, hiding the evidence under the bag. Now’s the perfect time to leave. Brax is in Vegas and I can slip out undetected. Money is a problem though. I’m going to have to take from him, as much as I hate the idea. But, surely he owes me for the time spent. I’ll take enough to make good on the promise to Cherry too and to get the hell out of Seattle.

I remember the safe I discovered while hanging my clothes up is in his closet. On shaky legs, I make my way in there. Before, I didn’t have a reason to attempt to open it. Now, I pray I can crack the code. With a hopeful sigh, I mash in 1982 and the sound of a click grants me access. I turn the lever and open the safe that’s chest high and about three feet wide. Inside I find several handguns, a few metal stars that looked to be carved from aluminum, a few stacks of bound hundred dollar bills, some documents, and a thick book.

Curiosity gets the better of me and I slip the book from the shelf. It’s heavy, and by the way it bulges, I’m led to believe it’s a scrapbook. I sit on the closet floor and open it up.

The first page is a picture of the woman who must be his mother. Her hair is nearly black like his and her eyes are intense. One corner of her mouth quirks up in a smile as she holds the hand of a small boy. Her clothes, even back in the eighties, are tight, short, and for lack of a better word, skanky. Brax is looking up at her as if she’s the sun and the moon. It makes my chest ache to see his dark, mop of hair on his head. He’s sockless under his shoes and the only reason I can tell is because his pants are several inches too short. They were so poor and yet in his eyes, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was her.

My emotions get the better of me and I cry for him. With each shudder of my chest, I ache for him—for the small boy in the picture. Once I compose myself, I turn the page. A handwritten note by him makes my heart stop beating altogether.

Mama,

When I get really big I am going to bild a big huje hotel so we can live there forver. It will be warm and not cold. It will have lots and lots of food. It will have showers with sops that smell good. It will have nice people and kids to play with. You wont have to work ever again. I will give you all the muny and we can eat ham all day. I love you mama.

Braxxy

The letter had been written on the back of a flier and had been folded many times. It makes me wonder if it was something she held on to—something she cherished. I run my fingers over the note and choke back a sob. The next page has Richard Kennedy’s card pasted on it. There’s a picture of Brax and Rich below it. He’s written 1982 all over the page as if the numbers are special to him, lucky even. I notice they were the extension of Rich’s phone number on the business card. In the picture, Richard proudly hugs the somber teen Brax against his side. Even though Brax isn’t smiling, he’s clutching onto Rich as if he might disappear at any moment.

Looking into his past only makes me want to stay. It makes me want to beat his cell phone number out of Cartier and call him to tell him that I love him. That I’m pregnant with his child. With shaky fingers, I turn the page.

Toy # 1 - Pup

A picture of a dirty woman, looking quite like his mother from the first page graces the page. Below it is the same woman dressed in an exquisite dress, an elegant smile on her lips. I stare at her for some time and realization hits me. It cuts me to my core. I’m a toy just like her. Not a surprise to me since he’s spoken of them before but seeing it on the pages of a book, I am disgusted.

The next page is a picture of her in the Hole. She’s hogtied and bruises mar her flesh. Her eyes are lost but she doesn’t hate him. Nobody could ever hate Brax, even when he can be a mean bastard. It makes me jealous she’s shared him in all the same ways. I swallow and look at the next page.

The woman, dressed beautifully, has a black covering over her eyes and duct tape over her mouth. Tears are running down her cheeks as she lays across the seat of his car. A strand of her hair is tied in a ribbon and attached to the page. My heart catches in my chest when I read his scribbled words.

Goodbye forever, Pup

The date has been scrawled beneath it.

Toy #2 - Kitten

More of the same. Before and after pictures. Pictures in the Hole. Pictures of her tied up. Lock of her hair. Goodbye forever, Kitten. And then her end date.

Shit!

I flip through the pages until I get to a beautiful Asian woman. Toy #19 is named Swan. A lock of her black, silky hair. So beautiful and the love in her eyes is evident. She worshipped him and had hope for something more.

Like me.

My heart skips a few beats when I see her end page too. This can’t be. Does he kill these women? Did I fall in love with a serial killer? Jesus!

I don’t want to see what’s after because I sense I’m not going to like it. Just close the book, Jessica. Close the fucking book. But the curiosity once again wins out—it always wins out and I flip the page.

A frown tugs at my lips to see Toy #20. Her name is Bunny. The first picture is of me, dirty and disgusting standing in the bathroom of the hotel. I must have been out of my head from the heroin because I don’t remember him taking the picture. My hair is a fright and I’m so lost. It’s sick. Then, the next picture is of me in the salon. Cartier had taken a picture of me I remember but didn’t pay much attention to the reason. I’m beautiful and clean, the smile is forced but present.

No.

Please no.

The next picture is of me in the Hole. His fist is in my hair and you can tell he took the picture while he fucked me. All you can see is his muscular arm, veins protruding. I absently run a finger across his arm in the picture.

Surely he changed his ways with me. The sincerity was there. He professed his love to me. The man may have fucked me wild but he also held me in front of his fire on his vent. He whispered assurances into my ear and made love to me with more passion than any other man in my life.

Unless he did this with all of them.

Am I so fucking stupid that I went right along with his games?

I’m a goddamned pawn on his chessboard?

When I flip the page, there is no picture but the words at the bottom answer my questions.

Goodbye forever, Bunny.

The date is that of which matches the one on our contract. A contract to kill. A contract to reform a whore, fuck with her head into believing he loves her, and then slaughter her like the rest.

My fingers flutter over my belly and I look around me. Once again, I’m sitting in a closet, assuring my baby everything will be okay, and fearing a man who’s clearly a monster. The irony’s not lost on me.

I think back to a phone conversation I had with Nat not long after I first met her.

“You swear this is confidential?” My voice cracks and I’m glad I’m alone, hiding in the dark Theater Room.

“Of course, Jessica,” Nat assures me. “What is it you wanted to talk about?”

I sigh and with my exhaled breath, I blurt it out. “Six years ago, I left an extremely abusive relationship. Not only was I verbally and emotionally abused, but he also hurt me physically and sexually.”

“I see. Go on, honey.”

I swallow and my voice quivers, unshed tears welling in my eyes. “So why do I like what Brax does to me? I mean, my abuser humiliated me all the time. He punished me for things I didn’t even have control over. So why am I subjecting myself to this again?”

She rustles some papers and then responds. “I want you to understand something, dear. Domestic violence and BDSM are not the same thing. BDSM is based upon consent. Domestic violence is not. You keep telling me that you like what Brax does to you—that it turns you on. That doesn’t make you sick or in dire need of psychological help. That’s your way of maintaining the control that you were never awarded in your prior relationship. You have trust in Brax that if you were to pull the plug, he’d stop. But you don’t want to pull the plug. BDSM is all about trust whereas the domestic violence is based on fear. There’s nothing wrong with you, honey. And if it ever came to a point that you feared him, then that would mean the relationship is no longer a healthy one but one lacking the very trust that is crucial for such a dynamic sexual relationship to exist.”

I blink away the memory and glance over at his shoes lined neatly along the wall. They’re so normal and unassuming—nothing like the monster who wears them each day. I’m afraid for my unborn child. After seeing that book—seeing what he does to those women—I can’t trust that I’ll somehow be given a reprieve. That I’ll be different. I’m taking the sex doctor’s advice and I’m taking back control.

I stand up and yank the two wads of money from the shelf. The book gets tossed back into the safe where it belongs—never seeing the light of day. Lifting my chin, I swipe the tears from my cheeks.

History is not repeating itself.

This story ends now.

I will not let this happen. My baby will not die this time.

Goodbye forever, Braxxy.
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“I want eyes on the house, Matvei,” I tell him as I stalk off the plane.

“Vsevolod will make sure nobody gets in or out,” he assures me. “When will we be heading back?”

I didn’t even pack a bag. Simply hauled ass to Vegas the moment Jamal made the call.

“Just make sure the plane is fueled and on standby. I’m going to go deal with this shit and then I’m going home.”

He assures me he will and by the time I make it out to the parking lot of the small airport, I find Jamal waiting, leaned up against his car.

“What makes you think he’s dead?” I bark out my question as we climb into the vehicle.

He said they found a body in the server room of the hotel, charred beyond recognition. The camera footage was destroyed but eye-witnesses saw him. Dubois. My right hand man. An ache forms in my chest at the thought. A part of me knows Dubois is a fighter and a fire wouldn’t be what would take him down. However, another part of me thinks I’m in denial.

“He’s not answering his cell and his room is empty.”

I swallow down the emotion that’s thick in my throat. “There could be another explanation. A better question, though, is where in the fuck is Trevor? I’m going to kill that motherfucker. I should have done it that night he put his hands on Jessica.”

Jamal zips down the road toward the hotel. “I think we can lure him to us—make that dream a reality. If he knows you’re in Vegas, he’ll try something, I’m sure.”

“I’ll hold a small press conference. Instead of bringing light to the fact that my former CEO tried to burn the place down, I’ll explain that we had an unfortunate incident of a server that caught fire. We’ll shut down operations until we can restore the hotel. I’m sure he wants to fuck with me and that’s exactly what I’ll give him. And, Jamal?”

He turns his attention to me when he stops at a light. Poor guy is fucking exhausted. After this all goes down, I’m going to offer him a different job. “Yeah, boss?”

“We’re going to find Dubois too.”
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“Mr. Kennedy, do you think there’s a possibility it could be arson?” one of the reporters demands.

I shake my head grimly. “No ma’am. The servers were getting old and I was actually in the process of going over some bids to replace them,” I lie easily. “Apparently me dragging my feet came to bite me in the end. Now, my employees and I are going to focus on recovering information and rebuilding. We appreciate the community’s support. Thank you.”

Camera flashes blind me and people holler questions at me, but I turn and stalk away. Jamal and I make our way to the penthouse suite so we can wait for Trevor’s next move.

“I’ve been considering this for a while but in light of what’s happened recently, I’m now convinced. I want you to call Mr. Morrison. He’s approached me several times wanting to buy the hotel. His desire is to turn it into one of the biggest casinos in Vegas. You and I both know I don’t need the money anymore. I’m getting older and am ready to retire from some of the business areas that exhaust me to no end. Get me a meeting with him and we’ll make this happen.”

He nods and starts for the door.

“Don’t worry, Jamal. I’ll make sure you have a good job at one of my other companies. Don’t even stress about it. You’ve been a good, loyal employee. I will always take care of you.”

His shoulders sag in relief as he opens the door. “Thank you, sir.”

He starts to step out but I am startled to see the barrel of a gun press against his forehead, forcing him back into the room. On the other end of that gun is Trevor. Just seeing his smug ass again has my blood boiling in rage. This motherfucker not only tried to fuck Jessica but he fucked with my company by stealing my money, and then murdering Glenna. I’m already at my feet with my fists at my side, ready to charge him.

“Not so fast, asshole,” Trevor spits out. “Make one false move and I put a bullet in his head.”

A growl rumbles in my chest. “You won’t win, dickhead. You’re just a wannabe. Your ass had something good being CEO and you fucked it all up being a greedy little shit. Now, you’ve taken one step too far. And I swear to God if Dubois was killed because of your doing, I’ll gladly gut you from your dick to your throat. You’re messing with the wrong goddamned man.”

He snarls at me. “You think I did all this alone? Boy, you are a stupid dumb shit. Just like he said you were. You may be able to get rid of me, but you’ll still have someone else on your ass. He’ll fuck you over so hard you’ll be bleeding out of your ass for days. Get it through your thick skull, Brax, you’re not winning this round.”

My mind reels. Dubois would never double cross me and Jamal has a gun to his head. Neither of them could be a co-conspirator. “You’re bluffing.”

He scoffs. “Do you remember when you kicked my ass? I happened to be lurking around, waiting for my payback when you came to Vegas with your skanky whore when I ran into him. He’d even fucked up your whore right under your damn nose. That is how we knew we’d make a great team. We both fucking hate you.”

The room pulsates with ripples of my rage that I can’t contain. The unknown blond fucker who hurt my Jessica is his accomplice. “Who is he?”

“So damn oblivious. You’ll find out soon enough,” he sneers.

My eyes flit to the doorway and Dubois stands there, his shoulders stiffened and his face twisted into an ugly scowl I’ve never witnessed before. Even as I see him standing there, I don’t believe it. Dubois hasn’t ever not had my back. He has it now. I know it.

Two steps into the room.

His arm raises.

Pop!

My eyes bug out of my head as Jamal crumples to the floor. Trevor’s eyes are on mine but now his palm is on his throat desperately attempting to hold in the blood. It runs down his front and his eyes roll back into his head. Jamal crawls out of the way as Trevor stumbles forward. He falls on his face and the blood gushes from him.

“Sir, are you okay?”

Dubois still has his weapon raised but concern paints his features.

“Uh, shit. Yes. What the fuck, man? I thought you were dead!”

He shakes his head as he steps into the room. “I was busy cleaning up his mess. Trevor was planning something big. He’s been emailing with an unknown about gathering evidence for your ‘demise’ which included stealing information from the servers. The idiot sent in a paid fool to take the backup tapes. My only choice was to burn the evidence of your clientele and the man as well. Trevor was only a puppet—someone else is now running this show. And that, sir, is why we need to get back to Seattle. I think their plan was to lure you away from your home. I don’t think Jessica or Christine or your father are safe. We need to move.”

The reality of the situation snaps me to attention. “What about this?” I point at the dead body.

Dubois lifts his chin and whistles. Two men—old thugs—saunter in. They’re both plainly packing heat and dragging two huge bags.

“J-Dawg and Kryptonite will handle this. They’ll take him back to LA, set it up as if he was involved in some shady drug deal gone bad. I’ve paid them handsomely for their assistance. Nothing will lead back to you, sir.”

It occurs to me that Dubois knows these guys from way back when, before I rescued and hired him.

“D-Bag, we got this, bro. Whitey here is gonna be another corpse on LAPD’s list of unsolved homicides,” one of the guys tells Dubois. “And we’ll make sure your auntie Bea gets the other 10k. We’re good for that shit, brotha.”

I know Dubois sends all of his earnings from his rental to her, but sometimes he likes to send her a little extra in the form of cash so she doesn’t have to report it for taxes. He takes care of that woman who always did what she could for him.

“And that’s why you two are my boys,” Dubois says with a grin that hardly makes an appearance. He then turns to me and the stiffness that is him returns. “Let’s get to Seattle, sir.”
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By the time we land at the small airport, I’m fucking furious. Dubois informed me that Cart had called him. Christine and Jessica had been chased and nearly run off the road. I’m enraged. Of course I know deep down who hurt her, and I’m a stupid goddamned failure for not being able to protect her from him.

Dubois hauls ass the whole way back to the house while I grit my teeth to dust. I’m exhausted as hell having flown through the night and not catching any sleep. All I want is Jess in my arms—to assure her I’m going to sort this shit out. That I’ll never leave her again because I’m selling that goddamned hotel and Trevor is no longer a threat. I just need to dispatch this other asshole and then she and I can live in peace. No more bullshit.

The sun is starting to rise when we pull in the driveway. Dubois opens the garage door but as we start to pull in, something catches my eye on the door leading into the house.

“Stop!”

I scramble out of the car to find a rabbit mutilated almost beyond recognition on the doorstep. In its blood, written on my door I find the words:

I’M HUNTING WABBIT.

When Dubois curses from behind me, I leap into action. I charge in through the garage to make sure she’s unharmed. When I make it into the entryway and deactivate the alarm, my heart leaps into my throat at the silence in the house.

“Jessica! Christine!” I shout.

Silence.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Please, God. Don’t let my family be gone. I can’t survive this again.

“In here, son.”

I nearly collapse in relief but instead charge into the living room. Jessica is curled up against my dad sleeping. Her cheeks are swollen from crying and she clutches her purse in her sleep. She’s wearing tennis shoes, her black yoga pants, and a grey hoodie. I want to scoop her into my arms and carry her to my bedroom—to snatch up my comfy blanket and hold her over the warm vent. I want to pause everything and live in the moment with her.

“Is she okay?” My voice is hoarse.

He frowns and rubs sleep from his eyes. “Define okay. Son, you have a lot of explaining to do.”

My heart palpitates. What does he know? I’m still mentally freaking the fuck out when she stirs awake and then sits up. Fear flashes in her eyes at seeing me.

Fucking fear.

Of all the times I’ve whipped her ass, humiliated her, threatened her, she’s afraid of me now? When all I want to do is grab her up and spend my entire life worshipping her. What the fuck happened while I was gone?

“I know about the book.”

My skin becomes ice as her chilling words cut their way through me. Of course she fucking knows now. The curious woman already figured out the code to my bedroom. My safe has the same goddamned code!

“Baby, let me explain—”

“No!” she hisses. “You’re a murderer, Braxton! I will not be another page in your book. Consider this my final fucking goodbye. Good riddance you monster. You’re no better than my husband.”

Her words slice through me and the blackness of my soul pours out. Husband. Monster. Goodbye. Dad is trying to calm her and Dubois is murmuring to me but the roar of fury deafens me. I can’t hold onto her any longer. It’s time I do what’s best for her and not what I want.

“Tie her up. Her stay is over.” My words are cold and empty. The room silences as the finality saturates each and every one of their heads.

Dubois is the first to snap into action. He grabs hold of her and manhandles her screaming self into the garage. Once he’s managed to get her out of the room, my eyes land on the angry ones of my dad.

“Braxton Kennedy, I don’t know what the hell is going on but we are going to fix this. Talk to me, son. Do not do whatever it is you’re about to do. Jessica loves you and you love her. What you’re about to do is final and it’s a mistake.”

I wave a hand at him. “Dad, we’ll talk when I get back. Tell Cartier I want him to take Christine back home. Keep them safe.”
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Turn off your heart, Brax.

Let your head call the shots, Brax.

I harden my heart and make the decision to do what’s necessary.

Tears should roll down her bright red cheeks and her garbled pleas should become more frantic with each passing mile.

But not with her. Bunny is different. Always has been, always will be.

Dubois trussed her up tight at the estate just like all the others—her wrists fastened behind her back with a zip tie, a matching one around her ankles above her tennis shoes, and a scarf strung through her open mouth to the point of nearly gagging her.

Yet, instead of begging and crying, she’s glaring at me. The fear that she exposed briefly to me is gone and hate fills her expression. Somehow the hate she conjures up isn’t all for me. It’s for every wrong thing that’s ever happened to her in her life—the loss of Grace, the prostitution and addiction to drugs, the abuse she endured at the hotel from that fucker, and everything I’ve done to her—both perceived and real.

They all try to escape the inevitable in the end. And so should she.

Every single fucking time it’s the same.

Please don’t get rid of me, sir.

But Jess—Bunny isn’t like them. Her eyes glitter with promise and fierce determination. If she had a weapon, there’d be no doubt in my mind she’d attempt to use it on me. The thought fucking guts me. It wasn’t supposed to be this way.

I drag my eyes away from the woman I love and turn my anxious attention to the Washington state tree line along the interstate. We’re almost there—to the place where each toy meets their end. Where I dust my hands and start anew. Yet this time, I want to scream in frustration. I want to figure out another way—to make her see the goodness inside of me instead. But I know this is the only way.

“Another ten minutes, sir,” Dubois assures me from the driver’s seat.

I meet his eyes in the mirror and nod before turning back to the window. When we slow and then turn onto a gravel road that leads into the dark, thick woods, she begins growling through the scarf.

No fear.

Hate. Hate. Hate.

Jesus, it wasn’t supposed to go down this way!

“You were fun for a little while,” I lie through gritted teeth. She was fun for every second of every day I had with her. More than fun, she completed broken parts of me. “But now it’s time to say goodbye.”

This toy shit is over. I’m retiring in more ways than one. Selling the hotel and taking care of Dad are my new priorities. Plus, there’ll never be another woman like her. It’s my punishment to exist without the sun. If I can’t keep her safe and mine, then this is the only way.

Dubois climbs out of the car and I hear him exchange words in Russian with Matvei. Jessica, as if she understands the language, widens her eyes in surprise. Does she question her fate which she was so certain of only seconds before?

“Time to say goodbye, Bunny.”

I want to taste her, just like the others. But Bunny is different. If I put my mouth on her pouty lips, I’ll become so goddamned addicted again, I won’t be able to go through with what needs to be done. My chest aches in protest.

She doesn’t flinch when I reach over and tug the scarf free. I expect her to beg and plead for her life like they all do. To grant her an extension on her shitty life. Unfortunately for her, I’m not in control anymore.

“And to think, I believed you truly loved me.” Her voice wobbles but not from fear; from betrayal. It cuts me deep.

I take a deep breath and try not to look at her. In the past, I’d be craving to fuck my toy one last time before I said goodbye. Not with her. With Jessica Fucking Kennedy, I crave to haul her to me. Promise her the world. Kiss her until forever. Make love to the woman who owns my heart.

“Bunny, I don’t love you. I never have.”

Her lip curls up in disgust and she shakes her head.“I hope I haunt your fucking dreams, Brax. Every single night. I want you to think about what you lost.”

I lean forward and inhale her but don’t kiss her. “There will be no doubt, Jessica. I’ll think of you every second of every day for the rest of my shitty existence.”

Gently, I tug a strand from her messy, dark bun and twirl the hair in my fingertips. She relaxes at the gesture and I crave for the pause button. I want to stretch out a few seconds into eternity.

“Ready, sir?”

I swallow down my emotion and turn toward Dubois. “Yes. Bring me the scissors.”

She lifts her chin and waits. All the other toys scream and cry, assuming I’d hurt them with the gleaming, metal scissors. A sad sob catches in her throat as I clip the only piece of her I get to keep.

She loves me.

But that doesn’t matter because her time is up.

There will never be another toy.

I’ve lost the desire to restore.

Nothing will ever be pristine and shiny in my eyes, not after Jessica.

“Any last words, Bunny?”

A single tear rolls down her cheek and she shakes her head. The hate has long since drained from her eyes and her gaze becomes magnetic. With each ticking second, I’m drawn closer to her. She doesn’t have to utter any words because I can feel them. Every single one.

Love. Confusion. Distrust. Betrayal. Sadness. Loss.

I’ll fucking miss her.

My life will never be the same.

“Goodbye.”

She makes no sound when Dubois gently ushers her out of the car with him. Matvei takes her away from my presence. Together, they do what I don’t like doing. They do the hard part. My part is always easy.

Not this time though.

While they take care of her, I die. One choked breath at a time, I die. With each beat of my broken heart, I die.

Dubois returns to the car. He puts it in drive and we head back home. I drop my gaze to the lock of hair between my fingers and scowl. Twenty toys. Twenty locks of hair. Twenty times I’d indulged in my greatest fantasies.

I just never expected when I started with Jessica that she’d take my heart with her in exchange for this insignificant piece of hair.

Goodbye, my love.
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“We’re here, miss,” Janet, the flight attendant, says softly as she stacks some glasses from the kitchenette area.

I’m groggy from the long journey and I blink my swollen eyes open. I may not have cried in his presence, but I sobbed the entire flight here on the plane. He wasn’t going to kill me. Somehow, deep down in my heart, I knew all along. The proof suggested otherwise, but I knew.

“Where are we?”

She smiles. “A driver will take you to the hotel you stayed at in London—the one where Mr. Kennedy first took you. It’s one of his hotels and a landing place for his girls. You’re to take as much time as you need to gather your bearings. In the morning, the money should be wired into your account.”

I stand and stretch. “I don’t have an account. I don’t even have any identification.”

She chuckles as if I’m adorable. “Oh, sweetheart, your official papers are waiting in your room. Mr. Kennedy doesn’t do anything small. He forgets nothing. You’re set, my dear.”

I’m in a daze as I clutch my purse the whole way to the hotel. Slipping my hand inside, I stroke the gift I’d bought for Brax. Just having his birthday gift in my hands helps me cope. I miss him so fucking much and I don’t understand why he sent me away.

It’s what you wanted.

I swallow that bitter pill of understanding and try to be hopeful about the situation. Brax was a good man. His reasons for pushing me away a little earlier than our contract confounds me but it works for my plan. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he knew about Jimmy and his threats. But how could he have figured it out? His motives will forever be a mystery.

The car stops in front of the fancy hotel and I rub my belly. My little baby is probably nothing more than a blip on a radar, but this baby is my blip. I’ll protect my little blip until I’m old and on my deathbed.

“Bunny?”

The door opens and a pretty Asian woman greets me. I blink in shock, recognizing her from the scrapbook. “Swan?”

She smiles broadly at me. “Oh, honey, come here.”

I scramble out of the car and walk into her embrace. Tears are streaming down my face but they’re silent. She finally pulls away and inspects me. The woman is runway gorgeous and here I am looking like a ragamuffin.

“No wonder you were his favorite. I mean, look at you. You’re stunning, girlfriend. Come on, let’s get you settled in.”

Dumfounded, I follow her inside. Several other women I recognize from the scrapbook wave at me. What fucking sort of alternate reality have I stepped into?

“Why are they all here?” I question as we enter the elevator.

“Dubois emailed us. Whenever we get a newbie, we like to greet them and make them feel welcome. You’re my first newbie to greet. Dubois also tells me you’re the last. It’s the least we can do for Mr. Kennedy. I owe him everything. I wouldn’t have found my fiancé, Gorgi, if it weren’t for Mr. Kennedy coming into my life.”

I swallow and try not to cry. She guides me to the room I stayed at once before with Brax. With a swipe of a key, she lets us in and escorts me over to the table.

“It’s all there. Everything you’ll need.”

I pick up a thick yellow envelope. Inside is a checkbook, a passport, and several other documents. “A whole family of fucking Kennedys,” I mutter, my words filled with hurt.

She laughs. “Oh, don’t be silly. My name is Li Hung. You’re the only toy he’s ever named a Kennedy. That’s why you’re the favorite.”

I watch as she shows me a suitcase that’s been filled with new clothes, an email from Cartier instructed her on the correct sizes to buy.

“Like I said,” she reminds me. “You may stay here until it all sinks in, or you could leave tomorrow. It’s your choice. You’ll never be cold or hungry again. He sees to it that we’re always taken care of.”

She’s just walking toward the door when I stop her. “Did you love him?”

Her smile is sweet. Nostalgic even. “Of course, Jessica. We all did. But he never loved us back. It takes getting out in the real world to finally understand that. In time, you’ll understand it too.”

At her exit, I drop to my knees and howl in pain.

He does love me.

And I’ll never understand it otherwise.
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“This is the address of Scarlett Dempsey?” I question.

The cabbie nods and holds out his hand. “Did you expect Buckingham Palace?”

Shaking my head, I toss him a wad of cash that I’d taken from Brax and climb out. The home is rundown and old on the outside. Weeds are growing in the cracks of the sidewalk. I can’t believe this is Scarlett’s home. When we roomed together when I first moved to London, she’d been neat and organized. Our flat was immaculate. I suck in a brave breath of air and climb the steps. With a quick rap on the door, I wait.

I didn’t want to come seek revenge or accuse her of anything. I simply wanted to make sure she was okay. Footsteps tap toward me from the other side of the door and then it’s suddenly opened.

For what seems like an eternity, I stare at my friend. Dark circles ring her eyes. Wrinkles mar the corners of her lips from years of frowning. She reeks of smoke.

“Jessica?” Tears well in her eyes and she assumes a defensive position as if I might attack her.

“Scarlett. How have you been?”

Something breaks inside of her and she bursts into tears. “You have to believe me, Jess. I looked for you. Everywhere! Whatever drug they gave us confused me. The police searched and searched but eventually gave up on me. I went to that club every night for years hoping you’d show back up. You never did! I thought he killed you!”

Her body wracks with shudders and I rush over to her. Enveloping her in a hug, I assure her everything is okay.

“Scar, it’s okay. I’m okay. Don’t worry about it. Everything worked out in the end.”

She sniffles and pulls away. “Your boyfriend came to see me. I’ve never been so scared in my life.”

I raise an eyebrow at her.

“I just knew he was going to make that black guy kill me. But once I explained the story, he wrote me a check, Jess. A hundred thousand quid. He also gave me the address to his hotel, said I had a job if I needed one. He was like some dark angel there to save me.”

My lips spread into a grin. Knowing that Brax came with the intention to avenge me warms me. Turns out, he ended up having to protect her too. All those women. He helped them all—like he couldn’t help his mother. My heart breaks.

“Brax is a good guy,” I admit.

Then, she regards me seriously. “Before they left town, he came back. He told me I’d never have to worry about Corgy again. I was shocked but happy. Then, a few days later, I found this . . .” She runs off down the hallway and returns with a newspaper.

Man Slain Over Drug Deal Gone Bad

The headline is an assumption but the truth is as plain as day. Corgy had been beat to death with a tire iron. Just like Trevor had almost been beat to death by two fists. Brax, my avenging angel, had been there too on my behalf. The fact that he killed one man and almost another should alarm me. Instead, I’m grinning like a fool.

“So what are you going to do?” I ask her.

We spend the next hour catching up as she tells me all about the gift shop idea she told the ladies at his hotel about. Brax gave the okay via email and she was selling her house to move to the hotel to run it. For the first time in forever, a weight is lifted and I allow hope inside.

Brax ran me off. To protect me. It’s all he’s ever done for me. Despite his hate-filled words, I know better. I’ll find a way to expose Jimmy so he’ll no longer be a threat. And when the dust settles, I’ll come back to him and together we’ll raise this baby.
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I didn’t stay at the hotel long because I knew I had to move. Jimmy is smart and I wasn’t going to take my chances on him finding me. With my new identification, I traveled back to the United States. My goal had been to layover in New York and then travel to Texas. Big state with lots of places to hide. I’d just exited the plane and was heading for my connecting flight when something in a gift shop along the way caught my eye.

I slip into the shop and purchase my first gift for my baby. A pair of I Love New York socks. My heart pounds in happiness. I shove the bag into my purse along with Brax’s birthday gift. One of these days, I’ll give him that gift. I know it in my heart.

The walk is long and I’m becoming winded by the time I locate my gate. I’m about to settle and wait for my flight when a voice stops me.

“I’ve had a helluva time tracking your ass down.”

My skin chills and I shiver. Turning, my suspicions are confirmed.

“How’d you find me?”

He laughs. “I’ll always find you. All it took was some research into your precious Braxton to find that he has businesses all over the world. Trevor gladly supplied me with the location of the hotel where he takes his women when they’re all used up and done with. Women like you. As soon as I followed Brax’s car to the airport, I knew he had to be sending you away to protect you. Did you tell him it was me, Peach?”

I grit my teeth. “I didn’t tell him anything, Jimmy.”

“Well, I caught the next flight to London and watched you at that hotel while they all fussed over you as if you were fucking royalty. Hope you enjoyed it while it lasted.”

My lunch roils in my belly but I stand my ground. He can’t hurt me in front of all these people. I’m sure he doesn’t have a weapon on him because we’re in the bloody airport.

“I’m not going with you,” I tell him firmly.

He chuckles. “Yes you are. In fact, you’ll go willingly. Because if you don’t,” he says and lowers his voice, “I’ll go straight back to Georgia and put a bullet in your mother’s head. And your fuckwit brother? I’ll enjoy cutting his throat.”

I narrow my eyes at him, calling his bluff. “You wouldn’t do that. You’re obsessed with your political career. That would ruin you.”

He leans in as if we’re lovers and pulls me to him, kissing my forehead. “I’m obsessed with you, Peach. The rest can fuck off if it means I’ll get to keep you.”

The finality in his voice is what leads me to follow him through the airport to a different gate. Not a gate that leads to Texas but one that will take me back to Georgia. The game has changed.

I’m going to have to kill him.
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“Everything’s just as you left it, Peach. Even that stupid nursery. But don’t worry. I’ll knock your ass up and soon you can use it again.”

I follow him as he rushes through the cold home as I attempt to formulate a plan. I could sneak away and try to reach Brax but I don’t even know his phone number. That seems like a stretch. My best plan of action is to kill Jimmy in his sleep.

“Now, I’m glad you didn’t put up a fight,” he tells me with a wolfish grin. “Tonight is the annual Georgian Senator’s Ball. I’ll be announcing my run for presidency. The crowd is going to go nuts once I announce I rescued you from London where you’d been sold into sex slavery. They’ll eat out of my hands and I’ll gain the sympathy of so many voters. It’s in your best interest to comply and cry if you fucking have to. I don’t care. Make them believe. Because if you don’t, I’ll drag Brax’s goddamned name through the mud. He’ll be a national mockery. A disgrace. You don’t want that do you?”

I shake my head. “Of course not, honey. I’m actually relieved to be back home. My life’s been a mess for the past six years.” I let the honesty of the second part of my words drag the emotion from me. Tears well in my eyes and I accept a hug from him. His body is firm and I try not to cower under what I know is the strength to hurt me behind his clothing.

“Peach, I thought I’d have so much to do but it’s like you never left. We’re going to get along just fine,” he mutters into my ear. His hand slips to the front of my yoga pants and he grabs me possessively there. “And when we get back, I’m going to have you. You owe me a lot of fucking pleasure to make up for the past.”

His threat makes me dizzy but I remain steadfast. “What do you want me to wear?”
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My hand shakes but I clutch my purse to me. Jimmy may have trapped me in his house by setting the alarm before he showered, but he couldn’t stop me from sneaking a knife from the kitchen into my purse. I waited for the other ball to drop. For him to get physical with me but his excitement of revealing my return at the ball seems to overshadow his desire to hurt me. Jimmy is first and foremost a showoff. He’s about to be the star of the fucking show.

I glance down at the shimmering royal blue evening gown and sigh. I’d worn this exact dress for another political event nearly a decade ago. It didn’t surprise me that Jimmy kept everything of mine, assuming he’d always find me. I’m curious to know how much money he spent hunting for me.

“Everyone is gathering in the banquet hall enjoying appetizers, sir. Allow me to escort you and Miss . . .” the security man stalls as if unsure what to call me.

I lift my chin and smile gracefully at him. “Mrs. Dixon. I’m his wife.”

His eyes widen and he nods. Jimmy flashes me a triumphant grin as he guides me down the hallway by the small of my back. “Someone’s grown up into quite a lady. I’d thought your whore ways would have ruined you. Looks like Kennedy was good for something after all.”

Swallowing, I ignore his words and straighten my back. I have to convince Jimmy that I’m here to please him. That everything will be just fine. I’ll probably have to suck his dick or let him fuck me. But by God, the moment that motherfucker falls asleep, he’ll never see the light of another morning again.

The thought causes me to beam like an idiot.

“Right this way. Ma’am, you may wait over there with those other ladies while Mr. Dixon makes a speech.”

Jimmy squeezes my hand and presses a kiss on my cheek. “Don’t fuck this up, Peach.”

And with that threat lingering in the air, he stalks off, flashing his sly grin to every gullible man and woman in the crowd. He climbs onto the stage and begins telling a very moving story about the disappearance of his wife six years ago. How we’d both been devastated by the loss of our Grace. The way he suffered with depression at having lost me.

I want to flip him off but instead smile like the puppet I’ve grown so used to being.

His speech drones on and on, with him weaving parts of his personal life with that of his political career. I keep waiting for him to reveal having found me. But, turns out, his big reveal is his announcement for presidency. The crowd roars as people cheer with happiness. They all want this monster as their president. He’s fooled them all.

“A beautiful lady shouldn’t stand all alone. Like a little bunny in the forest, she becomes prey to big, bad wolves.”

My heart stops and my eyes shimmer with tears. While everyone is cheering on Jimmy, I’m suspended in time, inhaling my favorite scent in the world.

“Who says I’m a lady?” I question in amusement.

Warm arms encircle my waist from behind and his presence soothes me. The past couple of days have been a whirlwind but the waters calm now that he’s here with me.

“You’re my lady and I’m taking you back home with me.”

I turn in his arms and melt upon seeing him. Shadows from the overgrowth of unshaved hair obscure his face. His eyes are the bluest they’ve ever been as he drinks up my face but dark bags from lack of sleep sag beneath them. The man is clearly a mess but now that I’m in his arms, his strength seems to be quickly returning.

“You said you don’t love me.” My reminder causes him to wince.

“Jessica, baby, I told you I’m a fucking liar. I will never love another. Not ever. You’re the only one.”

His lips drop to mine and he kisses me with a ferocity that only he can possess. I moan into his mouth and for a moment, everything seems to freeze around us as we’re allowed this moment together.

That is, until Jimmy’s enraged voice thunders through the room.

“Get your hands off my wife!”
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James’s voice blares into the microphone over the crowd. I pull away from our kiss to see him leap from the stage. His face is bright red and he’s fumbling with something at his belt. I’m about to push Jess behind me when a young voice fills the room.

“Hi. My name is Cheryl Martin,” the girl says from the stage. “I’m seventeen years old.”

The room becomes quiet. Her eyes find mine and I nod for her to continue. Once shit hit the fan, I had Dubois check into the note I’d found in Jessica’s bag. Turns out, the girl was underage and James had done some serious damage to her. Dubois and I brainstormed on the way back to Washington about what a fuckwit James was, especially around Jess. The timeline of events confirmed my earlier ascertains that it had to have been him that beat the hell out of her, not some fictional blond man as she claimed, and would have had the private access with no video surveillance. Jessica had followed Cherry to the bathroom and then she disappeared shortly thereafter. The pieces started to connect.

Then, while all five of us sat around the dinner table after I’d sent Jessica to London and I’d explained to my dad my entire fucked up life, Christine’s mouth popped open. I mentioned James was the senator of Georgia to which she revealed information about a surprise gift basket of peaches which she’d assumed were from me. But she was confused when Jessica reacted negatively to the gift. I vaguely remembered him calling her Peach during the evening of our dinner.

Dubois, shamefully then revealed how she told him she was from Georgia. In an effort to keep me happy, he begged her—to the tune of fifty thousand dollars—to keep up the façade that she was British. By that point, Cartier had pulled up an Internet search on Jessica Dixon on his phone and her haunted eyes graced the photos next to that monster. His obsession with “my toy” suddenly made a lot more sense. He must have threatened her in some way in Vegas that had her lips zipped.

Everything snapped together at that point. Her insistence on my selling the company. The way she never seemed to fear me—clearly James had done a number on her, I mean, he was the reason her baby died. In the end, she left to protect me. The same reason that I pushed her away. Yes, she found the scrapbook and what the evidence pointed at, but deep down, she wasn’t afraid of me. So, at the same time that I was trying to protect her from a man who was hell-bent on hurting her, she was protecting me from him. It’s almost laughable.

While she was on her way to London, Dad called a private investigator he’d hired long ago to search for Mama and me. He was able to trace a trail on James showing that he flew from Seattle to London. I wanted to have a shit-fit but Swan and the other girls took great care of her. Gorgi is a policeman there and had constant eyes on that fucker for me. Knowing that James was there following her made me freak the fuck out but I knew it wouldn’t be long before he dragged her ass back to Georgia. A stop on his Facebook page indicated the Senator’s Ball coming up, and the bastard is too damn full of himself to miss an event where he’d announce his run for presidency. With my financial clout, I was able to earn a ticket into the sold out event. The healthy donation I offered didn’t hurt my cause at all.

Once the clues came together, we could fuck that bastard over once and for all. With the data burned in the fire, Trevor out of our hair, and eyes on James, neither Jessica nor I were sitting ducks any longer. The bastard is going to prison. Especially now. One phone call was all it took to Cheryl’s mother. I explained about the dating service and my hotel; that I never wanted anything like that to happen. I told them the same man who hurt Cherry was the one hurting my woman. Cherry was already loyal to Jessica for what she’d done for her and they were eager to help. Of course the half million I wired to their account didn’t hurt either.

“James Dixon not only coerced me into having underage sex with him, but he assaulted and drugged me as well,” she tells the crowd bravely. “This happened multiple times over one weekend. I have emails from him threatening me after I managed to escape with the help of his wife, Jessica Dixon.” She waves at a stack of papers. Because of her proof from the hospital and her testimony to the police, all it’ll take is one DNA test from him and that fucker is going to jail for a long time. APD along with two Federal agents are waiting on the other side of the doors to serve him a warrant for his arrest. Since he’s a politician and his crimes take place in multiple states, we made sure to involve the feds so he didn’t get off on any technicalities.

James stands there, momentarily distracted by the girl, gaping at her in horror. Yep, fuck you, buddy. I win. Jessica relaxes in my arms and it’s as if a lifetime of worry rushes out of her in one breath. She knows this is over.

“I left him and went home. After I confessed everything to my mother, she took me to the hospital where I was processed for rape.”

A rumble of voices ripple through the crowd.

“I’ve never seen this girl before in my life!” James roars.

Jessica straightens her shoulders and shouts over the crowd. “James Dixon, my estranged husband, abused me for years. He pushed me down the stairs and I lost my unborn child, Grace, because of it. I fled the country and him for fear of my life.”

James snaps. His face turns purple and he charges. I barely register the fact that he’s carrying a gun until he’s raised it right at us. Without hesitating, I twist her in my arms at the same moment a pop blasts from behind me.

Pause.

I’ve asked for many and God gives me this one as if it could be the last.

Nothing else matters but the warmth of her body in my arms. The ways she smells, always clean and delicious no matter what shampoo or soap she uses. How her silky hair tickles my mouth that’s pressed to the top of her head. Our seconds are stretched and I greedily live in them.

One second.

Two second.

Three second.

“Brax.” Her voice is raw and shaky.

Was I too late?

“Shh, baby, please tell me you’re okay.”

She’s sobbing but lifts her chin up to inspect me. “I’m not hurt. Are you shot?”

I shake my head at her and we both turn to look over at the scene. A crowd of people are gathering around where James was standing only moments before. Between them, I see his crumpled frame on the floor having been the recipient of an Atlanta PD bullet. Good fucking riddance. Several officers are ushering people away from the scene and I let out a relieved breath of air.

“It’s over. It’s finally fucking over.” Tears stream down her pretty cheeks messing up her fancy makeup. I want to take her back to the hotel and scrub her face clean like it belongs.

“No, it’s not over,” I say with a smile. “It’s only just beginning.”
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“My Dark Prince Uncharming showed up on his black horse and saved the day,” she says to which we both laugh. The steam from the shower clouds the air around us and I hug her to my chest. Her smile falls though and she regards me with a serious stare. “Thank you, Brax. Thank you for coming for me.”

I flash her a crooked grin and drag her under the spray of the hot water with me. “You didn’t think I’d let you go that easily did you? You’re mine, Jess. All mine. If you leave, I’ll always chase you. I’m the big, badass lion and you’re my cute little bunny. That’s just the way it is.”

She stands on her toes and kisses me. “You caught me Mr. Badass. Does this mean you’re going to eat me?”

Images of her lying spread open for me on my white fur rug back home cause my mouth to water and my cock to respond with excitement. “Baby, I’m going to eat you every day until you beg me to stop. And when you do, I’ll just gag you with your panties and have my way with you anyway. What do you think about that?”

She reaches between us and latches onto my cock. “You’re so romantic,” she teases.

My fingers grip her ass and I lift her. Pushing her against the cold tile wall, I then let her guide my length into her hot center. My dick jolts in pleasure the moment I’m seated inside of her. With her, it doesn’t matter what we do. As long as my body is connected with hers, I’m fucking ecstatic. Having not been with her in days, our reunion is short, rough, and to the point.

“Yes!”

The moment she cries out in pleasure, I let go of the shred of control I was gripping onto and cum inside of her. I lose myself to the sheer bliss of the slick, tight heat that owns me.

“I want to show you something,” she says with a hopeful, almost shy smile once we come down from our high.

After we’re showered and clean, I guide her to the fireplace, snatching the comforter off the bed first. This Atlanta hotel room doesn’t have floor vents but it does have a fireplace and that’s close enough. Before we go to sit down, she stops me.

“Wait, let me get my purse.”

My eyes follow her naked frame as she fetches her purse. Her wet hair hangs in front of her shoulders brushing against her nipples and it turns me the fuck on. I can’t wait to get her over here so I can make love to her all damn night.

I sit and once she’s settled between my legs, I wrap the comforter around us. She stretches her toes out toward the fire, like always, and starts to rummage through her purse that sits on her lap.

“I guess I won’t be needing this,” she says absently as she pulls out a large kitchen knife. “Well, unless you get out of line. In that case, I’m definitely keeping it.”

My laughter booms through the room and her giggles in response make me so fucking happy. “What were you going to do with that thing?”

“Kill that bastard.”

I kiss her still wet shoulder. “Good girl. You’re my feisty little bunny.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you it was him, Brax. I’d only wanted to protect you and . . . ” she trails off.

I hug her against me. “It’s okay. We figured it out.”

“I never got to give you your birthday present,” she tells me, her voice shy. “I’ve been dying to give it to you but now I’m worried you may not like it.”

I smile. “Show me.”

She tugs out the hideous pink abomination and I burst into hysterical, full-bodied laughter. The tears are streaming but it’s from being tickled and so fucking happy. “Oh, Jess, and to think I couldn’t love you any more than I already do.” I take the pink socks with bunnies all over them and hold them up for a closer inspection. They were on clearance for two bucks, hence the orange price sticker she failed to remove, leftover from Easter probably, and they’re in the women’s largest size. But they’re perfect. Fucking perfect. “How’d you know socks were my favorite?”

A sigh of contentment rushes from her. “Let’s just say I’ve picked up a clue or two about you since I’ve known you. You’re pretty easy to figure out if we’re being honest here.”

I chuckle and kiss the top of her head. “From here on out, I want to know everything. I want to know every detail of your parents and brother, of your past with James, your time in London. Everything. I want to know every detail about my woman.”

She sighs. “I can do that. As long as you promise to tell me everything too. Rich explained that he isn’t your real dad while you were in Vegas and one day I want to know that story. I want to know how you found out Jimmy was linked to me and how you ended up at the ball. I want to know the good and bad parts about your mom. I want to know what upsets you and what makes you happy. And most importantly, I want to know what flavor of cake you want next year on your birthday.”

Her words cause a flutter of anxious bats in my dark heart to scatter but I straighten my spine. I can do this. For once in my life, I am whole. Jessica is responsible for that. If telling her the useless, boring stuff along with the gutting, stressful crap, is what makes her happy, then I’ll do it. It’ll be difficult and I’ll probably get pissed. I’ll say the wrong things and most likely try to shut her out when it gets hard. But I could never keep her out because she belongs on the inside with me—owning every piece of me. Things won’t be easy but that’s what makes it worth it. Anything worth having turns you upside down and shakes you until you can’t see straight anymore. Jessica dizzies me and I’ll gladly enjoy vertigo of the heart as long as she’s spinning the wheel we’re on.

“I promise,” I vow.

“Good, now one more thing. Promise me that you’ll love this next gift. Promise me that no matter what, this next gift means as much to you as it does to me. Because, Brax,” she says, her voice turning grave. “If you can promise me that, I can promise you my heart forever.”

“Jess, I promise. You’re mine. I gave you my last name for a reason. I love you and you’re not going anywhere—even if you do annoying shit like pull me into pools fully dressed, assume I’m a serial killer, redecorate my house whenever you want, and can recite corny movies word for word. I’ll go to the ends of the earth to track you down just so I can strip you down and make love to you over and over again. You’re the sun that warms me both inside and out. The world was way too fucking cold before you stepped into it.”

She still hesitates. “No more freaking out. And chill with the fucking mood swings. I need to know you can do this for me. I have my reasons. When you’re pissed, promise we’ll fuck it out and then have sweet, warm talks in front of the fireplace after.”

My lips find her shoulder again and I press a soft kiss there. “I’m an asshole, but you’re fixing me. Just like I helped those women and restored them to their full potential, you’re doing the same for me. I was dark and dirty and broken inside. But you reached in, found the goodness, and worked your magic. I’m powerless against you, Jess. And I’ve never been so happy to relinquish control.”

“And—”

I cut her off when I tickle her. “Enough, woman. Out with it. Whatever it is, just put it out there. I’m not afraid and neither should you be.”

Without any more hesitation, she tugs out a sack. From inside of it, she pulls out a pair of I Love New York socks. Being from New York, the slogan alone warms me. But the size is what causes me to pause.

Pause for a second.

Stretched into an eternity.

This moment is perfect and real.

And I want to live in it forever.

Two torn, brittle, ratty souls weaving together as one and creating something new and perfect.

“Say something.”

Her words jerk me from the frozen moment of time and the seconds begin ticking away again. Life suddenly seems too short. A means to an end.

“I love you,” I murmur and splay my hands out over her flat stomach that will soon swell with the growth of our child. “And this little one too.”

Her body wracks with unshed tears and I move her things out of her lap. Lying back, I pull her with me. We stay like this for some time, me holding her while she cries with pure joy and me smiling at what’s to come. Eventually, our happiness is overshadowed by the need for one another.

“Make love to me, Braxton Kennedy.”

I roll her over onto her back and stare down at her as I fist my cock. Her wet hair is frizzy and half dried. Bloodshot green eyes from crying look back at me and her nose is pink. Pouty lips part open and I moisten my own with my tongue before I drop down to kiss the most beautiful fucking woman on the planet.

She cries out when I enter her slowly. Each thick inch of me, her body graciously accepts. And when I’m fully pressed into her, I feel completely whole. She and I clinging together with our baby safe between us. My thrusts are slow and teasing and soon she’s clawing at me. Jessica loves the sweet but she also craves the rough.

“I love you,” I moan against her mouth as I start pounding into her relentlessly. This woman brings pleasure to every nerve ending in my body, but it’s the pure bliss she cloaks my soul in that always does me in.

Her climax is quiet, no screams and it causes me to lose it. Together, we come soundlessly, our mouths sealed, a matrimony of their own rite. Once we come off our natural high that only comes from the other, my cock softens and the evidence of our lovemaking trickles from her.

“I’m going to marry you,” I tell her smugly.

She chuckles and lifts a brow. “Technically, according to my passport and legal documents, I’m already your wife.”

I smirk at her. “But tomorrow, I’m buying you a big-ass ring and hauling you off to the courthouse to make it official.”

“My first husband ended up dead. You sure you want to take those odds? Besides, I thought a man was supposed to ask a woman to be his wife. Not make demands.” She’s amused and her playful grin has my cock stirring again.

I wink at her. “I can handle myself. Your first husband was a pussy. If you get feisty, I’ll just tie you up and punish you with my belt.” Her cheeks redden because she’s embarrassed that the very mention of my belt turns her on. The crooked smile of hers though is ratting her out. Guilty, Mrs. Kennedy. “And I’m no normal man. I’m different and so are you. That, sexy vixen and mother of my child, is why we’re so special.”

She tickles my sides and we both laugh until I’m driving into her wet pussy again. Our eyes lock and I thrust into her as if each one could be my last.

“Will you marry me, Jessica Kennedy?”

Her mouth parts open and she nods. She moans and then locks eyes with me. A playful fire dances in her green eyes. “Somebody has to take one for the team.”

Sliding my fingers into her hair, I pound harder and harder into her. With each second that passes, my cock feels as if I may explode with my release.

“I’m glad you’re on my team, baby.”

“I’m glad too.”
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Nearly two years later . . .
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Smack!

I jerk my now stinging hand back and frown at Christine. “What? It’s Christmas. Why make bacon wrapped anything if I can’t have it?”

She scoots around me and places the appetizers on the tray. “You can have it. Just not right now. Patience, young man.”

I grin at her calling me young because we both know I’m not. I move behind her and wrap my arms around her waist. And for a moment, she stops stressing about the meal and relaxes against my chest. Not long after coming to live with my son, I became smitten with Christine. She was the first woman I cared to look at in years. My heart always belonged to Vicky and I refused to even look at other women long after she passed. Not only in respect for Braxton, but in respect for her.

But one Sunday afternoon, a few months after we got Jessica back from Georgia, I found myself in the kitchen with Christine and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Her dark hair, showing streaks of grey that indicated her age, was down and her pretty blue eyes were shining with happiness. We’d just learned the sex of the baby after lunch and she was as proud as Brax’s mother would have been if her life had ever gotten to that point. The love that shone from Christine, like a million rays of sunshine, is what ultimately made me fall in love with her.

I don’t love often but when I do, I give it my everything.

It took some convincing for her to date me but one evening I surprised her by cooking dinner. Brax and Jess had gone shopping for the baby. Cart and Dubois were at their own homes. And that night, Christine and I talked over a romantic candlelit dinner as if we were young again. Later, I took her to bed and showed her an old man still had a few tricks. She soon caved into my affections and we married before the baby was born.

“I love you, Chris.”

She chuckles and pats my arm. “I love you too, honey. Now get your tushie in there and set the table. Jessica’s family will be here soon and I don’t want them thinking we’re a bunch of rednecks.”

I laugh and reluctantly pull away from her, not before I steal a kiss that makes her blush first. Then, I stroll toward the dining room that Brax already installed the leaf in to extend it for the extra guests. I almost step on my favorite little person in the whole world.

“Papa!”

“Little Bear!”

He squeals when I pick him up and toss him in the air a few times. Ashton started walking a couple of months ago and loves exploring this massive house of his father’s. Jessica has the patience of a saint and follows him everywhere making sure he doesn’t get into anything that might hurt him. So I’m surprised not to see her around. When I peek around the corner, I see my son with his wife pressed against the wall sharing a passionate kiss. I beam with pride that I was able to pluck him from his old, terrible life and help mold this one for him. His mother would have been so proud to see the gentleman he’s grown to be.

I know I am.
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“Who’s your favorite uncle? Say Jude,” Jessica’s brother coos to his nephew. Ashton whops him upside the head with his stuffed bear Christine and I’d bought him for Christmas.

“Doob-wa,” Ashton babbles in response.

Jude huffs in faux frustration and I wink at Dubois who’s grinning like the cat that ate the canary. Poor Jude only sees my grandson every few months when he makes it out this way or when Brax and Jess visit her family in Georgia. But Dubois? That man adores that kid as if he were his own. The stiff, best friend of my son melts like butter any time Ashton is near. And it doesn’t hurt that his first word was his favorite uncle’s name.

“No, it’s Cartier,” Cart pouts from beside Dubois on the couch. I don’t miss their proximity. I’ve noticed the looks they sneak at one another when everyone else is too busy with their dramatics. They’ve never come out with anything, but something’s there. “Cart. Tee. Yay. Cartier.”

Ashton scrunches his nose up and shakes his head. “Doob-wa.”

We all laugh, even the grumpy other grandpa. Jessica’s dad isn’t an easy one to warm up to but he’s trying. She’d told me he cried, something she’d never seen him do, when she told where her life had gone since leaving James. Her mother is a gentle soul, much like Jude, and I like them both immensely.

“Thank you all for coming,” Brax says, grinning from ear to ear. “Jess and I are so happy to have our family in one place. Oh, and we have a surprise for you.”

He leans in and kisses her on the lips before crawling on the floor to where Ashton sits, chewing on wrapping paper. “Open this one, buddy.”

With the help of his daddy, Ashton opens the shirt box and Brax holds it up for us to see. Christine and Jessica’s mother both start to cry. I wink at my son and nod my head. Good job, son, I mouth.

Big Brother.

Everyone congratulates them and takes turns gushing over Ashton—how he’ll have a sibling soon.

“What will you name the new baby?” Jude questions.

Jessica beams at him. “Victor for a boy or Victoria for a girl after Brax’s mom.”

My son flashes her a thankful smile. That boy has always blamed his mother but it wasn’t until his wife came along that he began the process of forgiving her. It wasn’t easy but he is dealing with it and I know she would have been be overwhelmed with the strength of our son.

Jess glances at me and I wink at her. She’s a unique woman and I couldn’t have scoured the earth to find anyone better for Brax. Apparently scouring the earth was his thing and I’m glad he found her.

She was able to find the boy I claimed as my own when he was just a young teen and pull him from inside the gruff, powerful stony man that he is today. And while he may still have his moments, with her he smiles more, laughs more, and enjoys life more.

Amidst the chaos, I notice Cart frowning at Dubois. The poor man has tears in his eyes and he desperately blinks them away. Dubois’ jaw is clenched tight and his arms are folded across his chest in defiance.

But in one passing moment later, I watch the rigid man’s features change from being stubborn and protective, to decisive. He’s made his mind up about something, and as if on cue, he stands.

“I have an announcement too. This may come as a shock to you all, but I’m in love. I have been for some time—I’ve just been too stupid to speak of it to anyone besides Cartier here.”

The room grows silent. It’s quite shocking to them all for Dubois to admit to having any real emotions. But they don’t watch him like I do. I watch his every move—all of their moves—because they’re my family and as the patriarch of this family, it’s my duty to make sure all of my kids are doing okay. Even the ones that aren’t blood.

My eyes flicker to Cartier’s and his pretty face is contorted into something ugly and beautiful all at once as his emotions take over. He’s been hiding this for the man beside him. Because he loves him too and respects him. I’m glad to see Dubois stepping up to mirror that love.

“Cartier is my boyfriend. We’ve been together for a long time, not officially and certainly not openly. But, I’m tired of hiding. He deserves to freely show his love as all of you do.” He holds his hand to Cartier who blushes with equal parts embarrassment and pride. The man stands beside him, clearly unsure where he’s going with this proclamation. In a very gentlemanly like way, Dubois drops to a knee in front of him and slips a silver band over the handsome man’s finger. “Please marry me.”

Cartier tugs him back to his feet and the two men embrace. Dubois then kisses him boldly in front of their now cheering family. I find Dubois’ brown teary eyes and mouth, Good job, son. 

The rest of the evening is hugs and a joyous celebration. As I hold my beautiful wife’s hand and my sleeping grandson in the other, I nearly weep at how full my heart is. As Cartier chatters to Jessica and they make extravagant, way over the top wedding plans, I smile at the large and unconventional family I’ve gained. And as my son grips Dubois’ shoulder firmly, showing his unending support for his friend as they quietly discuss whatever it is those two talk about, I don’t think there’s anything more I could ever ask for.

I look up briefly to the ceiling and silently ask Vicky to put in a good word for me to the man upstairs. I’m not asking for much.

I just want to pause this moment forever.

The End.
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Ship To Wreck – Florence + The Machine

Lemon Eyes – Meg Myers

A Rush Of Blood To The Head – Coldplay

Motel – Meg Myers

Last Goodbye – Jeff Buckley

Take Out the Gunman – Chevelle

Renegades – X Ambassadors

Oh My – Big Wreck

Ghosts – Big Wreck

Madness - Muse


A Note from K Webster

 

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for reading Dirty Ugly Toy. I hope you enjoyed Brax and Jessica’s story. I certainly had a blast writing it.

Reviews are important and I can’t thank you enough for taking the time to post one if you can. The reviews help other readers decide if they want to take a chance on my book or not. So thank you for helping guide them my way!

Sincerely,

K Webster
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Thank you to my husband. My heart and soul. Without your love and support, my books wouldn’t exist. Thank you, sweetie! I love you!

A gigantic thanks to Nikki McCrae—your constant support, friendship, and assistance mean the world to me. Your loyalty and hard work is much appreciated. Love ya, girl!

I want to thank the people that beta read on this book. Nikki McCrae, Wendy Colby, Elizabeth Clinton, Shannon Martin, Amy Bosica, Ella Stewart, Nicky Crawford, Brooklyn Miller, Robin Martin, and Amy Simms. I hope I didn’t forget anyone) you guys always provide AMAZING feedback. You all give me helpful ideas to make my stories better and give me incredible encouragement. I appreciate all of your comments and suggestions.

Thank you to all of my blogger friends both big and small that go above and beyond to always share my stuff. You all rock! #AllBlogsMatter

I’m especially thankful for my Krazy for K reader group. You ladies are wonderful with your support and friendship. Each and every single one of you is amazingly supportive and caring.

I am totally thankful for my author group, the COPA gals, for being there when I need to take a load off and whine. Y’all rock!

Vanessa Bridges, thanks again for providing your AMAZING editing services. You’re a star and always know exactly how to make my story even better. Your beta, Manda Lee, rocks too! Love you ladies!

Thank you Stacey Blake for being awesome as always. You make my books beautiful and I can’t thank you enough.

Lastly but certainly not least of all, thank you to all of the wonderful readers out there that are willing to hear my story and enjoy my characters like I do. It means the world to me!
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K Webster is the author of dozens of romance books in many different genres including contemporary romance, historical romance, paranormal romance, and erotic romance. When not spending time with her husband of twelve years and two adorable children, she's active on social media connecting with her readers.

Her other passions besides writing include reading and graphic design. K can always be found in front of her computer chasing her next idea and taking action. She looks forward to the day when she will see one of her titles on the big screen.

Join K Webster’s newsletter to receive a couple of updates a month on new releases and exclusive content. To join, all you need to do is go here.

Facebook

Blog

Twitter

Email

Goodreads

Instagram

images/00101.jpeg





images/00100.jpeg





images/00071.jpeg





images/00070.jpeg





images/00073.jpeg
Her





images/00072.jpeg





images/00075.jpeg





images/00107.jpeg
playlist





images/00074.jpeg





images/00106.jpeg





images/00077.jpeg
Him





images/00109.jpeg
about the author





images/00076.jpeg





images/00108.jpeg
acknowledgements





images/00079.jpeg





images/00103.jpeg





images/00078.jpeg





images/00102.jpeg
Him





images/00105.jpeg
Richard Kennedy





images/00104.jpeg





cover.jpeg





images/00060.jpeg





images/00062.jpeg
Him





images/00061.jpeg





images/00064.jpeg





images/00063.jpeg





images/00066.jpeg





images/00065.jpeg
Her





images/00068.jpeg





images/00067.jpeg





images/00069.jpeg
Him





images/00091.jpeg
Him





images/00090.jpeg





images/00093.jpeg





images/00092.jpeg





images/00095.jpeg





images/00094.jpeg





images/00097.jpeg





images/00096.jpeg
Her





images/00011.jpeg





images/00099.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00098.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg
Her





images/00015.jpeg
Him





images/00014.jpeg





images/00080.jpeg





images/00082.jpeg





images/00081.jpeg
Her





images/00084.jpeg
Him





images/00083.jpeg





images/00086.jpeg





images/00085.jpeg





images/00088.jpeg
Her





images/00087.jpeg





images/00089.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
K WEBSTER





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg
dedication





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
Him





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
Her





images/00009.jpeg
Him





images/00031.jpeg
Him





images/00030.jpeg





images/00033.jpeg
Her





images/00032.jpeg





images/00035.jpeg
Him





images/00034.jpeg





images/00037.jpeg





images/00036.jpeg





images/00028.jpeg
Her





images/00027.jpeg





images/00029.jpeg





images/00020.jpeg





images/00022.jpeg





images/00021.jpeg
Him





images/00024.jpeg





images/00023.jpeg
Her





images/00026.jpeg
Him





images/00025.jpeg





images/00017.jpeg





images/00016.jpeg





images/00019.jpeg
Her





images/00018.jpeg





images/00051.jpeg





images/00050.jpeg





images/00053.jpeg





images/00052.jpeg
Her





images/00055.jpeg
Him





images/00054.jpeg





images/00057.jpeg





images/00056.jpeg





images/00059.jpeg
Her





images/00058.jpeg





images/00049.jpeg
Him





images/00040.jpeg





images/00042.jpeg





images/00041.jpeg
Him





images/00044.jpeg
Her





images/00043.jpeg





images/00046.jpeg





images/00045.jpeg





images/00048.jpeg





images/00047.jpeg





images/00039.jpeg
Her





images/00038.jpeg





