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      Jade Sky is a reporter with a suspicion, and she knows Gray Malice is keeping secrets. There’s something about him she can’t ignore and neither can her body. 

      Gray Malice has always been the bad guy, and now is no different. It’s too bad for Jade he’s set his sights on her… because he’s never letting go. 

      Warning: Come on, who doesn’t love the villain! 
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      “What’s it gonna be?” I ask Nick. He’s staring at the VIP backstage pass to the Delicate Girl Secrets event that’s happening tonight. In his hand is what I need, and this is a trade that will make us even this time.

      I was able to snag one of the badges and get Nick’s name on the list because I live with three models. Living with three models can have its perks, but it can also have downsides. One of them being I can’t keep food in the condo, and I have to hide all of my snacks in my bedroom.

      I’ve done some modeling in the past, which is how I landed in a condo with three of them. I moved to the city two years ago for hand modeling. The other girls are full-on models and I haven’t done a hand job in over a year. Yikes. I make a mental note to never call it that again, even in my head. I’ve been able to stay afloat while blogging since my website grows each day with the news and gossip I supply.

      Another perk to living with three models is I get to hear a lot of stories about celebrities or wealthy people around town. My little blog has really started to gain attention. I hadn’t meant for it to turn into this because the truth is, I’m just a bit too curious and nosy for my own good. That same curiosity is why I’m standing in front of Nick right now and trying to make this exchange.

      The bigger my blog gets, the more pressure I feel to feed it bigger stories. Only this time I think I’ve bitten off more than I can chew. The story I’m working on, if true, would make news around the world. It could also maybe get me killed.

      It’s too late now. I’ve already come this far. Plus, if this is true, the world needs to know, and I don’t trust handing over what I’ve put together already on my own for two reasons. One, I don’t think anyone would believe me and two, I think I’ll get whacked. Is it still called whacked or is that only old-school mob lingo? Doesn’t matter. Dead is dead.

      “This will only work for a few hours. I’m sure someone will see the system has been hacked and they’ll do some reset and clear out this card.” Nick hands me the key to Gray Malice’s vehicle. It’s not a normal key to a car. It’s in the shape of a credit card.

      “How does it even work?” I turn the card over to see both sides.

      “It’s a sensor. The car will know to unlock if you’re near it with that in your pocket.”

      “Really?!”

      “Yep. Welcome to the future.”

      “The future of the wealthy,” I mutter.

      “I really hope you know what you're doing. Not only did you have me hack into Carsela’s vehicle system, you had me print you a key for Gray Malice’s vehicle.” I’m pretty sure Carsela got their fancy new technology for their cars from JM Technology. It’s fitting I’m going to use his own creation against him.

      “I’m sure you’ll forget about this when you’re surrounded by a hundred women in their underwear and heels.” I hand him the badge to get into the event and he snatches it up like it’s a key into heaven. I suppose for him it might be. “It’s been nice doing business with you, Nick.”

      “This is the last time, Jade!” he calls after me. He always says this is the last time, but it never is. I think Nick enjoys this as much as I do. While I’m in it for the thrill of finding out information, he’s in it for the thrill of seeing what he can hack his way into. He thought my request at first was strange. Until I told him whose car I wanted it for. Gray Malice.

      He’s the elusive billionaire trust fund child of John Malice, who died years ago, leaving it all to his one and only son. Only Gray isn’t a child anymore. He’s a grown man. One with a handsome face that might have a monster lurking underneath it.

      Once upon a time, JM Technology was one of the good guys. They made and are still making technology that can save lives. At least they’re pretending they still are.

      I was a bit skeptical when I overheard a piece of information I shouldn't have when I’d gone out with my roommates one night. This wasn’t the first time that happened. I would pretend to get drunk while sucking up all the information I could get. They could get into anywhere, and sometimes that anywhere was with very rich men who would have a few too many drinks and start to talk business while thinking the girls around them weren’t paying attention.

      My ears perked all the way up when I heard Gray Malice’s name. Everyone knows who he is, but he’s never on the social scene. I think all my roommates would die with excitement if he showed up to one of these parties, but I could never get any information on him.

      That was until this particular night when we’d been at some underground club. I don’t think the men had a clue that one of us knew Russian. It happens to be one of the four languages I can speak. In fact, it's my first language. It’s all my grandmother and mom would speak in the house even though we lived in the States, and I was born here.

      From what I could catch over the music they’d been talking about Gray selling some tech along with a new drone that was not only undetectable on current radars, it was also invisible because it could mirror the things around it like a chameleon.

      It all sounded a bit crazy to me, but then I started to dig. Down the rabbit hole I went. My curiosity is always getting the best of me, and people-watching is one of my favorite things to do. A person can learn so much about people just by watching them and never having to say a word. The more I watched, the more I knew Gray was up to something, and I knew this wasn’t something I could do alone. I was in way over my head.

      I needed inside help, and it just so happened that one of Gray’s new hires at JM Tech was a girl I’d gone to school with. Elsy Harbor was a few grades above me, but I knew she was close to the Lone family who in the past had worked alongside the Malice family. That was until John Malice’s untimely death.

      Elsy and Keaton Lone were always glued to each other's sides, but a rift grew between the families. For some reason, Gray hired Elsy even with her close connections to the Lone family. That really piqued my interest, and I knew she’d be my way in. There was no way Keaton would be happy about Elsy working for JM, and I was right.

      That fallout between the families has been a mystery to everyone for years. I still don’t know the whole story, but things have gone nuclear. I’d barely gotten Elsy on board to work with me before the Lone Enterprise building went up in flames.

      That’s when I got a taste of what other things the Lone and Malice family dabbled in. It wasn’t only technology. It’s also bioengineering, because Keaton Lone might be human, but that’s not all he is. In fact, what he could do scares me more than the drones I’ve heard about, and Gray has his hands on the same bioengineering. What if he sold that too?

      At least with Keaton Lone, I know where he stands, and he wants a piece of Gray too. I’ve kept Keaton’s secret because secrets always owe favors, and I have a feeling I’m going to need a few of those if I’m going to get to the bottom of all this and come out the other side alive.
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      It’s late when I leave the lab, and the weight of it is heavy on my shoulders. There’s a reason for everything I’m doing, but I can’t tell anyone. It’s my burden to carry and my problem to fix. My dad left me a mess to clean up, but I’ll do it because I owe him that much.

      As I walk out to my car, the lights underneath it light up, and so do the interior ones. Just as I go to touch the handle, my fingers stop a few inches away. A scent lingers, and my head snaps up as I try to locate it. I inhale deeply, desperate to find the direction, and I take a step away from my car. I’ve smelled this once before, and it was on Elsy Harbor. She said it was a friend’s, and it’s been driving me crazy since.

      When the sweet fragrance disappears, I turn back to my car and narrow my eyes. The scent is unlike anything I know, and I can’t describe it. All I know is that I have to get to the source. I walk toward the front of the car and it lessens, so I walk around to the rear of the car. It’s the strongest here, so I bend down and inhale what has to be the scent of a siren.

      My eyes widen and then I hear something in the trunk and realize that this friend of Elsy’s has somehow broken into my car. I reach into my wallet and take out the security card. This is supposed to be impenetrable, yet I can feel her in there.

      All of my enhanced abilities are sharpening as the need to get to the scent builds. This is why I’m alone and keep people at arm's length. My father experimented with a drug that he and his best friend Nash Lone were creating. It was supposed to be their next great invention until they took it too far.

      My father was exposed to the drug too soon in its testing stage, and the components were too volatile. I tried to do what I could to save him, even doing my own testing on myself. It was a last-ditch effort to save him, but I failed. Now I’m left with the residual effects of the drug they called Formula X. It’s more than just being stronger and faster—the drug brings out different things with each test I run. Now there are more things that make me different than there are that make me human.

      With all of my heightened senses and strength and speed, I could pull this person out of my car and demand answers. The problem is that revealing my powers is something I can’t do. The information could get into the wrong hands, and that’s something I won’t risk. I don’t know why she’s in there, but it occurs to me that I’ve got more than one way to find out.

      Walking back to the driver's side, I get in my car, and it turns on.

      “House,” I say, and the car begins to back up and steer. I smile as I hear what sounds like someone rolling over and cursing before hitting the wall of the trunk. The voice is soft and sweet, just like her smell.

      “Take the bridge,” I tell the car, and I have to bite my lip to keep from laughing as the car turns and begins to go over the old wooden bridge.

      The bridge has been restored, but there’s no getting around those heavy bumps that jostle the car. There’s another curse word and then I hear something that sounds like a foot kicking out.

      “Use the roundabout,” I say, and once we exit the bridge, the car makes the turn. “Again,” I command the car, and once again we go around the loop.

      After one more turn, I’ve decided I’ve had enough fun and let the car make the rest of the journey to my house at the edge of the city. I’ve got a building downtown I can stay in when I’m working late, but there are too many exits for that to work, and right now I want privacy.

      “You have arrived at house,” the car says, and then my driver's door opens for me.

      Without teasing or preamble, I walk to the rear of the car and bark out, “Trunk.”

      What I don’t expect is when the lid of the trunk pops open for a small dark-haired beauty to come out swinging.

      “You did that on purpose!” she shouts as her hands try to connect with my face.

      Before she can make contact, I wrap my arms around her torso and hold her to me. While she’s letting out a string of profanities, I take the opportunity to close my eyes and inhale the scent that’s been driving me mad. It makes my mouth water, and I lean closer until my nose and mouth are pressed against her neck.

      “Wh-what are you doing?”

      “Be still,” I say and breathe what feels like my first breath in forever. It soothes my insides and calms muscles that I didn’t even know were tense. I inhale over and over until my nose burns with it and I’m lightheaded.

      At some point, my hands move down her back and I press her body flush to mine. It’s soft curves and delicate edges that are nothing like me.

      “I took a shower, I just sweat when I get nervous, okay?” she says and tries to shrug. “I feel like nervous sweat is way stinkier than normal workout sweat. Not that I work out, I’m just saying in the event I was being chased and I had to run, I would smell differently. Probably not as stinky. Although if I was being chased by something, I would probably be scared, so that cancels out that theory.”

      She’s rambling, and I feel her hands tremble as she tries to calm herself down. That’s when I notice that I’ve somehow pressed her against my car and engulfed her body with mine. I release her and back away as the horror of what I’ve done falls between us. God, did I just maul a perfect stranger? Me, Gray Malice, who can’t stand to be touched? I reached for her and then tried to put every inch of my body against her.

      “I’m sorry,” I say as I look at her eyes that are wide with shock, but not fear.

      “It’s okay. I think I needed a hug.”

      That’s when I remember why I’m here at the house and not at my apartment downtown. “How did you break into my car?” I cross my arms over my chest and fight the urge to reach for her. I’m still breathing in as deeply as I can because the scent of her is like a drug.

      “Oh, this old thing?” She points her thumb over her shoulder. “Just a quick shimmy with a screwdriver and she’s all mine.” Her laughter is nervous as she looks around like an answer will pop up out of nowhere.

      “It was that easy?” When she pushes her glasses up her nose, I wonder what kind of vision she has.

      “Yeah, everybody knows about it. So is this your place?” she asks, trying to change the subject.

      “Let’s skip the how and get to the who, what, when, and why.” I wait, and she cocks her head to the side like she’s thinking it over.

      “Well, the who part is easy. I’m Jade Sky. It’s nice to meet you.” She holds out her hand like this is a real introduction and she didn’t just somehow sneak into my car.

      My own hand reaches for her before I can stop myself. When her softness touches me, I want to groan in sweet agony. Fuck, how is she doing this to me? Is she some kind of magnet? Through the fog of lust, her name triggers a memory.

      “Jade Sky?” I ask, pulling her a bit closer. “The reporter who’s trying to slander JM Technologies?”

      “Well, technically it’s not slander if it’s true.”

      As much as I want to stand here and touch her and smell her, I have to get away from this. Anything I say, she’ll try to twist to use against me. Goddamn it, the way I mauled her will be all over that gossip blog by dawn.

      “I’ll have someone escort you home.” I drop her hand to walk toward my house, and every step I take away from her is heavy. It’s like my body is rejecting the sensible part of my brain, and now my powers are taking over.

      “Wait, I’ve got questions.” Her small feet eat up the space I put between us surprisingly quickly.

      “No comment.”

      “That’s what everyone in your company says,” she mumbles behind me dejectedly.

      The sound of this slight pain has me turning around, but she wasn’t paying attention and runs right into my chest. I’m so fucking greedy for her that I press my nose to the top of her head before I step back. Fuck, I’m shaking with need. She’s got to get out of here before I do something I’ll regret.

      “They say no comment so that what they say doesn’t get twisted.”

      “I don’t twist words. I report the facts.”

      “Like when Drucilla was kicked off Engagements and Endings?”

      Jade gasps and looks affronted. “That was exactly what happened, and if you actually watched the show you’d—” She stops and blinks up at me. “Wait, you watch Engagements and Endings?”

      “The only reason Drucilla left is because Antonio stole all her money. But the producers covered it up to make it look like she was kicked off. Check your facts.” Jade stares at me, and then I see a small smile form on her lips. “What? It’s a good show.”

      “And how did you know about the money?” She leans closer like we’re sharing secrets, and I’ve got to put this to a stop.

      “It doesn’t matter.” I see Security approaching in the distance. “Goodnight, Jade Sky.”

      “Wait!”
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      He stops dead in his tracks at my command, and when he turns back to face me, I forget for a moment what I was going to say. I didn’t actually have anything to say, but I needed to stop him from leaving. My mind races because this is the closest I’ve gotten to Gray, and holy hell was it close. I can’t lose this moment.

      “I’m waiting,” he finally says as we stare at each other.

      He is waiting, which I find interesting because I expected him to have his people rush me away quickly. In fact, I think he’s playing some kind of a cat and mouse game with me for reasons I can’t decipher. He also did a lot of touching.

      I bet it was to see if I had a wire on me or something and he was being sneaky about it. There’s no way he was copping a feel. This is Gray Malice—he could have any woman he wants in his bed. I’ve got three roommates who would be all over him and likely at the same time if he asked.

      “Let’s talk inside.” I raise my chin and walk right past him. He cocks his head to the side as he watches me but doesn’t try to stop me from doing it.

      To my surprise, when I push the handle of one of the double front doors, it opens, and I waltz right in. “Wow,” I gasp as I stand in the grand entryway. “You have two staircases. I never understood why people need two, but here they are. Useless and breathtaking all at the same time.” I hear the door close hard behind me before a lock clicks into place. I spin around, realizing that no one knows where I am. I pretend to be chill and like I haven’t stepped into something I can’t get out of. “You know, I was really hoping you were Batman.” I shake my head in disappointment.

      “This isn’t a comic, Jade.” I don’t know why that sounds like a threat, but I sense the tension in him. In fact, I’m sensing all kinds of things. One is my reaction to being so close to Gray because the man is intoxicating. For a moment, I almost forgot he was a bad guy. At least my vagina sure did.

      “No, it’s not. It’s very much real life, and that’s the problem.” I put my hands on my hips because I will not be intimidated.

      “I don’t know what ideas you’ve come up with in that pretty head of yours, but there is nothing to find here.”

      Did he call my head pretty? Stay on track, Jade. Do not let him seduce you with his sexiness.

      “I think there is a lot to be found, or maybe”—I tap my finger against my lips—“to be lost.” He narrows his eyes on me, and something flashes in them. I thought I saw something outside, but I was sure it was only the darkness playing with me. People's eyes don’t flash that way and become darker than they really are.

      “How about you go find my bedroom and then I’ll ask the questions.”

      My mouth falls open at his words, and the way he says it makes something inside me get warm and achy. He’s trying to seduce me or throw me off kilter, I just know it.

      “Why would I want to be in your bed? You’re, you’re, you’re all…”

      “All what?”

      I scrunch my nose, irritated with myself now. “I don’t know! Big and hard!” I throw my hands up in frustration, and in a second he closes the space between us. He’s so close I can feel the heat radiating off his body. I swear it’s like he’s too warm.

      “You don’t know what all I am, little mouse.”

      It suddenly hits me, and my stomach drops. Could Gray Malice be the same as Keaton Lone? I don’t know why I never thought of that before, but if Gray is doing some shady shit, why wouldn’t he pump himself full of whatever it is they’ve made in their fancy labs to create a superhuman?

      “I’m not a little mouse.”

      “You’re trying to be. You’re sneaking around looking for something delicious. It would be so easy to lure you right into a trap.”

      Maybe he already has. That would explain how he knew I was in the trunk. I think he realized it before he started tossing me around on purpose.

      “Are you threatening me, Gray Malice?” I raise my chin again, and my glasses slip up my nose. I push my shoulders back, pretending I’m not the least bit scared as his eyes never leave mine. Maybe I am a mouse, but I have a feeling a smart mouse would run.

      I’m standing firm, so he can suck it. Though it is kind of pointless because he’s a beast towering over me. One that might be superhuman. I think I’ve only seen the tip of what Keaton can do, so who knows what Gray has up his sleeve?

      “It’s a warning.”

      “Warning? Ha! Then maybe I should give a warning too.” I try to sound full of bravado, but I think it only comes off sassy.

      Why do I keep pushing him? I’m all alone, and I should shut my mouth and ask for that ride back to the city, but what if I can get him to admit something? Even if it’s small, it will have been worth this ordeal, and I might never get another chance.

      “There’s nothing to warn me about. I know what I’m doing,” he says, and his shoulders drop.

      Does he? What if Gray is in over his head too?

      “All right, then how about a chance to not do this?”

      “And what is it you think I’m going to do, little mouse?”

      I lick my lips, wondering if I should even say this. I shouldn’t because then he’ll know how much information I have, but there’s something deep inside of me that wants to save him. I want to pull him away from this path that he’s somehow gotten himself on. It doesn’t even make sense why he’d experiment on himself.

      How rich does someone need to be? What’s the point of selling technology and god knows what else to people who will only do harm with it? They don’t want these things to protect themselves. I think it’s quite the opposite.

      “Don’t do it,” I say, trying to be cryptic so I don’t reveal all my cards at once. “You and I both know what I’m talking about.”

      He shakes his head, not believing me, but why would he? I’m only a little mouse to him, so what could I possibly know? I wouldn’t take Gray as someone to underestimate someone, but I’m not sure he’s fully himself right now. Even if he was searching for a wire, outside he seemed out of it for a moment.

      “And how would you know anything about what I might be doing?” The muscle in his jaw flexes, and I wonder if it’s because he’s angry or because of what he wants to do to me.

      “Your new business associates like to run their mouths when they drink,” I inform him. “They're not the brightest.” I say the last part in Russian, and all the emotion drains from his face as it dawns on him how much I might actually know. It also lets me see that there’s truth behind what I heard. “Now do you think I know nothing?”

      “Now we have a problem.” He moves closer, and I try to retreat, taking three steps back farther into his house, but he’s pissed now. I don’t know how, but I swear I can feel his emotions. They fill up the space all around us, and it vibrates over my skin. “I don’t think I can let you go anywhere.” He prowls toward me, and with each step I take backward, he closes the distance.

      “My roommates will report me missing!” It might take them a few days or possibly a week, but at some point, they’ll realize the snacks are missing.

      “And? Will anyone suspect that I kidnapped you?”

      “Oh.” I let out a breath. “Kidnap? I thought you were going to kill me.” I put my hand over my racing heart.

      “Kill you? That’s the last thing I want to do with you, little mouse.”

      Again, that somehow sounds like a threat. My brain screams to run, but my body says to hear the man out.

      “Maybe I should get that ride.” I point toward the front doors.

      “You’re not going anywhere.”

      “My head hurts. I think I have a concussion from you tossing me around in your trunk,” I lie and wonder if there’s any way he’d actually believe me. “I promise I won’t sue if you just let me be on my merry way. It will be like I was never here.”

      “A concussion is the last thing you’ll need to worry about if my associates find out what you might know.” I swallow as I realize I might be fucked. Both literally and figuratively.

      Why can’t I keep my trap shut?
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      “I can’t stay here.” All of Jade’s bravado has begun to dissolve, and I see the worry around her eyes.

      “There’s nowhere safer than my home, and if I know about you poking around, then they certainly do. I know how to keep safe from them, but you’re too vulnerable.”

      “But…” She tries to think of another argument, and it’s kind of adorable to watch her weave her ideas. “I don’t have any clothes.”

      She says it as a “gotcha” moment, but I just shake my head. “I own a multi-billion-dollar company. I think I can afford a few cartoon T-shirts.”

      “Hey! SpongeBob is a generational triumph.”

      “I like the show.” I shrug, and she seems surprised by that admission. “Especially Mr. Krabs.”

      “You would.” She rolls her eyes and crosses her arms over her chest.

      “Have you eaten?” At the mention of food, her stomach growls, and I don’t need a heightened sense of hearing to know it. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

      “I’m not staying.” She stomps her foot in the cutest way, and I wonder if I can get her to do it again.

      “House, tell Francisco to make dinner for two,” I say, and the soft chime overhead sounds in receipt of the message.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me.” Jade looks up at the ceiling. “You just talk to your house like a dog or something?”

      “More like a computer, but yes.”

      “House, tell bossy Gray to let me go,” she says, but there’s no chime of confirmation.

      “It likes me better than you,” I tease, and I realize I’m smiling.

      What in the absolute fuck is happening to me? First I’m telling her to get in my bed, then I’m demanding she stay. Now I’m forcing dinner on the poor girl, but I can’t seem to stop. I’ve never felt as good as I do when I’m next to Jade. What I’m doing is selfish, but I don’t care. I’ve been so, so long without anything that created a positive emotion that I can’t let her go. Not yet.

      What I told her about the Russians was real. I don’t know everything she heard, but it’s enough for them to want to keep her quiet. Permanently. The thought of losing Jade or something happening to her doesn’t sit right with me, and I won’t allow it to happen. Maybe I’m once again acting on my own selfish needs, but goddamn it, I won’t let them take her. She’s in deeper than she knows.

      “You could at least give it a name if you’re going to boss it around,” she huffs.

      “I tried, but nothing sounded right.” I shrug because it’s the truth. When I had the house designed, it was part of it, but I couldn’t decide on a name. “Maybe I should call it Jade so it does what I say.”

      “That would be the only Jade that listens to you.”

      “Dinner is ready,” the house says, and Jade scowls at me.

      “So it’s smart and super-fast. Great.”

      “Dinner was already being prepared. I just asked the chef to prepare two places instead of one.”

      She’s reluctant as I point her in the direction of the dining room, but eventually she moves in that direction.

      “Of course you have a chef. Meanwhile I would have settled for a McDouble.”

      “What’s a McDouble?” I ask, and Jade stops short before turning around to stare at me with wide eyes.

      “All this money and you’ve never truly enjoyed the finer things in life.”

      “I’m teasing,” I say, and for a second I see a smile at the edge of her lips. That one little tug makes me want to dig deeper into her heart and see how many more I can get. “I’ve been to Burger King before.”

      “I can’t tell if you’re serious right now or if you’re playing with me.”

      “Oh, believe me,” I say as I step closer so that our bodies are almost touching. “When I play with you, you’ll know it.”

      Her lips part, and god, how I want to taste those full soft petals. Without saying another word, I slip her hand into mine and tug her along with me. She’s quiet as we walk into the dining room hand in hand. It’s when we reach the table that I release it, although reluctantly.

      “Okay, so this is different than I expected.”

      “What did you expect?” I ask as she walks around the small table and looks at the décor.

      “I don’t know, I guess something grander? I was thinking there would be a table for thirty or chandeliers.”

      “It’s just me.” I shrug as I pull out a chair for her. “I don’t need to have all those empty chairs reminding me I’m alone.”

      Something close to pity flashes in her eyes, and I have to look away. That’s one thing I don’t want to see coming from Jade, or anyone, for that matter. I’m alone, and that’s the reality of the situation. There’s no need to dwell on it.

      “So what’s on the menu?” She takes a seat and thankfully changes the subject. “I guess if I’m going to be kidnapped, I might as well enjoy the perks, right?”

      “I don’t see the harm in it,” I agree as I take a seat beside her. Francisco laid out two place settings, one beside the other instead of across. I’ll have to remember to increase his Christmas bonus this year.

      In front of us are two covered dishes, and we both take the domes off at the same time. One is chicken smothered in some kind of creamy butter sauce, and the other is steak.

      “I guess we each pick one?” Jade asks, nodding to the trays that are large enough that we could share just one dish.

      “After you.” I put the domes off to the side and hand her the tongs.

      “Which one do you want?” She bites her bottom lip as she eyes the steak, and somehow I’m envious of the meat. She’s never given me that look.

      “The chicken,” I say, and her face lights up with delight as she begins to dig into the meal.

      “So,” she begins after taking a few bites, “how do I negotiate my release? I don’t have someone with money that can pay a ransom.”

      “Money isn’t something I need.” I watch her mouth go around the fork as she takes a bite, and my cock responds to the sight of it. It’s too much, and I have to look away or I’m going to embarrass myself. “Tell me why you run a gossip blog.” I’ve got to get her off the subject of leaving.

      “At first because it was easy?” She shrugs like maybe she’s not even sure. “But it’s not what I want to do. My true passion is journalism and showing the truth to the world.”

      “Did you know there’s a department at JM Tech that does exactly that?”

      “Yeah right.” She laughs, but when I don’t, she sobers. “Are you serious?”

      “Completely. That’s one of the reasons you’ve probably had trouble finding out anything about my company. Not only are we good at journalism, we're also good at data protection. The reason the department was started was to expose my competitors and their ill-gotten gains. Eventually that turned into discoveries of other wrong-doings, so I decided we’d report on more than just my competitors but their distributors and anyone else on the wrong side of science.”

      “But what about—” She stops short and presses her lips together like she doesn’t want to reveal too much.

      “If you want something from me, Jade…” I slowly lean toward her until my mouth is next to her ear. “All you have to do is ask.”
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      I worry my bottom lip between my teeth because Gray is nothing like I expected him to be. He actually seems like a decent man, and he’s not bad to look at either. Didn’t some people say that about Ted Bundy?

      I never got that one because even in pictures you could see the crazy in his eyes. I keep seeing something in Gray’s eyes, but I don’t think it’s crazy. There’s something else there; I just can’t explain it.

      “You confuse me,” I finally say. Here he’s saying he exposes people doing bad things, but isn’t that what he’s doing? I suppose that could make for a really good cover. He all but admitted that information was never going to be leaked from his company, and in my search, that seems to be true. Although I didn’t get my information from his people, but the other side.

      “Not everything is as it always seems, little mouse,” he says and then takes a bite of his chicken.

      “Are you saying you’re not working with those men?”

      “What men?” He’s casual as he asks, but I can tell he’s trying to get whatever I heard out of me. First he kidnaps me and now he’s trying to secretly interrogate me? I’m the one that should be asking questions. Even if he caught me in his trunk.

      “I know what you’re doing, and it’s not going to work,” I say smugly.

      “You have no clue what I’m doing.” He licks his lips as he picks up the glass of wine and takes a sip.

      He somehow manages to make eating and drinking sexy. Wait, I know what this is. I’ve been drugged! I bet he gave me some kind of love potion or something. If he can make superhuman serum, surely he can make a love potion. I’ll fall into bed with him James Bond-style and tell him all my secrets.

      Okay, I might be reaching.

      “I don’t want to play this game.” I drop my fork down onto the plate.

      “I said you could ask me anything. I’m starting to think you’re scared to know the truth.”

      Crap. Maybe I am. I don’t want him to be this terrible person.

      “Or maybe I’m scared of what you’ll do to me once you know what I know.” I run my finger across my throat.

      “Are you always this theatrical?”

      “Hey, don’t be rude.” I scold him the same way my babushka would do to me.

      “When did I imply I didn’t enjoy your theatrics?” He smirks. “Eat,” he orders, nodding toward my plate.

      “You’re bossy,” I say, but I pick my fork back up.

      “You’ll get used to it.” I press my thighs together thinking about him bossing me around in other places—like his bedroom.

      “I’m only eating because someone took the time to make this lovely meal, and I’d hate for it to be wasted.” I take a giant bite of my steak, and his smirk turns into a full-on smile. What the hell is wrong with him? I’m trying to annoy him and let him think his charm is doing nothing to me. If I don’t play along, he might throw me out of here. I wonder if I can get him to pay me to leave.

      We finish the rest of the meal in silence, and I try to look anywhere but at Gray. It’s pointless, though, because I feel the man's eyes on me the entire time.

      “House, bring dessert,” Gray says after I’ve cleared my plate.

      “I don’t think I can eat any more. I’m—” I stop talking when I see the creme brulée come out. “Okay, maybe a few bites.”

      The plates are placed in front of us by the same man as before. I debate if I should tell him I’ve been kidnapped, but it might be best to do it after I eat my dessert.

      “Oh god,” I moan after I taste the first bite, but a deep rumble has my head jerking up. I glance around the room, wondering where it came from. “I didn’t feel us move. Was there an earthquake?”

      “Have another bite.” He ignores my question. “You clearly enjoy it.” He doesn’t have to ask me twice.

      Gray pulls his cell phone out and ignores his own dessert as he taps away. “Who are you texting?” I ask, and he glances up from his phone. “You said I could ask anything.”

      “My security.”

      “Are you telling them you’ve kidnapped someone?”

      “You could say that.” He goes back to clicking away on his phone.

      “You're being rude again. No phones at the dinner table,” I sing-song.

      “Was that your grandmother Annika’s rule or your mother Lilia’s?”

      My spoon pauses almost to my mouth with the last bite of dessert on it. This time, I slowly put my spoon down, and real fear starts to creep up my spine. I sit up straighter because this little game is finished. I already knew I was in over my head, but I’d never thought about who could go down with me.

      “Gray. Please don’t—”

      “I’m not going to hurt them. It’s quite the opposite. I don’t know how deep you’ve dug or who might be on to you being a very naughty girl.” I block out his naughty girl words and what that does to me.

      “They have nothing to do with this.”

      “If only it was that easy.” My heart starts to race as panic floods me. Gray watches and then places his hand on my arm. “Take a deep breath, Jade. Let your heart calm down.”

      Can he hear my heart? Is it truly that loud, or is this the something more I’ve been expecting since I got here? I reach out and pretend to grab the bottle of wine sitting on the edge of the table. I tip the edge to fumble it, and the bottle starts to fall.

      In a flash Gray has it in his hand before it can hit the ground and places it back on the table. I suppose that answers that question. Our eyes lock, and he knows I already had an idea of what he is.

      “I’m going to assign someone to keep an eye on them.”

      “Why would you do that?”

      “Because although you might have slipped your way into this mess, it's my responsibility. The whole point of what I’m doing is so that innocent people don’t die.”

      “Promise me you won’t hurt them.”

      “It’s not me they need to worry about, Jade.” He pushes back from his chair and motions for me to get up. “It’s time for bed.”

      He steps back to give me room, and even though he’s close, it’s enough that we don’t touch. I follow beside him up one of the staircases.

      “Did you switch it up? You know, sometimes you take this set of stairs on the right and other days you take left?”

      A bark of laughter comes from him, but he doesn’t answer my question. I notice as I follow alongside him that he stays close to me but never touches.

      “So where am I sleeping?” I ask as we draw closer to the double doors at the end of the hallway.

      There were three to pick from when we got to the top of the stairs. He’s taken us to the right, and I know that room has to be the master at the end.

      “In here.” He swings both doors open at once.

      “Is this like the master suite of this hallway and your master suite is in one of the other hallways?”

      “In you go” is his only response.

      Finally, he touches me as his hand goes to my lower back to guide me into the bedroom. I peek around the giant room, seeing small personal items here and there.

      “This is your room.” I spin around as he drops his hand from my back and closes the doors behind us.

      “You think I’d really leave you alone in my home?” He strides slowly across the room, and nervous anticipation builds in my belly.

      “Why, is there like a secret lab somewhere behind a really cool bookcase?” I hadn’t even thought of that until now, and it sounds badass. He opens another set of double doors and goes inside. “If it’s in there, that’s totally lame,” I call after him.

      He reappears with a shirt in his hand, and I suppose it’s a closet and not the bat cave.

      “This is for you to sleep in.” He brings it over to me, and I glance toward the bed. “The bathroom is there.” He points to the other side of the room and brings my attention back to him.

      I try to grab the shirt from him, but Gray doesn’t let it go. Instead, he stares down at me, and his eyes search my face. For what, I have no clue, but I have this brief feeling of not wanting to let him down.

      “Gray, you said that it’s not you that my family and I need to worry about. Who is it then?”

      “I said your family doesn’t have to worry about me, little mouse. I never said you.” He lets go of the shirt and gently touches my chin. “Now go change.”

      It’s on the tip of my tongue to say something smartass, but I stop when something flashes in his eyes yet again. This time I know it’s not the lighting, and I dart off toward the bathroom with the shirt.

      What is Gray going to do with me?
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      “What the fuck am I doing?” I ask myself as I go into the closet and change. Normally I sleep in my underwear, but I quickly decide against that. Realizing that I have to sleep in something, I pull on a pair of joggers. With my chest and feet bare, I climb into bed and tell the house to turn off all the lights except the lamp beside me.

      It takes Jade so long that I think about going in after her and making sure she’s okay, but eventually she comes out. When I see her in the soft glow of the light, I sit up in bed and stare at her. She’s taken off her glasses, her dark hair falls over one shoulder, and although she’s in my old T-shirt, she’s never looked more beautiful.

      “Come here,” I say, and my voice doesn’t sound like my own. When she hesitates, I hold out my hand, silently begging her to take it.

      “You’re lucky this shirt is basically a nightgown,” she huffs as she comes over and I help her climb up on the tall bed. “By the way, you’re out of floss. I checked all the cabinets and drawers.”

      “That’s what took so long,” I tease as she crawls under the covers. Thinking it’s best to have some kind of barrier between us, I stay on top of them. “You were snooping.”

      “If you’re going to leave me alone, yes, I’m going to snoop.” She shrugs one shoulder, and it makes me want to kiss that soft part of her body.

      “Find anything interesting?” I turn on my side to talk to her and see her staring at my bare chest. I have the urge to flex or run my hand down it, but I stay still and let her take me in. After all, isn't that just what I did to her?

      “So I guess an insane amount of muscles is a side effect too,” she whispers, more to herself than me.

      “Do you want to go into my closet next?” I nudge her with my foot because I want her to talk to me.

      “It’s probably just as boring as your bathroom.” She pretends to be irritated, but I see that cute blush on her cheeks.

      “Fine, but you’ll miss the dead bodies.” Her eyes snap up to mine, and I grin down at her.

      “In all the pictures I saw of you, you were never smiling.” She tilts her head to the side like she’s considering it. “It looks nice on you.”

      “You seem to have a strange effect on me.”

      Her hand is resting between us, and I can’t help it; I have to touch her. My fingers brush over the tips of hers, and when her hand opens, I take it. With our fingers entwined, there’s a warmth inside me that makes me feel calm yet sure. I’ve never experienced this kind of peace, and I wonder how Jade has done this to me.

      Her intoxicating scent is in my bed now, and maybe that’s a bad idea. If she ever leaves, it will drive me to the brink of insanity. If she ever leaves? Did I really just have a thought of keeping her forever? I’ve studied all the data we have on Formula X and all the tests that were done. Including the one on my father and myself, then Keaton Lone. The common side effect is being so sensitive to touch that it’s a repellent. The strange thing about that is that I saw Keaton with Elsy Harbor and the way they embraced. He didn’t cringe away. In fact, it was like he couldn’t get close enough to her. That’s how I feel about Jade right now. I want to cover her body with mine and move inside of her. I want every inch of our bodies connected in a way I’ve never dared to dream was possible.

      “What are you thinking about?” Her soft voice breaks through my thoughts, and I realize she’s trailed her fingers up my arm. She’s the one doing the touching now.

      “How much I want to kiss you,” I admit. If I can’t be honest with Jade, then I don’t deserve her. She’s the truest person I’ve ever met, and I see the honesty in her eyes. That’s why I have to protect her and protect her family. She’s innocent in all of this, and damn me for putting them in danger.

      “I mean, I guess that would be okay.” She pretends to shrug it off again, but I see the way her eyes move to my lips. Feeling bold, I pull the covers off of her and grip her thigh. In one quick tug, I have her flush against me. “Whoa.”

      “Superhuman strength has its advantages,” I whisper as my hand moves under the hem of her shirt and I rub my palm over her warm skin.

      Her hands move up to my chest, and every place she touches me is like a new part of my skin that’s come alive. I thought being pressed up against her body outside was heaven, but clearly I was wrong. Skin on skin with Jade is ecstasy, and my body trembles with need.

      “You’re shaking.” She looks up at me through her lashes, and all I can do is nod.

      Her full, lush lips part, and I’m weak to their temptation as I give in to desire and cover her mouth with mine. There’s not a part of me that holds back as I suck on her lips and then taste her tongue. She moans, and I demand more as my hold on her thigh tightens and I pull it over my waist. The scent of her is driving me crazy, and even now it’s getting stronger. I can taste it, and it’s like the first time I had ice cream. All I want to do is have more and more and more.

      “Gray,” she breathes when my mouth moves to her neck and I suck on the tender skin.

      She moves her leg higher, opening her body, and I thrust against her. The warmth between her legs heats my joggers, and my cock stretches the material past the guidelines of the manufacturer. It’s not enough, but I really don’t know what would be other than holding her down and fucking her until I can’t walk. It’s actually not the worst idea I’ve ever had.

      I lean back and see that I’ve left a mark on her neck, and it momentarily sobers me. I could so easily take this too far and either hurt her or be so far gone that I couldn’t hear her tell me to stop.

      When I lean back and look into her hooded eyes, all I see is desire. “If I keep kissing you, I won’t stop with just that.” I lick my lips and taste her on them. “I’ll want all of you, little mouse.”
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      I shouldn't be doing this. It’s so wrong, but my body is past the point of no return. My mind is clinging to him, saying not everything is as it seems and that he’s going to protect me. What if I have it all wrong and he’s not what I thought? It seems like he’s something I never would have excepted. The word mine bounces around in my head, and although I’m probably losing it, I honestly don’t care right now.

      “Jade?” He trails a finger down my neck and rubs the spot he’d been sucking on. It tingles there, and I had no idea a simple touch could be so erotic. “Are you going to give me what I want?” His hand moves down to cup my sex, and my hips thrust up on their own, trying to grind myself against him. That same loud rumble I’d heard in the dining room comes from deep inside of him. “You’re soaked.”

      Heat rushes to my face because I am. My panties are sticking to me, but I don’t have time to be embarrassed about it.

      “Don’t stop,” I practically beg.

      He lets out a groan before claiming my mouth in another deep kiss. His tongue touches mine, and I whimper as the sensations. When he takes his hand from between my thighs, I whine in protest but stop when I realize he’s moving my panties out of the way.

      “I’ve got you.” He nips at my bottom lip. “I don’t think I could stop if I tried.” A loud moan escapes my lips, and I’m dizzy at the idea of him being so out of control because of me. “You’re so soft.”

      Compared to how hard he is, everything is soft. His finger slides between my folds as he goes to my clit and begins to lightly stroke me.

      “I need to remember you’re delicate.”

      Delicate? No one has ever called me that, and why is it such a turn-on? “Gray.” I lift my hips again because his gentle touch isn’t enough.

      “You need me, little mouse?” He nips my lip again.

      “You’re teasing me?” I huff because I can’t take this kind of torture.

      “Not teasing. I’m savoring.” He takes my mouth again in a harder kiss this time. I’d almost swear he’s making it clear my mouth now belongs to him.

      A loud ripping sound fills the room, and I gasp when Gray pulls at the torn material of the shirt I was wearing and tosses it away. He goes for my panties next, and the thin cotton is no match against his need. The second I’m completely naked, he’s on top of me, and his big body presses me down into the mattress.

      My legs spread to make room for him, and he takes every inch of that space. He thrusts against me and when his cock brushes against my clit, I cry out.

      “Fuck, I want to pull my cock out and get inside you.” I can feel his body shaking.

      “Yes, do that,” I agree. I’m too out of my mind with lust to really think through what that would mean.

      “Don’t tempt me, little mouse.” He grinds against me, and I groan as I lift up to meet his thrusts, but he pulls back. “You’re not ready for that yet.”

      “Hey!” I try to grab on to him, but I’m no match for his size. Before I know what’s happening, he’s moving down my body.

      I’m not ready? I wonder if he’s the one that’s not ready.

      “Your tits are fucking perfect. Anyone else tell you that?” He cups one in his hand as his tongue traces the nipple of my other breast. “Don’t answer that.” I glance down, and my eyes lock with his. That flash of darkness returns to them, and for some reason I want to soothe him.

      “No one’s ever told me that.”

      “Good. I didn’t want to be the bad guy you think I am.” He sucks my nipple into his mouth as he palms both my breasts and pushes them together. His mouth can easily travel from one to the other, and I watch just how greedy he is to have both.

      “It hurts,” I breathe out, and his whole body stills. “It’s a good hurt.” I shake my head because that’s not right. “No, not good; it’s an ache, Gray. Please,” I try to explain as he gives me the sexiest smirk.

      “You’re a needy little thing, aren’t you?” I open and then close my mouth because I’m not sure how to answer that. “I love it, Jade. I want you needy for me. I want you to crave me. That’s what I need.”

      “Then take it.” Warmth spreads through my chest at his words as another deep rumble comes from him.

      He shifts down my body in a flash, and this time, his mouth goes right between my legs. I’m so on edge, the orgasm hits me hard and fast with only a few strokes of his tongue. I’d be embarrassed if I wasn't so lost in this moment.

      “No!” I cry out, not wanting it to be over even as the pleasure soars through my body. “I can’t,” I stammer out, but Gray doesn’t stop. I try to wiggle away because everything feels too sensitive.

      “You want another?” I shake my head, unable to speak. I do, but it’s too much. Maybe? He must be able to read my mind because although I’m not able to understand the barrage of sensations happening, I do want more.

      His tongue relents for a moment before circling my clit and dipping lower. His hands shift under my ass to lift me off the bed as he stiffens his tongue and thrusts it inside of me. I can feel my sex flutter around his tongue as I try to hold on and pull him deeper. I can almost imagine him thrusting his cock inside of me, pinning me to the bed beneath him.

      “Gray,” I gasp as another orgasm pushes down on me.

      I only need a bit more, and he must already know. He pulls his tongue out and goes back to my clit before burying his face between my thighs. I cry out his name again as another orgasm hits me, and this time my back comes off the bed.

      Once it begins to recede, I fall back against the blankets and melt into them. Every bit of me melts into a puddle as it hums with pleasure.

      My eyes flutter open halfway when I feel Gray move. He’s on his knees, between my spread thighs with his cock in his hand. He strokes himself as he leans down and takes my mouth in a deep kiss. I love that I can taste what he’s done to me on his lips and how much he wants this.

      The head of his cock presses into me a moment before a loud groan rumbles from his chest. He tenses over me just as warmth fills my body. I feel my sex clench around the head of his cock as he cums, and I bear down on it.

      He just came inside of me.

      Gray’s mouth doesn’t leave mine as he lets the head of his dick slip free only to be replaced with his fingers. He easily thrusts them in and out, with his release coating them as he pushes it deeper. What is he doing? Maybe he thinks I’m on birth control, but this feels more like he’s marking me. Why else would he only put the tip inside me and cum? He could have taken it all, and I would have gladly given it.

      He brings me back to reality as he grinds his palm firmly against my clit and gives me the perfect pressure. There’s no way I’m about to cum again, but when he hooks his fingers inside of me, he hits a place I’ve never felt before.

      He takes his mouth away from mine as I cry out again. He stares down at me as I come undone, and the curve of his smug smile somehow turns me on even more.

      “Gray.” I whisper his name because it’s all too much. Now it’s my body that’s shaking, and it feels like I’m on overload.

      “Sleep, little mouse. You’re mine now.”

      Those are the last words I hear before I’m pulled under.
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      An alert wakes me up, and I have to blink a few times to remember where I am. It’s still pitch black outside, and a quick glance at my watch tells me it’s three in the morning. The alert goes off again, and I see the emergency phone next to the bed is flashing red.

      My arms are completely wrapped around Jade, and one of my legs is thrown over her like an anchor. Apparently in my sleep, I felt the need to keep her from escaping. Slowly I release the grip I have on her, and when I do, she stirs.

      “I hate pancakes,” she mumbles and shakes her head. “Tell the unicorn she said I could have cotton candy.”

      “Okay,” I tell her and kiss the top of her head. “I’ll tell her.”

      “The sausage was too big.” Then she lets out a little giggle before I hear her snoring softly.

      God, could she be any more beautiful even in her sleep? I stayed up for a long time just watching her, but at some point, I must have dozed off. I brush the hair out of her face and then the alert goes off again, reminding me why I’m awake in the first place.

      Rolling over, I grab the phone and walk to the bathroom so I don’t wake Jade up any more than I already have.

      “Malice,” I say in greeting, and then I hear Sid, my head of security, on the other line.

      “We’ve got a problem, boss.”

      “What’s happened?” I glance out of the bathroom door so that I’ve got eyes on Jade when he gives me the news. I don’t know why, but seeing her makes me feel like I can face anything.

      “You put us on detail tonight with Miss Sky’s family.”

      “Are they okay?” The back of my neck tingles as I hold the phone closer.

      “When we got to the grandmother’s residence, there was a forced entry at the rear of the property. The ambulance just took her away, and we’ve been searching for the mother since.”

      “Fuck, where is she?” I clench my fists at my side, waiting for the worst of the news.

      “We’re not sure yet, but we think we’ve got a lead. We didn’t call the local police yet, so we can keep this a private matter.”

      “Good. Send me everything you’ve got on her location, and I’ll run it by Jade and see if she knows anything. How’s the grandmother?”

      “She’s stable. The hospital is admitting her, but she should be okay.” He talks to someone beside him and then comes back to the phone. “I’ll send over the details of her private room. Those are being kept confidential as well.”

      “Thank you,” I say, walking out of the bathroom with dread in my stomach. “I’ll be in touch soon.”

      “Sir?” Sid calls before I can hang up. “It’s clear from what they left behind that their intended target was Miss Sky. I’m afraid that they’ve taken her mother to use as bait.” There’s a long pause, and he sighs. “The people we’re dealing with aren’t going to play this fair. I’d keep her close if I were you.”

      “I’m planning on it,” I say and look down at Jade sleeping peacefully.

      When I hang up the phone, I dread giving Jade the bad news, but I know that if it were me I would want to know right away. This is the exact thing I was most worried about. My revenge on Nash Lone seems so small in comparison to what’s going to happen to Jade’s family. All of my hurt and self-indulgent payback is nothing to what Jade will feel. I wish somehow I could take this from her or protect her from what’s going to happen, but even with all my superpowers, I can’t stop the pain.

      “Jade,” I say softly as I touch her arm. “Wake up, little mouse.”

      “Are the kittens coming to the talent show?” she mumbles, snuggling deeper into the mattress.

      Somehow seeing how cute she is when she dreams makes this worse, but I speak a little louder this time. “Hey, Jade, I need you to wake up.” I lean down and kiss her cheek, and this time she blinks her eyes open.

      “Gray?” Her voice is groggy as she blinks and looks around. “What time is it?”

      “I’ve got to tell you something, and I need you to wake up.”

      “What is it? What’s wrong?” She sits up quickly and blinks away her sleep. “Who’s hurt?”

      “Listen to me carefully before you do anything, okay?”

      “Oh god.” Her voice cracks, and I pull her close to me.

      “Your mother and grandmother were attacked. Your grandmother is okay, but she’s in the hospital.”

      “My mom?” Tears form in her eyes, and I can feel her thoughts spiraling.

      “She was taken.” The sound she makes shatters my heart in half, and I pull her flush against my chest. “It’s okay. I’m going to get her back.”

      “We have to go, Gray. We have to find her.”

      “I swear to you, Jade, I will. But I need you to listen to me.”

      “No, you can’t stop me from going after her. She’s my mom.”

      “I know, I know, little mouse. Just listen to me.”

      “Gray,” she sobs, and I rub my hands up and down her bare back.

      “I’ve got a team of people already looking for her, but you know I’m different, right?” She nods against my chest, and I kiss the top of her head. “That means that what I can do is unlike anyone else, and I’m going to use those abilities to get her back. I’ll bring her home if it’s the last thing I do.”

      “What can I do?” She leans back, and when she looks into my eyes, I see the worry that’s taken over.

      “Stay safe.” I cup her face and brush her tears away with my thumbs. “That’s the only thing you need to worry about.”
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      I don’t know how long I sit in bed, but by the time I move again, my whole body is numb. What have I done? Because of me, my grandmother is in the hospital and my mom is missing. I swipe at my cheeks, not wanting to cry anymore because the tears do nothing. Me sitting here feeling sorry for myself isn’t doing anything either. I’m not sure what I can do at this point since I’ve already made such a mess of things.

      “Jade?” I hear a soft feminine voice call my name and then there’s a knock on the bedroom door.

      “Hold on.” I jump up and run toward the bathroom and find a robe before I answer the door.

      A tall, beautiful blonde stands at the threshold, towering over me in killer heels. She could be one of my roommates except she’s not dressed scandalously. She’s in wide-leg slacks and a buttoned-up silky top. The woman is put together from head to toe.

      “I’m Lena.” She holds her hand out, and I take it.

      “I’m Jade, but you seem to already know that.” Who is this woman and why is she knocking on Gray’s bedroom door?

      “I do.” She lets out a small laugh. “I know a bit about you.”

      “You do?” What’s happening here?

      “Gray gave me the details I needed to get you a few things to hold you over.” I still don’t have a clue as to what she’s talking about until she steps to the side and I see two other women holding up a bunch of bags.

      I step out of the doorway to open it fully and let them in, which is when I see their arms are overflowing with items. “Sorry, I didn’t know he was having things brought up.” He’d off-handedly mentioned it, but with everything going on, I hadn’t given it much thought. I do need clothes, but there were too many other things to focus on.

      “He sent an email last night to his tailor asking for him to find someone. I’m that someone. Jackson can make incredible suits for men, but when it comes to the ladies that’s where his skill set ends.”

      “Thank you for doing this all so quickly.”

      “Of course. Is that the closet?” She points over toward the doors.

      “Yes, but maybe we should leave them out here.” Wouldn’t that scream needy if I put all my crap in his bedroom closet? I guess technically he did cum inside me, but I decide to shake that thought from my mind. Now is not the time, Jade.

      “I was instructed to put them away.” The two ladies carrying the bags are already making their way toward the closest. They both pause to look at me expectantly.

      “It’s fine,” I concede, not wanting to make them carry that heavy load any longer than necessary.

      “All right then. We’ll be out of your hair shortly, but here is my card. If there’s something missing that you might need, or anything else at all, let me know.” Her eyes move up and down my body appraisingly. “Everything should fit. Mr. Malice described you to a T. Most men that try to do that fail, but clearly he’s got a good eye.” She winks, and I see the corner of her full lips turn up.

      “Thank you.” Damn, she’s charming.

      It doesn’t take them long to make room for the items and put them away. Needing to get out of this room, I quickly pull myself together and take a shower. Afterwards, I get dressed in the overpriced clothes that obviously fit me perfectly.

      The whole time my mind goes in circles. How did those men I’d overheard at the club catch on to me? It hadn’t been them I’d been digging into. I was researching Gray Malice’s side of things since I thought he was the key link. I suppose they keep an eye on him too maybe? They might have seen me poking around him and remembered me from that night. They’d been drunk and had other women hanging on them, so I thought I was pretty much invisible.

      I worry my bottom lip between my teeth. What if I’ve been the one that was played? My heart sinks at the thought. I know what I heard, and it was that Gray was working with deep underground organizations in other countries. How could I have misunderstood that? They even spoke of the technology he was giving them.

      I latch on to Gray’s words that not everything is as it seems. I so badly want to give him the benefit of the doubt, but last night, I was the only one that could get tangled up in this. Now I’ve somehow pulled my family into it as well, and I don’t have the room to be stupid or naïve. Each second he’s away, my emotions and thoughts start to create new scenarios.

      Opening the bedroom door, I slip out of the room and decide that I might as well do what I do best. Be freaking nosy. It gets me into trouble sometimes, but it also gets me information.

      I open one door after another, only to find spare bedrooms and a library. As I reach another wing of the house, I realize just how ginormous it is. Every door I encounter opens easily, except for one.

      When I grab the knob, it doesn’t even turn, and there isn’t a spot for a key. I step back and glance down the hall, seeing that although this door looks like all the ones around it, clearly it’s different. There’s a painting next to it, and I move closer as I inspect the frame.

      Deciding I’ve got nothing to lose, I grip the bottom and pull it back, but somehow, it’s not budging either. I’m about to call this door a bust when I reach for the side of the frame and push. This time, it slides over five inches, revealing a screen that is completely useless to me. I can do some low-level hacking, but there’s no way I’m getting into whatever this is. It wants a handprint and a face scan.

      This has to be Gray’s home lab. I push the painting back in place and think for a second.

      “House?” I call out, and then there’s a gentle chime.

      “Yes, Ms. Sky.”

      “You want to open this locked door for me?” I point my thumb toward it.

      “I am not authorized.”

      “I bet you’re a snitch,” I mutter, but I suppose that’s a bit hypocritical of me.

      “I am not programmed to report anything to the authorities,” the house responds.

      Well then.

      “I meant that you're going to tell Gray everything I’m doing.”

      “Yes.” It’s simple in its response.

      “Why didn’t he name you? It’s weird calling you House.”

      “My name is House. Why do you find this weird?”

      “I find this whole conversation weird.” I huff out a breath.

      “You should eat.”

      “Eat? What kind of suggestion is that?” Can she do body scans and can see my stomach is empty? That sounds crazy, but is it really? This is Gray Malice’s home we’re talking about.

      “It is a suggestion Mr. Malice suggested I make once you left the bedroom.”

      “I left the bedroom a while ago.”

      “Yes, but the chef has only just arrived.”

      “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      “For nothing,” I finish before heading for the stairs next. I use the other side this time but don’t head straight for the kitchen and instead go the opposite way to try more doors.

      “The kitchen is back in the—”

      “Will you hush!” I whisper-yell at the house. I put my hands on my hips, glaring around, trying to figure out where this computer can see me. “I know where the kitchen is. Stop following me.”

      “I’m not following you. I'm here.”

      “As in everywhere?” Oh shit, did she see last night? Awkward. If the computer recorded us, I’m going to find the cord and unplug it.

      “In the house.”

      “Talking about yourself in the third person is extra weird.”

      “Is there something I can help you find, Ms. Sky?”

      “Call me Jade.”

      “Is there something I can help you find, Jade?”

      “Yeah, a computer? Maybe a phone?”

      “I have been instructed to not allow use of those things.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yes, seriously, Jade.” I roll my eyes. Great, I'm getting sass from a computer.

      “What else can’t I do?”

      “Leave the home.” I’d laugh that she said “home” instead of “house,” but the reality of my situation is sinking in. Gray wasn’t joking about me being kidnapped. He’d instructed the house to not let me out or even reach out to anyone.

      He clearly doesn’t trust me. Why should I trust him?
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      “Having fun?” Jade startles and then slowly turns around to see me casually leaning against the door frame of the lounge.

      “If by fun you mean arguing with your house, then yes, we’re having loads of fun.” Her eyes narrow as she stalks closer. “Did you film us doing…um…” She hesitates and licks her lips. “You know, last night?”

      “Doing what?” I straighten to my full height, and she has to lean her head back to look up at me. My hands go around her waist, and I’m happy to see that she’s not crying anymore.

      “Don’t change the subject.” Her cheeks flush pink, and part of me is relieved that she’s letting me tease her.

      I’d left her alone for a little while this morning thinking that she might need the time to process what’s happened. I know that this is a huge shock to her all at once, and I didn’t want to overwhelm her. Instead, I watched her on my phone as she poked around the place and opened doors. For a second I thought about opening the door to my lab so that she could go in, but I decided I’d like to take her there myself.

      Bending down, I brush my lips against the shell of her ear. “There aren’t cameras in the bedroom, but if you want to put some in, I’m more than happy to accommodate that.” I lick the tender skin there and then taste how soft she is. “I think I’d love to watch you come apart over and over.”

      There’s a hitch in her breath before she swallows, and I slide my hands around her back. Pulling her against me, I decide that although I can’t solve all her problems right this second, I can at least take her mind off of things for a short while.

      “Maybe I’ll just see it in real time instead.” My hands move down to her ass and then I lift her off the ground. Her legs automatically go around me, and I hum my approval. “House, lock the door.” When the lock engages, Jade looks up at the ceiling. “I’m the only one that can watch the video footage in here.”

      “Are you going to watch it?” She looks at my mouth and then up at my eyes. “I mean, afterwards?”

      “Definitely,” I answer. I take her over to the couch and put her in the middle of it as I kneel on the floor between her open legs. “I like this dress.” I push up the peach-colored material until I see a pair of silky panties underneath. There’s a damp spot covering her pussy, and I run my knuckles over it to test it out. “Are these the ones I bought you?”

      “Yes.” She’s breathy when she says it and rocks her hips up.

      “I guess that makes this mine?” I trace my index finger down the middle of her panties and then to the edge of them. I gently hook the material and then slowly pull it to the side. “Right, little mouse?”

      “You’re teasing me.” She tries to pull her knees back together, but my body has already wedged them open.

      “Give me what I want, and I’ll give you what you want.” I kiss the inside of her knee and then lick the little scar there. I want to ask her how she got it, but I’ll do that another time. Right now, I need her to focus on something that doesn’t include her world falling apart. “I’m going to take care of everything, Jade. Right now, I want you to focus on this.”

      When I rub my thumb over her swollen pussy lips, she makes a whining sound in the back of her throat.

      “It’s yours.” Her words are quick, like she doesn't want to admit it.

      “Say it again, slowly this time.” I kiss down her knee and to the inside of her thigh. “Say you belong to me, little mouse.”

      “Gray.” The one word sounds like a curse, but all I can do is smile as she grips the couch and tries to hold on.

      “Do you have any idea how bad I want to lick this pretty pussy?” I rub the tip of my nose over her wet lips and place a kiss on top of her short curls. “I’m going to watch this video of me on my knees in front of you, and I’m going to see how you begged me to eat it.”

      “Gray!” This time my name is a plea, and I smile as I move closer to victory.

      “Tell me you belong to me and put us both out of our misery.” I look up from between her legs and lock eyes with her. “Give in, Jade. Trust me.”

      There’s something that passes between us, and I can see the moment she makes her decision. “I’m yours, Gray. I trust you.”

      With one quick jerk of her panties, I rip them off her pussy and then bury my face between her legs. My arms go around her thighs as I pull her nearly off the couch and against my mouth. My tongue goes inside her tight little cunt and then between her lips to lap at her clit. She cries out and grabs my hair, but I’m relentless in my pursuit. With my heightened senses, I can taste her desire and smell her sweetness. I can also move my tongue faster and faster so that it vibrates just where she wants it.

      “Oh god!” she screams, and the first orgasm hits her. It’s not enough, though, and I lick her again and again. Once more she screams and falls over the edge, but I’m not finished.

      Flipping her over on her stomach, I eat her pussy from behind so her ass is against my face. I suck on her clit as I reach between us and pull my cock out. I ache to sink into her slippery cunt, but I’ll take this for now.

      “Please, Gray, please.” I’m not even sure she knows what she’s begging for as she pushes against my face and claws at the couch.

      With one last flick of my tongue between her lips, she comes apart. This orgasm takes the last bit of her energy, and she collapses onto the couch as I move behind her.

      “Hold still,” I demand as I put my bare cock between her thighs and begin to thrust. I’m not going inside her, just rubbing the hard length through her dripping pussy lips. “Fuck, I can’t last.”

      I have to hurry and grab the base of my cock as I begin to squirt cum between her legs. I can barely get the tip to her entrance in time before I jack my cock and push the rest of it inside her.

      She was so wet and tasted so fucking good, I only lasted three pumps before I was losing my nut. The thought of breeding her was bearing down on me, and that’s what sent me over the edge.

      I’ve never had this kind of urge before, and I don’t know if it’s a side effect of Formula X or if this is what Jade’s done to me. Either way, I know that I won’t be satisfied with only this much longer. I need to be deep in her body and filling her with cum. Soon.

      “Holy shit,” she says as she tries to catch her breath.

      I tuck my still hard and pulsing cock back in my pants and then pull her onto my lap on the couch. I hold her cradled in my arms as I kiss her cheeks and then her lips. It feels like a long time passes as I just hold her and play with her hair. I feel like I could do this forever, and maybe I can. That’s what it feels like when I’m with her: that nothing exists beyond this moment, and she’s my forever.

      “Are you hungry?” I ask, and her stomach answers the question for me.

      She laughs and then looks up at the ceiling. “Your house told me to eat.”

      “I asked her to do that.” I shrug, not at all sorry.

      “Are you always this bossy?”

      “Not unless it’s with someone that works for me.” She tenses, and I cup her face. “And an employee is the last thing I see you as, little mouse. You’re so much more than that.” I pause then trace my finger over her bottom lip. “You’re everything.”
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      I stare into his eyes, wanting to believe his words are true while another part of me screams that I’m being naïve about all of this. For all I know, Gray really has kidnapped me and has now made me into his willing sex toy.

      Everything below my waist clenches at the thought. What is wrong with my body?! It’s got to be Gray and what he’s doing to me. Whenever he’s near, I lose all logical thought. For all I know, the story he fed me about my grandma and mom could be made up.

      He leans down, and when he brushes his mouth against mine, I melt into it. My body rebels against all those thoughts because never in my life have I felt so in tune with someone. This has to be real.

      “Let me feed you and tell you some of what’s going on.” He stands and helps me straighten my clothes.

      “Some? I don’t need some, Gray. I need you to tell me what’s going on.” I pull my hand from his. “What is wrong with me?” I take a step back from him so I can try and put some space there. “I’m getting it on with you while my grandmother is in the hospital and my mom is missing.”

      “They’re both fine,” he reassures me, and I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

      “Do you promise?”

      He steps closer, grabbing my chin to tilt my head back to lock eyes with him.  “I swear it.”

      “Okay.” My voice quivers as a few tears escape.

      “Jade.” He kisses my cheeks. “Your grandmother is going to stay in the hospital as a safety precaution, but I have her well protected.”

      “How badly was she hurt?”

      “She was a bit shaken up more than anything and asking about you and your mother. She broke her finger.”

      “They broke her finger! Were they torturing information out of her or something?” What have I done?

      “No, she punched one of them.”

      “Of course she did.” I drop my head and shake it in relief. “She’s tough.”

      “That she is,” Gray says in agreement. “They were looking for you. They thought since you didn’t return to your apartment you’d be there.”

      “What about my mom?”

      “She’ll be along shortly. If we can get her here discreetly. She’s still being debriefed.” He takes my hand and starts to guide me toward the kitchen.

      “Debriefed? What does that mean, and did they have her?” I pepper him with one question after another.

      “Yes, they took your mother in hopes that it would draw you out from wherever you’re hiding. You sneaking into my car saved your life. No one has a clue where you are.”

      He pulls out a chair for me to sit, and I plop down in it. If I’m going to grill him for more information I might as well eat while I do it. This time the food is already waiting for us, and he lifts the metal lids to reveal pancakes and bacon. My favorite. He clearly knows that somehow, and my stomach growls in appreciation.

      “So those men from the club I overheard took my mom?”

      “Them or someone who works with them.”

      “Don’t you work with them?” I challenge, and Gray’s jaw clenches. “Answer me.” I smack my hand down hard on the table, making everything shake.

      “I work for myself.”

      “Damn it, Gray!” I start to get up from my chair, but of course he beats me to it. In the blink of an eye, he’s hovering over me and keeping me planted in my seat.

      “There are some things that are better if you don’t know, Jade. This is for your own safety, and I need you to trust me.” I grip the arms of the chair. “These are things you don’t need to bear.”

      “I’m scared,” I whisper.

      “You’re fearless. If what you heard was true, you risked yourself to find out what was going on, but there is no story. Not one that anyone will ever know about. Even when it’s all over.” He drops his forehead to mine. “I need you to trust me. Please.”

      “You don’t say please often, do you?”

      “There are a lot of things I didn’t do until you turned up in my life.” Damn, I can’t help but smile up at him. To think I’ve drawn something out of Gray no one else ever has.

      “Okay, I’ll trust you.” The words barely cross my lips and he’s kissing me breathless.

      “Now eat,” he grunts when he pulls back from the kiss and goes back over to his own chair.

      As I dig into my pancakes, I realize that since my mom is being debriefed, she must be with some kind of law enforcement. That means Gray is working undercover on something. The thought hits me like a ton of bricks, and I wonder why I had never considered that before now. It all makes sense, except why not just tell me that?

      “Little mouse, stop thinking and eat. Then maybe I’ll let you into the room you tried to break into.”

      That gets me moving, and he fights a laugh when my next bite is a giant one.

      “Can I ask you about something else?” I ask after a few more bites.

      “Of course.”

      “How are you like Keaton? Both of you? I find it hard to believe that either of your parents would experiment on their own children.”

      “But you think I’d sell my technology to foreign agencies?”

      “I never would have thought that unless I’d heard what I heard. Before that night, I always thought both Lone and JM Technology did incredible things.” They’ve created machines that can operate on people with perfect precision. There are so many things they’ve done that I’m sure there’s a lot I don’t know about.

      “Have we?” He leans back in his chair.

      “You don’t think you’ve saved lives?” The room grows quiet for a long moment.

      “Have we saved lives? Yes. Have we taken them? In a way. The military uses a lot of the technology we’ve created. Sometimes I wonder if we are doing the same amount of harm as we are good. There are some things that shouldn’t be played with, but then I worry someone might. If that happens, do we have something to combat that and protect the people we love? Are we playing offense or defense?”

      “Like Einstein.” It dawns on me what he means, and he nods.

      “Einstein only researched atomic weapons because he wanted to harness that deadly technology before the Germans did. He regretted it when he realized the Germans never succeeded in developing an atomic bomb.”

      “You’re trying to pay for the sins of your father?” I want to understand him, but he’s still such a mystery to me.

      “My father didn’t inject me with the formula, and Keaton’s was an accident. You’re right that our parents wouldn’t have experimented on us. But after Keaton’s accident, he all but disappeared.” He shrugs as he goes on. “Me? I injected myself.”

      “So that you could have those abilities?”

      “No, to try and understand why it killed my father,” he says, dropping one of his own little bombs. That’s not what was on the report when Gray’s father died. “We still don’t know why it can affect some one way and others another. I’m still trying to understand what it does to me. I thought I had myself under control, but now I’m understanding why Keaton locked himself away.”

      “What does that mean?” I scrunch my nose. “Something’s changed?”

      “You could say that. You bring out something that’s deep inside of me. At times, it makes me feel out of control.”

      Whoa. That explains a lot about the way he acted when he pulled me from the trunk of his car. He was all over me, and while I thought he was sniffing me, I told myself I was being a nut.

      “So you’re still trying to figure it all out?”

      “Honestly? I’m at a standstill. Do I keep digging or let it go for someone else to create? Then what?”

      “Holy shit, Gray. That’s a lot of pressure. All we can ever do is what we feel is right.”

      When I thought about the abilities Gray and Keaton both possess, it blew my mind. They were superhuman, but in reality, even without them they are still superhuman. Their minds are their true power, and it’s a power Gray wrestles with daily.

      “If only it was so easy.” He pushes back from his chair. “Are you finished?” I nod, taking his offered hand. “Let me show my little mouse what she’s so curious about.” He leads me through the house and back up the stairs. When he pushes the painting aside, he nods toward it. “Go on. Put your hand on it,” he encourages.

      “It will work for me?”

      “Yes, I had you added after I saw you poking around.”

      I glance over my shoulder at him. “Why?”

      “Because this could also be used as a safe room if needed. It is one of the most secure places in the world.” I reach out and put my hand on the screen, and it lights up as it outlines my hand before flashing green. “Drop your hand and lean in.” I do as he says and step closer so it can scan my face next.

      “Access granted,” the house says, and Gray pushes the painting back as the doors open on their own.

      “What the heck?” I step closer only to see a metal room.

      “In.” He gives my ass a smack, and I jump as I step into what I now realize is an elevator.

      The doors close, and then it feels like we’re going underground. When the elevator stops, the doors slide open on their own, and my mouth falls open.

      “I knew it!” I’d been right. “You do have a secret lab.”
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      “What is all this?” Jade asks as she looks around.

      “Years of research.” I follow behind her as she goes over to one of the large screens where I keep notes while I’m working. “This was my father’s, and when he became worse, I took over. Then after I dosed myself, it became the place where I could hide.”

      “That must have been so lonely.” When she turns to face me, I see the pity in her eyes, and I don’t want her pitying me.

      “It was my choice. Besides, what options did I have when I wanted to study the drug myself? I couldn’t exactly run out in public after I took it.” I turn on the screen so she can see the huge panel of notes I’ve written. “I’ve come a long way in isolating the components, but I still don’t have a way to predict their volatility. Giving myself Formula X wasn’t the smartest thing I’ve done.”

      “You think?” Jade’s voice is dripping with sarcasm, but she softens it by sliding her hand into mine. I could have died the same as my father. Back then, I hadn’t cared. I didn’t have anything to lose.

      “But in doing so, I’ve gotten more data, which in the long run benefits science.”

      She’s quiet for a long moment as she looks over what I’ve written. “I guess I just don’t understand.”

      I glance up at where her eyes wandered and try to point out the method. “So here is where I was able to—”

      “No, not that.” When I look down at her, she shrugs. “I don’t understand why you wouldn’t team up with Keaton Lone and the work he and his father have done since his accident. That’s years of untapped research that might be your missing pieces.”

      “The Lones are the reason my father and I were put in this position.” I don’t let go of her hand as I take a seat on the stool next to me. This puts us at almost the same height, and she moves to stand in front of me. “I couldn’t trust them.” It’s been easy to direct my anger there. I’ve been almost obsessive about it.

      She thinks it over for a second and then seems to come to a decision. “Did you have anything to do with the fire at the Lone lab?”

      “No,” I answer honestly. “I have my own vendetta against Keaton’s father Nash, but that fire didn’t come from me. I do believe that it came from the same people who are trying to hurt you.” I’ve gotten us all into this mess. I’m not sure why they went after Keaton. What I’ve been working on with them has nothing to do with Formula X. No one should know about that except us. I need to finish it.

      “Then what’s your plan? You say that you don’t trust them and that you won’t combine your testing results.” She puts her hands on my face and looks deeply into my eyes. “I can’t believe that the man who has opened up to me and shown me all of this lacks the capacity for forgiveness. And at the very least, allowing them an opportunity to help.”

      “Jade—”

      “Why not hear Keaton out? If anything, he’s not the one that did the work with your father. He’s not the one to blame in all of this, but like you, he’s in a position that the unknown is the worst of it.”

      I clench my jaw as she gently touches it, and it’s like she’s holding a mirror in front of my face. For so long, my anger and hatred for Nash Lone has fueled my work, but what if she’s right? What if in all this I missed the possibility that Keaton Lone could somehow want the same things as I do? There’s only one way to find out.

      “You’re right.” My head drops and rests on her shoulder as her arms come around my back. “Watching my dad die broke something in me.” I lean back to look in her eyes as I pull her close. “But I’m starting to think that you’re healing all those cracks.”

      The soft chime of the house sounds through the lab, and we both look up. “Security is letting Ms. Lilia Sky through the front gates.”

      “That will be your mom,” I say to Jade, and her face lights up as she squeezes me tight.

      Once we’re back up the elevator and to the main house, Security is at the front door. When Jade’s mother comes in, she looks nervous, but thankfully, she bears no signs of physical harm. The two of them embrace, and I realize just how much Jade resembles her mother. They speak briefly and then I show them to one of the guest rooms where Lilia will be staying while she waits for Jade’s grandmother to leave the hospital.

      “You go with her,” I say softly as I stand in the doorway of the bedroom. “I’ve got some calls to make.”

      “Good ones?” she asks, and there’s hope in her voice.

      “I guess we’ll see.” To my surprise, Jade goes up on her toes and gives me a kiss that starts off sweet, but then I feel her tongue brush over my lips. In a heartbeat I’ve got her pulled against me with the need to keep going, but then I remember where we are and that this is not the time. “Later,” I promise her and leave her to talk with her mom.

      Sid is waiting for me at the front of the house when I come back downstairs. “I thought you’d like to know what happened before reading the report I sent you.”

      “I would, but is she okay?”

      “I think the incident really shook her up, not necessarily what was done to her afterwards. Thankfully they didn’t touch her; they only tried to scare her into giving out information. Lucky for us, Jade didn’t tell her mother much of anything about her work. Ms. Sky only knew about the entertainment articles she wrote and not the investigative journalism she did. From what she was able to tell us, they want to know what Jade knows and if she means something to you.” I don’t think they’ve put together how Jade got her information to begin with. Do they think I told her? That this leak is from my end? They should believe I’d wanted Jade dealt with as much as them.

      “Fuck.” I wipe a hand down my face and worry that this has all gone too far. Now I’m pulling Jade into this mess and her family on top of it. I’ve got to finish this last deal and be done with them. Forever. “Thanks, Sid. I appreciate it.”

      “Not a problem. Do you still want to have Mrs. Annika Sky brought here after the hospital?”

      “Yes, of course. There’s nowhere safer for them to be.”

      “I agree,” Sid says as he and his team exit the house.

      Once they’re gone, I go to the room on this floor I use for a home office and call the number I never thought I’d use.

      “Where is she?” are Keaton Lone’s first words to me.

      “If you’re looking for Elsy, she’s probably working in the lab at JM Tech,” I say dryly. He hadn’t let her come back to work for me after everything that went down. Not that I could blame him.

      “I’m talking about Jade, and you damn well know it. What did you do with her? Elsy is worried sick, and you’re the only suspect. If you lay a hand on her, I swear—”

      “She’s safe,” I say through gritted teeth. “And what I lay on her isn’t any of your fucking concern.”

      There’s a long pause, and I hear Keaton sigh. “Why should I believe you?”

      “I’m asking myself that same question about you right at this moment.”

      “What is that supposed to mean?”

      “It means I want a meeting here at my house. We need to talk.” So much of me is bitter about having to do this, but there’s another part that’s buried way down deep that stirs with hope. “It’s time we got a few things straight.”
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      “I’m so sorry,” I say to my mom for the tenth time. “This is all my fault. Are you sure you don’t need a doctor or something?” My eyes roam over her body, looking for some kind of injury.

      She doesn't look to have been kidnapped, but Mom is always put together. From what she told me already, all the kidnappers did was ask her a range of questions. Once an alarm sounded in the warehouse she was being held in, chaos ensued, and the two men that had taken her ran out of there in a hurry.

      A few moments later, men dressed in tactical gear from head to toe showed up and saved her. They too probed her with a range of questions but not about me. They wanted to know information on the men that took her and then they explained that she can’t tell anyone what happened. What went on was a matter of national security, so she’d agreed before they put her into the back of a van and brought her here to Gray’s. This is insane, and clearly, I’ve been in way over my head since the start.

      “It sounds as if you were on to something important. They kept going on about drones before men who I can only guess are the FBI or CIA showed up, and now I’m in the home of Gray Malice. Who my daughter was kissing. Nyet? Did I not see that correctly?” Her Russian accent comes out, and I feel chided.

      “You saw it correctly.” My cheeks start to warm because we’ve done more than kiss.

      “Then he is a good man if he is working for the government?” I wonder if those kidnappers went so easy on my mom because it’s clear she’s Russian. It could also be that Gray was able to alert where she was so she could be rescued quickly.

      “I think so?” I’m still putting it all together, but he has to be. I can’t see it any other way.

      “Think?” Her brows lift.

      I tell her what I overheard at the club and how we've now ended up here. Then I explain that the more I dig and watch with my own eyes, the more I realize Gray must be working with the government. Our conversation about how he’s worried some of the technology his family has created could do as much harm as it does good. He’s trying to make this world a better place and to outweigh anything that lies on his conscience. The man really does take on all the burdens, even ones that aren't his to carry.

      “I’ve really stepped into it. If I had stayed out of it, I wouldn’t have created this mess.” I drop down on the bed next to my mom.

      “But you didn’t know Gray was good. You were brave, my solnyshko.” She takes my hand. “Those men who took me are not good men. They are the very reason why your grandmother brought me here.”

      “I can’t believe she broke her finger punching one of them.” I smile, shaking my head.

      “Yes you can.” She squeezes my hand. “I just want you to be careful. Whatever this is isn’t over.”

      “I know, but we’re safe here, and Gray is having Grandma brought over.” I reassure not only her but myself too. She thinks I’m brave, but I’m not feeling that way at the moment.

      I leave my mom so she can take a shower and rest. Someone brought up a tray of food, and she said she’s going to eat and go to sleep when she’s finished. I’m sure it’s been a long day for her.

      When I make my way back downstairs, I follow the sounds of shouting. What surprises me is that I recognize Keaton’s voice. It sounds like he and Gray are about to come to blows, and wouldn’t that be a freaking mess. The two of them losing it on each other is not something I want to witness. With their abilities, who knows what could happen? We already have a big enough mess to deal with, and we don’t need superhumans fighting it out in the living room.

      “You’ve made me and my family out to be the villain in your story, but you’re playing with fucking terrorists!” Keaton’s voice booms down the hallway.

      I rush into the room before this gets out of control, and thankfully, I see Elsy is there holding on to Keaton’s arm. If he moves, he’ll have to take her with him, and he’s not going to do that. Gray is standing behind his desk, but when he hears me enter, both men turn in my direction.

      “He’s not working with them.” I quickly come to Gray’s defense because I can’t help myself.

      “Why else would they blow up my fucking building? Unless they’re doing it for you.” Keaton points his finger at Gray. “You made it clear from the beginning you have it out for me and my father.”

      “I had nothing to do with that, but I believe they see you as a threat. I explained to them that our families no longer work together.”

      “You explained it to them?” If possible, Keaton looks more enraged. “You’re actually talking to them? Do they know what we are?”

      “We don’t even know what we are!” Gray fires back while bracing his hands on his desk.

      “No, he wouldn't tell them that.” Again I come to Gray’s defense. “He’s just selling them these drones that can’t be detected and are weirdly invisible because they reflect off the things around them?” My explanation comes out sounding more like a question. Honestly, I don’t fully understand how the technology works, but I get the concept. At least I think I do, but that’s neither here nor there.

      “Hyperstealth biotechnology,” Elsy whispers loudly.

      “Come here,” Gray says to me, and my feet move on their own. It’s not until I’m close to him that I realize how on edge he is. I lean into him, placing my hand on his chest, knowing somehow I’m what he needs. Both Keaton’s and Elsy’s eyes widen when they see Gray wrap his arms around me.

      “I thought you were trying to take him down,” Elsy says as if she’s reminding me. I was, and in the beginning, I hoped that she’d be able to help me.

      “Like I’ve been trying to say, it’s not what I thought. He’s working with the government to take down these buyers. Some of this is my mess, and I’m sorry for that,” I rush to tell them. “I poked around, and I think I got them spooked or something.”

      “Or something?” Keaton grumbles.

      “Watch it,” Gray snaps at him.

      “That night at Elsy’s party, I realized you’d been dosed with X too, and I wondered how you were so in control. It’s because the obsession you had then was revenge against me. You didn’t have someone like Elsy, but now I think you do.” Keaton watches us, and Gray’s hold on me tightens. “Did you notice that? Whatever this is inside of us can be obsessive. We fixate on something and can’t let go. I drove myself insane fearing I’d hurt Elsy if I got near her with the need I felt. I had a pure tunnel version only to realize she was my cure.”

      I turn my head up to see Gray’s expression, and he doesn’t deny it. I think Keaton is right, though. That first night I’d met him, he was all over me and wouldn’t let me leave. I don’t think it had anything to do with what I knew. I think Gray Malice just wanted me.

      “I wouldn’t need to know anything about what’s inside of us if it was never created.”

      “Tunnel vision.” Keaton shakes his head. “You think my father made that alone? You know he didn’t. It was both of them. You’re just too pissed to realize it. You may want to make my father pay for your father’s death, but I promise you he’s paid. He pays for it every day. I see the sorrow in his eyes. You’re not the only one that lost him. They were like brothers.”

      Gray’s head drops, and I can actually feel some of the anger and resentment leave his body. “I couldn’t save him.”

      “We can’t save them all.” Keaton’s voice is soft now. “We can only do what we think is right, but there’s much to learn from Formula X, and I think you know that. If we could figure a few things out…”

      “The accelerated healing,” Gray responds in understanding, and Keaton nods. “I’ve been able to pinpoint it. The lactic acid bacteria act as vectors to produce and deliver a human chemokine. I only understand it enough to use on a surface level because I’m working from the inside out.”

      “But as we know it works differently on some people,” Keaton says with regret for Gray’s father.

      “Maybe,” Elsy cuts in, and I have no clue what any of this means. I tapped out at human chemokine. “Your case study is three people.” She holds her fingers up. “But either way, this is groundbreaking. You could—”

      “Save millions,” Gray finishes for her. “You’re right. I’ve been focusing on the wrong things.”

      “It’s not just you,” Keaton tells him. “But you’re seeing clearly now, aren’t you?” Keaton glances over at me.

      “All right,” Gray agrees, and his body relaxes a bit more. “We’ll work together.”

      This is awesome. I can’t believe my idea of them talking actually worked. Still, there are other issues at the forefront here.

      “That’s great and all. It really is, but there’s still one giant Russian elephant in the room,” I remind everyone.

      “That’s for me to clean up, little mouse.” Gray rubs a hand down my back. “Which I’ll be handling tonight.”

      “Tonight?” My heart starts to race in fear. I don’t know what Gray can do, but he’s not bulletproof. Some wounds are too big to ever heal or come back from. I’m not some super-genius like them, but I understand basic biology.

      “If we’re going to be working together, how about I tag along? I’m guessing you’ve set some kind of trap?” Keaton offers as he walks over toward the desk. “They did blow up my lab.”

      “You don’t have to,” Gray tells him.

      “I want to. Besides, if you end up dead, everything you know goes with you.” Keaton smirks. I know he’s teasing, but my stomach sinks.

      “You’re scaring her,” Gray growls.

      “You two need to learn to control that growl because you cannot do that in public,” Elsy says.

      She’s right. It’s sexy but not really human-sounding. “I’d be less scared if Keaton went with you. Two superheroes are better than one. Right?” That math sounds good to me.

      “I’m the hero.” Keaton points to himself then over to Gray. “He’s the villain.” He smiles. Another one of those growls leaves Gray, and I place my hand on his chest.

      “I’ve always kind of had a thing for the villain of the story,” I tell Gray.

      “There are some good villains,” Elsy says, and Keaton pretends to roll his eyes.

      “Little mouse.” There is a sexy warning in his tone that warms my whole body.

      Sometimes the villain is what a girl needs. This girl at least.
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      “Give me a few hours, and I’ll meet you at JM Tech,” I say to Keaton before I glance down at Jade and touch her cheek. “I’ve got a few things I want to do before then.”

      Before Keaton can answer, I hear Elsy announce loudly that it’s time for them to leave. Then she pulls him out of the room before anyone can ask questions.

      “What do you have to do?” Jade looks around as if realizing we’re alone.

      “Sink so deep inside you that I forget about all of this bullshit.” Her lips part, and I bend down to lick them. “I want that sweet pussy of yours to wrap around my dick while you moan my name.”

      “Holy shit.” Her voice is barely a whisper as I pull her against me and carry her up the stairs.

      When we’re alone in my room, there’s no time to waste. If I’ve only got a few hours, I’m going to make the best of it. I try not to think about that this could be the only time we have and instead focus on what’s in front of me.

      “Take those panties off or I’ll do it for you,” I order as I unbutton my shirt and watch her.

      “Is that all?”

      She reaches under her dress and slides them slowly down to her knees before they fall to the floor. Once they’re off, I inhale, and her sweet scent that is so perfectly Jade fills my lungs.

      “That’s a start.” I shake my head and drop my shirt to the floor before I go for my belt. “If you like that dress, you might want to take it off too.”

      Her eyes are on my hands as I pull off my pants and then go to my boxer briefs. She’s frozen in place as I reach inside them with one hand and grab my cock. I watch as her tongue glides over her full bottom lip subconsciously, and I stroke my hard length inside my boxer briefs.

      “Now, little mouse.”

      With a jolt, her hands begin to move, and she pulls the dress over her head and lets it fall to the floor. She’s not wearing a bra, and her rosy pink nipples tighten in the cool air. My cock aches for her touch as I squeeze the base and try not to cum so fast.

      “Spread your legs.” I’m almost to her, and she looks up at me as she moves her feet apart just a little. I shove my boxer briefs the rest of the way off, and she reaches for me. “Not yet,” I tell her as I fall to my knees in front of her and push her thighs farther apart. “I don’t want to cum on your feet.”

      “Sounds kinky.” There’s a smile in her voice as her hands go to my hair.

      “When this is over…” I look up at her as I lower my mouth to her pussy. “I’m going to mark every inch of you.”

      She moans as I slide my tongue between her lower lips and taste her desire. Fuck, I need her in the worst way, but I’ve got to make this good for her. I bring two of my fingers up to her opening and gently push them in. She’s so fucking tight, but I rock them in and out as I try to stretch her. I’d rather it hurt a little now so it hurts less overall when I pop this pretty cunt.

      “Your mouth is unreal.” Her hands in my hair tighten as she holds on and rides my face.

      My free hand goes to my cock, and I smear the cum that’s leaking down my length. I’m already messy with my need, but tasting her makes me drip. “Give me one quick one before I take you.”

      As if her body is an extension of my own, her hips rock forward, and she begins to tense. I bring one of her thighs over my shoulder and keep eating as the orgasm gets closer. Over and over, I circle her clit until I curl my fingers inside of her and finally suck on it. That’s all it takes to send her over the edge, and as she’s cumming, I lower her down my body.

      My mouth moves to her nipples as the tip of my cock brushes her wet opening. She’s still clenching with need, and I can’t wait any longer. I push the tip inside, but this time I keep going. Her legs wrap around my waist as I thrust up into her and she sinks to my balls. I’m on my knees as I pump in and out and suck on her nipples. She screams my name, and now more than ever, I’m glad these walls are soundproof.

      “I won’t last,” I breathe, sucking my way up her neck and leaving little marks along the way. “Goddamn, you taste so good.” I’m unforgiving as I take what I want and give her pleasure for payment. I know I should be gentler for her first time, and I should go slower, but I can’t. “Pussy this wet should be outlawed.”

      “Gray!” she calls out when I grind against her clit.

      “You’ve gotta cum, I’m so close.” I keep grinding as my mouth goes back to her nipple and I latch on.

      That’s all it takes to send her over the edge, and she’s squeezing the life out of my dick. My back arches, and I thrust as deeply as I can go before I cum with a roar of my own. It’s like my soul is leaving my body and flooding into hers as wave after wave of cum fills her womb.

      It feels like it goes on forever, but eventually I blink, and the black spots disappear. Once my heart rate comes down, I stand up so I’m still inside of her and walk us to the bed. I’m an asshole because I should have made love to her here in the first place and not rut on her like an animal on the floor.

      “I’m sorry,” I say as I place her in the middle of the bed and come over her. My cock is still buried in her wet pussy, and I move in and out slowly just to enjoy the feeling of it.

      “For what?” Her face is sweaty, and her hair is stuck to her cheeks. I brush it out of the way, and she smiles. “That orgasm was nothing to apologize for.”

      “You deserve better, but I’m too selfish to think of ever letting you go.” I kiss her softly and then look into her eyes. “You’re mine now, Jade, and I mean it. You’ll never be rid of me, but I swear to do anything to make you happy.”

      “I know you will.” She reaches up and touches my cheek the same way I’m touching hers. “Because you love me.”

      Hearing her say the words cracks something open in my chest, and I’m flooded with emotions. She’s right, I do love her, and it’s more than I ever thought I’d have. “When I lost my dad, I thought that was it for me, but since the moment you leapt out of my trunk, I knew you were mine. I love you, Jade. My sweet little mouse.”

      She smiles, and I see tears in her eyes. “I love you too, Gray. So make sure you come back to me tonight.”

      “Nothing could keep me away from you.”
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      “I wasn’t sure you’d show,” Keaton says to me when I walk through the door of JM Technologies.

      “If I’m honest, I almost didn’t.” Tearing myself away from Jade was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do, but I know that this has to be finished because I don’t want anything hanging over us.

      After tonight, there’s no question what I mean to her, and I won’t let that slip through my fingers. She was already becoming my reason to go on, and after making love to her, I can’t imagine a second in my life without her. Nor do I want to. The only reality that can exist is one where we’re together. That’s why tonight has to go according to plan so this will end forever.

      “We’re meeting in the lab,” I say as we walk over to my private elevator, and I scan my card. It’s late, but I had security sneak in the FBI agents through a secret entrance.

      “I think this is the point where you tell me the plan.” Keaton looks up and down the hallway as we exit the elevator, and I scan my pass again.

      “Let’s do introductions first.” I push open the door at the far end of the wall, and waiting for us are the two agents who have been with me from the beginning. “Keaton Lone, this is Agent Slater and Agent Nelson.”

      “I wasn’t sure if you were serious when you said you were bringing him along,” Slater says as he walks over to greet us. “Thanks for coming tonight. We’re hoping with your presence we can close out these Russian buyers for good.”

      “Who’s to say someone won’t take their place?” Keaton asks, which is amusing because I’d asked the same question.

      “The Bratva that controls this market is too volatile. They don’t have a clear hierarchy as some of the older families do. Those that are more established aren’t willing to take the risk with this kind of technology and stay clear of it. They know that this is monitored too closely, and they aren’t willing to risk what they’ve built in other areas of the black market. It’s just too much of a gamble for anyone with something to lose. These guys tonight have taken things too far, and it’s time to shut it down. All we need you to do is meet them at the drop-point here.” Slater points to a map that’s laid out on the table, and then he reaches over for a clear box. “These are your tracking devices. They’ll be undetectable, and we can trace you the entire time.”

      “What will we do once we’re at the drop?” Keaton takes the tracking device, and Nelson helps him hide it under his shirt collar. It’s so small it might even be mistaken for a piece of lint.

      “Dolohov will be there to make the exchange. He’s the current head of the organization after last week when he killed Dimitri.” Slater shrugs. “Like I said, volatile.”

      “Why not just wait for them to implode on themselves?” I ask as Nelson comes over to me next. When they’d asked me to lure in the buyers, I was more than willing to help. They needed to get them in one location to pounce. But then I had nothing to lose. Now I have everything to lose.

      “Who knows what will happen in that time or what else they’ve got their hands on already? We need to end this now.” Slater opens up a black briefcase in front of him and produces two handguns. “These are for in case things go to shit, but hopefully you don’t have to use them.”

      I glance over at Keaton, and our eyes meet. If things go to shit, we’ve got more than just these guns in our arsenal, and I can tell by the look in his eyes he’s thinking the same thing.

      “When are we meeting them?” he asks Nelson, who checks his watch.

      “We need to get you on the road now.” He nods at Slater, who speaks to someone quietly on the phone.

      As he speaks, we take the secret entrance out of the lab and to the parking deck below. I didn’t want to enter this way in case we were being followed. On the way, Nelson explains the plan on what happens after the drop is made.

      “The driver will take you straight there and then straight back,” Slater says as he opens the back of the blacked-out town car. “Our teams will be nearby in case anything goes wrong. Good luck.”

      “He makes it sound easy,” Keaton says and rolls his eyes.

      “It’s supposed to be.” My knee bounces as the car pulls away from the curb, and I realize just how anxious I am. Not because I’m about to meet with the Russians but because I’m away from Jade. “Does it always feel like this for you?”

      “Being away from Elsy?” he asks like he’s reading my mind. “Yeah, but I keep thinking it will probably get better over time.”

      “I doubt it.”

      “You’re probably right.” I see the edge of a smirk on his lips. “I’m okay with that.”

      “Thank you,” I say after a long moment of silence has passed. He looks at me in confusion, and I sigh. “For coming tonight and for, I don’t know, making me see what I didn’t want to face?”

      “I was lucky that Elsy could do that for me. She’s been my best friend my entire life, so it was easy to believe. I can’t imagine what I would have felt if I was in your shoes. If it was my dad, I think I would’ve done the same.”

      The car comes to a stop, and Keaton and I glance outside to see we’re at a warehouse near the loading docks on the river. With one last nod to each other, we climb out of the car and make our way into the warehouse. It’s pitch black outside, and there’s only one small light inside. It doesn’t matter, though, because Keaton and I have enhanced vision so we could see even if the lights were off.

      “Right on time.” The voice has a thick Russian accent, and up ahead I see Dolohov step out of the shadows with two men on either side of him. “Although you seem to have brought a friend.” He narrows his eyes on Keaton as he takes a pull off his cigarette. “I was under the impression that you two didn’t do business together.”

      “I wanted to come meet the men who blew up my lab.” Keaton tucks his hands in his pants, and although he looks casual, he’s anything but. I can feel the tension coming off of him with my senses being on high alert.

      “A misunderstanding.” Dolohov waves his hands dismissively then says something in Russian to the man beside him. The man nods, and then Dolohov turns toward us. “Let’s get to business, shall we?”

      I hold up the flash drive with what are supposed to be the diagnostics for the drone technology. There are plans on here that look similar, but I may have included a few key pieces of information that cause the device to explode just in case this fell into the wrong hands.

      “Do you have the payment?”

      “I’m surprised that a man with so much money would ask for more. Information is the currency I deal in,” Dolohov says as he holds up his own flash drive. “But there’s no accounting for taste. Ten million in crypto as requested.”

      The crypto currency was requested so there would be a digital trail of their involvement. It’s just another layer of protection in putting these guys away for good. With the details sorted, I walk over to the small table between us and place the silver stick on top of it. Dolohov doesn’t hesitate as he comes over and does the same. As we reach down in unison, there’s a loud rumble in the distance. When I glance over at Keaton, I see his look of confusion as well. This wasn’t part of the plan.

      When I look back at Dolohov, I realize he’s not fazed at all. In fact, he’s smiling. Fuck, this is not good.

      “You see what I mean about using information as currency?” In the distance, there’s something that looks like a tank rolling into the warehouse. There’s a sick feeling in the bottom of my stomach as the smile on Dolohov’s face grows. “A man as intelligent as you should have known you couldn’t keep her hidden.”

      “No!” I shout as the giant truck comes to a stop, and the side of it slides open to reveal Jade and Elsy gagged and tied in the back of it.

      “What I want are the true plans for the drone. Not the ones that you pretend to pass off as complete. I’ve got my own spies in the FBI, and I knew what you were planning. Now you hand them over or watch the girls die.”

      I have no idea how they got to my Jade, but that doesn’t matter now. What matters is they’ve put their hand on what belongs to me, and I’m no longer in control of the thing that has always simmered below the surface. For the first time in my life, I release the animal that I’ve kept locked away, and I roar as the fabric of my shirt rips away and my muscles swell.

      The sound that comes out of me is echoed on my left, and I look over to see Keaton doing the same. We’ve both grown in size and are breathing heavily as our bodies shake with rage. I assume my eyes are as bright as his because in the dark they look like beams of light pointing to the man that is going to die for what he’s done.

      “W-wh-what’s happening?” Dolohov stammers as he begins to walk backwards. He’s looking between the two of us with a horrified expression on his face, but we’re too quick for him to react.

      In the time it took for him to take a breath, Keaton has leapt from where he was standing and onto the truck. In a second breath, he’s ripped the man driving it out of the cab and thrown him so hard against the wall that he crumples like a tissue.

      My hands are on Dolohov, and although I don’t want this to be too quick, I have to make sure that he can never hurt Jade again. He’s so scared he pisses himself as I raise him off the ground with one hand and grab his face with the other.

      “The moment you knew her name you were a dead man,” I say through clenched teeth. He tries to plead, but with a flick of my wrist, his neck snaps and his life has ended.

      There’s shouting coming from the back of the warehouse, and I assume that the feds have heard all that’s going down and are on their way.

      “Gray!” Jade calls my name, and it’s like I can feel it over every inch of my body.

      I cross the distance between us in one jump and land so hard on the concrete floor it cracks all around me. My arms are around her in an embrace as I look over her shoulder to see Keaton holding on to Elsy.

      “We have to get out of here. They can’t see us like this,” Keaton says, and he’s right.

      I don’t know how long it will take for us to look human again, but we can’t have them find us here in this form. The FBI doesn’t know anything about those experiments, and we need to keep that hidden. We’ve done our job with taking out Dolohov, and it sounds like his crew is going down as we speak. Right now, the only concern is getting Jade and Elsy the fuck out of here.

      “The shipyard.” Jade points to a door in the corner. “Get us to one of the boats, and we can take it downriver.”

      “The roads are covered by the feds,” Keaton agrees. “She’s right; it's the only way.”

      “Hold on,” I say as I put Jade on my back and climb down the giant truck.

      My legs pound into the concrete as I hurdle over equipment and debris and bound through the shipyard. Keaton is right beside me as we do our best to remain hidden while being as quick as possible. Up ahead, I spot a small boat that’s enclosed and should hold all four of us. I point to it, and Keaton silently nods. We get low and use our heightened senses to check the surrounding area. It’s empty.

      With my heart racing, we climb on board and push away from the loading dock as the ship silently turns toward the current.

      “I’m going to set the engine and cruise for a while before we try to pull into a port,” Keaton says as he cradles Elsy in his arms and walks up to the control cabin.

      Grabbing Jade, I pull her off my back and swing her around front so I can look at her face. “Are you okay? Tell me where they touched you.”

      “Nowhere, I’m fine. Are you okay?” She’s looking at every inch of me as her hands roam over where my tattered shirt still clings to me in places. “Does it hurt?”

      “What?” I look down at my body and see that all of my muscles are stretched tight, and I’m hard. “No, it doesn’t hurt. They didn’t touch you?” I bring her arms to my nose and inhale, but all I can scent is her sweetness, and even a little of my own mixed in.

      “Elsy came to the house, and when I let her in, they basically shoved us in the back of that truck and made us tie each other up. Which was stupid if you ask me because I suck at knots.”

      “Thank god.” I pull her against my body, but it’s not enough. Instead, I kneel on the deck of the boat and pull her down with me. “I have to be inside you.”

      “What?” Her head snaps up, and she looks around the river. “Right now?”

      “Yes,” I grunt and start pushing up her dress. “I’m on fire inside, and I need you, little mouse. Give me your cunt.”

      I pull her panties to the side and bury my face between her legs. Her sweet desire on my tongue is all I need to soothe this beast in me. I don’t know what’s come over me, but now that we’re out of danger, I have to fuck her. I have to breed her and cum inside her tight little body.

      “Gray, oh god, that feels good.” She rocks her hips forward, and I suck on her clit.

      Where we’re at behind the cargo, Keaton and Elsy can’t see us. But I have a feeling they’re having their own moment in the control room if Keaton feels anything like me.

      “Cum on me,” I growl as I pull my face away from her heaven and turn her around so she can bend over on her knees. “I need to feel it on my cock.”

      She pushes her ass against the head of my cock, and I thrust the rest of the way inside of her. Jade calls out but doesn’t pull away as she holds her ass up and spreads her knees for more. I plant my knuckles on either side of her as I begin to rut into her. It’s clear that whatever has changed me into this is getting what it wants. My body trembles with pleasure as every inch of me tingles like Jade’s touching it.

      My teeth graze along her shoulder before I bite down just a little to hold her in place. I thrust and thrust as my cock swells and drips. Her pussy is clenching, and when I brush a finger over her clit, that’s all it takes to send her over the edge.

      Pleasure like I’ve never felt shoots out of my cock and into her waiting womb as I breed her with every pump of cum. I close my eyes and fall on top of her. My body begins to relax and return to its normal size. I can feel myself becoming me again even though my hard cock is still wedged deep in her pussy.

      “I’m so sorry,” I say, kissing the soft skin on her neck and shoulder. “I took you too rough.”

      “Sorry?” Jade giggles, and I can feel it in my soul. “If you’re apologizing for giving me the best orgasm of my life, I think I’ll live.”

      “I love you, and I don’t ever want to hurt you.” I pull out so I can roll her over on her back and look into her eyes. “I’m here to keep you safe, and all I’ve done is put you in danger.”

      “Nothing that happened tonight was your fault. You saved me, Gray Malice. The so-called villain of your story came to my rescue.” She cups my face as she kisses me softly. “I love you, and I know that you’ll always keep me safe.”

      “Forever,” I agree and slide back into her once more.
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      Gray paces back and forth in our office. I glance up from my laptop and fight a laugh.

      “It’s not funny,” he grumbles.

      “I don’t know why you’re fighting this or worried about it,” I say before I hit send on an article I just finished writing for JM Technology about the new drones. They’ll be hitting the market for companies all over the world in a few months. This won’t be invisible, but they will help make some deliveries faster. You don’t even have to be home to get your package. You can get it to come to wherever you might be.

      I was a bit hesitant about working inside JM’s journalism department when Gray first offered it to me. I knew they wrote up articles about things they were doing, but I learned quickly that they also do a lot of digging on other companies and their shady dealings to expose them. Sometimes we hand the information over to the right people. That’s as far as we go when it comes to helping.

      There is too much at risk now. If the government ever found out about Formula X, they’d want it. It’s something that we’ll protect. Keaton, Elsy, and my husband did, however, learn how to break the formula down and extract some things to put to use. From an injection they give after surgery to help someone recover faster to Band-Aids that you can put over a cut and it will heal twice as fast.

      “She’s a baby!” He stops pacing.

      “She’s not a baby. She’s a teenager, and we knew this was coming.” I push back from my chair, coming around my desk in our home office that we share.

      Gray had the room done for me. The walls are covered in bookshelves that are filled to the brim, but he always found himself in here with his laptop. Not that I minded. I often take my laptop down to the lab if he’s working on something. Gray can get edgy if he goes too long without seeing or touching me. We learned that quickly.

      “Can you think of anyone better for our baby girl?” I rationalize with him.

      Elsy and I got pregnant around the same time. Her first was a son while I had a daughter. Then we’d both gone on to have two more. All of them are boys except for Violet. The girl is surrounded by boys that all act as protectors, but Elsy’s oldest Noah is different with her.

      He watches her in a way the others don’t. She watches him right back. We’ve taken notice as they get older they are showing signs of Formula X having passed down to them. They seem to be in more control of it. I wonder if it’s because they were born with it or maybe it’s the fact it’s only starting to really show in them as they grow older.

      We had a feeling they’d had some form of it. Never have any of them ever gotten sick. Not a runny nose or so much as a cough. I’m not sure if all the boys are big because of their fathers or if that’s a part of it. With Violet, though, the girl is wicked fast. The only one that can catch her is Noah, which has only been as of recently. I believe it’s because she’s his, and when she runs, those instincts take over to catch her. Both of them are starting to understand the pull they’ve always had to one another. It’s growing and changing.

      “No,” he grumbles finally.

      “Our baby girl will have a man that will love her more than anything in this whole world. Nothing he won’t do for her. I’m thankful.” I know this because Gray is that way with me. I rest my hands on his chest. He relaxes under my touch.

      “You’re right.”

      “I know.” I smirk. Gray steals it from my lips, pressing his mouth against mine in a sweet kiss. His hands go to my ass. He starts to lift me, but a knock sounds at the door. He growls. “Simmer down,” I laugh. “Talk to him and give him the okay. Then come find me.” I nip his bottom lip. Another growl rumbles from him. I wiggle out of his hold but only because he lets me.

      “Hi, Noah,” I say, opening the office door for him.

      “Hey,” he says back. I thought he might be nervous, but Noah is clearly a man on a mission. That mission is to let Gray know that he wants to start dating our Violet. In no time, I’m sure they’ll be getting married. Violet is a girl that knows what she wants, and that’s Noah. She hasn’t been shy in telling me so.

      “I’ll leave you two to it.” I slip quickly past Noah out of the office.

      He has no idea how big of a favor I’m doing him. Their conversation is going to be quick and to the point. I’m already taking off on a dead run down the hallway debating where I can hide. Gray won’t have missed the sounds of running.

      This is one of my favorite games we play: Gray tracking me down and having his way with me. He enjoys the hunt as much as I enjoy being his prey.

      “Little mouse!” I hear him call a few minutes later. Well, that was really fast. I put my hand over my mouth, trying not to laugh. A second later, Gray yanks the curtains back. “You’re running from me?” His eyes flash, making my whole body light up knowing what’s coming next.

      “Maybe.” I duck and take off again. He lets me by him. I glance over my shoulder as I dart back out into the hallway. Gray is already undoing the buttons of his shirt as he trails after me, giving me a false sense of a head start.

      I almost make it to our bedroom door before he’s on me. My feet leave the ground, and he tosses me over his shoulder, entering our bedroom and kicking the door shut.

      “Engage bedroom locks,” he tells the house. They click into place. Gray drops me down on the bed. I lick my lips.

      “That was quick,” I tease.

      “This won’t be,” he growls before he pounces, pinning me to the bed beneath him.

      He’s right. It’s not quick.

      This is forever.

      

      
        
        THE END!
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      Everything was fine until that innocent little rich girl walked into my garage. Since the second I laid my eyes on her, all I've wanted to do is get my dirty hands on her pure body.

      There's one minor obstacle standing in my way, but I've got a plan. All I've got to do is claim her, and she’ll be mine forever.

      Warning: This book is over-the-top, insta-love. There's nothing but steamy scenes, babies trying to be made, and an obsessed bearded alpha hero claiming a virgin who will be his forever. If you want it hot and dirty, this is it!
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      “Where the fuck did that piece of ass come from?” Pulling my head out from under the hood of the car, I follow Butch’s line of sight. He lets out a low whistle while staring out one of the garage doors. Irritation and jealousy shoot through my body, and I have no fucking clue why. Maybe it’s the way he said it or the tone of his voice, but I look past him to see what he’s talking about.

      The blonde we both have our eyes on now looks like she stepped off a runway. Or what I’m guessing a runway model would look like. Although from the pictures I’ve seen in magazines of models, her curves are better. Her platinum-blonde hair hangs all the way to her waist where the ends start to curl. It makes me want to wrap my finger around one of them, grab a fistful of it as I pump my cock inside her. I wonder how she’d moan as I drove in and out of her.

      Her short dress hugs her curves in all the right places and shows off her long legs. My eyes track down her stems to the ridiculously tall heels she’s wearing. I have no idea how she’s even walking in them on the uneven concrete that covers the front of my shop. The way she’s dressed makes me think she must be rich royalty. What she’s doing here I have no fucking clue because she clearly doesn’t fit.

      She looks over at us, like she feels us watching her. Her gray eyes meet mine, and it’s like a sucker punch to my system. All the air leaves my lungs, and all my blood rushes to my cock. It makes me feel light-headed, and I grip the car I’m working on for support.

      I’m too fucking old to get a hard-on just by looking at a chick. Twenty-eight isn’t old, but it’s too old to be getting turned on by something so simple. Too old to be having dirty thoughts about a random chick, something I haven’t done since I was a randy teenager. I don’t go dipping my dick into any random hole. A half-smile pulls at her lips, and it’s as if she’s trying to play innocent or some shit. Must be part of her game.

      When she finally pulls her eyes from mine, I feel an unexplainable loss. Shit. That can’t be good.

      “I got this one boss,” Butch says with a shit-eating grin on his face. It’s a look I know all too well, and I can see he’s making like he’s going to go greet the blonde piece of ass at the front of the office. Before he can make it two feet, I’m grabbing him by the arm.

      That isn’t fucking happening. Butch always has women wrapped around his finger. Scratch that, wrapped around his dick is more like it. He’s got women falling at his feet whenever we go out, and it’s probably because he’s always running his mouth. From what he says, I seem to have a ‘don’t talk to me’ look pasted across my face, scaring them all away.

      I have the urge to lay him out for just thinking about talking to her, but I push the feeling back because it’s fucking ridiculous. Like either one of us have a chance with a woman like that. Who knows what she’s doing in a small-ass town like this. Probably passing through and something went wrong with her ride. Here today, gone tomorrow. The thought makes my gut clench. I’ll need a taste before she’s gone. Something I’m sure won’t be easy.

      “Finish dropping the engine in. I got her.” The irritation in my voice is clear as I order him back to work. I want to be the first to talk to her, but I see Joey beat me to the punch when I enter the front of the office.

      “How long has it been making that sound?” Joey asks, pulling a pen from her dark black ponytail. When her hair catches the light a certain way, it almost looks blue.

      “Well I was—” The blonde duchess stops talking when she finally notices I’ve joined them in the office. A slight blush hits her cheeks, and it makes my cock jerk. Double shit. A goddamn blush is making my cock ache with need.

      I hear Joey drop the notepad down onto the counter, and I look over to see her rolling her eyes and returning the pen to her ponytail.

      “I was sure it would be Butch.” Joey says with a smirk on her face. I’m sure she did think it would be Butch. Because chasing ass isn’t something I do. But it seems this little duchess has me bending some rules.

      “He’s busy and he needs your help.” It’s a lie. Butch can finish the job on his own, but I don’t need Joey in here giving me lip or stocking up on things she can give me shit about later.

      She snorts, but exits out the door I just entered and leaves me and the duchess all alone.

      We both just stare at each. I’ve never seen a woman so perfect in my life. There is something about her, how flawlessly she is put together, that makes me want to throw her on the floor and fuck her right there. She’d be so dirty when I was done with her. The grease on my hands would smudge all over her clothes, her hair would be wild after I drove in and out of her, and her make-up would be smeared. I could look at her and know I did that. That I made this perfect little slip of a woman get dirty for me and she’d love it, beg me to do it over and over again until she was dripping with my cum.

      She finally breaks eye contact, pulling those gray eyes from mine. It’s then I realize that I’m staring at her like a love-struck puppy. I clear my throat and get to the subject before I cum in my pants thinking about all the things I want to do to her.

      “Your ride?” My voice comes out deeper than I mean for it to be as I make my way around the counter. I need to get a little space between us and cover up my hard cock before I scare her off.

      “Oh yeah,” she says, biting her lip. I want to tell her to stop that, but I just brace my arms on the counter, waiting for her to continue. “I just got to town, and it started making some weird thumping noise.”

      She looks like a scared rabbit, ready to bolt at any moment. I need to pull it back before I make her run. If she knew the things I was thinking about moments ago, she’d be long gone. I’m guessing the men she’s been with were smooth and soft with her, something I’m not sure I could be, but hell, if she asked I would sure as hell try just to have her beneath me for a few minutes. But I don’t think a few minutes would ever be enough with someone like her. I bet a taste would drive a man to his knees. She’s not used to talking to a dirty grease monkey like me. No, she’s more into suits and polos down at the country club. The thought of someone else touching her has a red haze hitting my eyes. They wouldn’t know what to do with her. I may not even know what to do with her, but I would die trying to give it to her. A woman like her should be worshiped and fucked regularly.

      “It’s probably just your fan belt,” I finally say, trying to pull my thoughts from wanting to fuck her.

      “Is that an easy fix? I have a ton of stuff I need to get done.”

      I bite my tongue to keep from saying something rude. I’m sure duchess here has a big day of shopping ahead of her and doesn’t want to spend it in a dirty garage with the likes of me. I reach out wanting her keys, and she jumps back. She looks down at my hands, and I realize they aren’t the prettiest. They’re still smeared with grease from the last car I had my hands inside of. They show signs of manual labor, something she’s probably never done before. I bet her skin is soft and silky all over. Her hands wrapped around my cock would feel a whole lot better than my own, which is all my dick has been getting for a very long time. Maybe that’s why my dick is begging for something it shouldn’t be wanting right now.

      “Keys,” I snap, making her jump again. I’m irritated that my hand repulsed her, and I can’t help the tone of my voice. I look up, and I can see the pulse in her neck start to pick up as she looks back at the door. I see what she’s thinking, but I put a stop to it.

      “Only shop in town, duchess. Give me the keys.”

      Her gray eyes go hard at the nickname, and she gives me an icy glare. Fuck. Even that turns me on. I’m starting to think there isn’t anything she could do to turn me off. How can someone piss you off and turn you on at the same time? I’m not sure how she’s doing it, but she is.

      She digs in her purse, pulling her keys out and tossing them to me. I catch them in the air, wishing she would have just handed them to me. I could have stolen a touch and found out if she’s as soft as she looks.

      “Come back in hour and she’ll be good to go.” I point to the clipboard on the counter. “Fill out your name and number so I can call you if I’m done before you’re back.”

      She quickly scribbles down her number before turning and leaving the shop, giving me a nice view of her ass as she stomps out. I pull out my phone and look down to see her number and name and laugh when I see she identified herself as ‘Duchess.’ I program it into my phone before ripping her number off the sheet and putting it in my pocket. I hate the idea that it’s just sitting there for anyone to access it.

      I quickly pull her Carrera GT into the shop and change her fan belt in record time. I’d like to say it’s because I’m just trying to get shit done, but I’d be lying to myself. I just want her back in here. The whole time I’m working on her car, I’m irritated at the idea that she’ll never give me the time of day. I’m a fucking joke to someone like her. Why even try?

      Pulling out my phone to give her a call, I look up and see she’s already standing in the front office again. This time I see her laughing at something Butch just said, more at ease with him then she was with me.

      I’m going to fucking kill him. He may be a little rough around the edges, but his blond hair and blue eyes always seem to pull the women in. He cleans up nicer than I seem to be able to. I look over to see Joey trying to hold back a laugh as she looks between me and what’s happening in the front office.

      “Pull the fucking car out and drop the keys on the front counter when you’re done,” I snap at her, only making her laugh more. After a second she lifts her hand, extending her middle finger at me.

      I stomp across the garage and throw the door open a little harder than I mean to. I’m shocked the glass window in the door doesn’t shatter when the door hits the wall. The sound makes Duchess jump again. Shit. All I seem to do is make her jump.

      Butch just leans against the counter like he doesn’t have a care in the world, and irritation boils inside me. I look over at him and put an end to the conversation he’s having. “Back to work. I don’t pay you to flirt with customers.”

      Duchess blushes at my words, looking embarrassed. If I had my way with her, that blush would cover every part of her skin. Yeah, like you’ll get that chance, a voice in the back of my mind says. Girls like her who ooze class won’t give me the time of day. No matter how hard I work, or what I have in my bank, they just think they’re better than me. Types like her want men in stiff suits and five-star dinners. I met a couple girls like her growing up, and I’ve learned to stay clear, and I always have, but something about her is pulling me in.

      Butch winks at her on his way out, and it makes me grind my teeth as he strolls out the open door. If I blackened both of his eyes, he wouldn’t be able to wink again for a while, I think to myself. Once he’s through the door, I reach over and slam it shut. I try to get myself together and push back all these foreign emotions. I take a breath and try to smooth things over.

      “All fixed up. It was the belt,” I confirm. “Follow me to my office, and I’ll write up your bill.” I start walking back towards my office and feel myself release the breath I was holding when I hear the click of her heels following me. I look at the windows that line the garage and see both Joey and Butch watching. Probably wondering why I’m taking her to my office and not just checking her out in the front. I want her in my space. Maybe when we’re in my small office, I can finally get a smell of her.

      I motion for her to sit down when we reach my office, and I close the door behind her. Then I hit the blinds on the window that looks out into the shop so no one can see us. Just her and me now.

      Taking my seat at my desk, I watch as she fidgets with the trim of her dress in her lap. Her pink nail polish is perfectly done, and as I watch her fingers play with the edge, all I can think about is flipping her dress up to see if her panties match.

      She looks so out of place in here. Just like most of the shop, my office is a freaking mess. I never got a nice desk or chairs because they’d be stained in two weeks. Everything is worn and old so I don’t worry about it getting fucked up. The contrast between her and the room is another reminder that she’d never be with someone like me. Even if I pulled just as good of a living as a suit, it’s still all about appearances to people like her. I match their bank accounts, but I sure as shit don’t belong.

      “It was an easy fix.” I tell her as I start to fill out the receipt. I should have broken something else and made sure she stayed in town a little longer. “But I wouldn’t go too far for a while.” The lie trips off my tongue easily, but I don’t have a moment of guilt about it “Stay close to town, I mean.” I raise my eyebrows at her to gauge her reaction.

      “Oh, I’m in town indefinitely.” The way she says it makes it clear she’s not happy about it. She doesn’t look like she belongs around here, seeing as there isn’t much to this small town. If you want something fancy, you have to make the two-hour drive into Denver.

      “It’s one twenty-five for the belt with labor.”

      Without hesitating she reaches into her purse and pulls out a silver American Express card.

      “We don’t take those.” I don’t know why, but I don’t tell her that we take cards, just not Amex. I’m letting her draw her own conclusions.

      “It’s all I have on me unless I can run to an ATM or something real quick.” She starts to rise from the chair like she’s leaving.

      “Sorry, no ATM, and the bank is closed. I’m closing up shop for the night, so I need to get paid.” I lie again just as easily as before. They keep slipping from me, but I want to see her again. Maybe if I can get her back here tomorrow, I can come up with a game plan of making a move on her, or at least find out who she is and why she’s here. Everyone knows everything in a small town like this.

      She plops back down into the chair. “But—”

      I cut her off. “Just come back in the morning with the money.” I stand up and walk to the door like I’m going to leave, but she stops me.

      “I need my car tonight. I still have a few errands I need to run. I have plans.”

      I pause at the door, turning to look at her. She’s still sitting in the chair, staring up at me. Her eyes are pleading, like she’s trying to get me to crack with a pout on her full lips.

      My eyes move to her chest and linger there, and it makes her breathing pick up. It gives me an opening, and I’m going to take it. I stroll back over to the front of my desk and sit my ass on the edge in front of her, my legs almost touching hers.

      “You could pay me with something else.” My eyes roam her body, and I let my meaning become clear. I don’t know what made me say it, but the words are out of my mouth before I can pull them back. I expect her to stand up and slap me, or her to storm out of the office, but she just wiggles in her chair a little.

      “Wha-what do…” She can’t even get the words out, and I don’t make her finish, because I’m impatient. If she isn’t running then I’m going to push a little more.

      “Pull up your dress up. I want to see your panties.”

      Her face turns red, but she grabs the hem of her skirt like she’s going to do it. But instead she just bunches it in her hands, her knuckles going white. Is she really this fucking shy? Nobody who looks like her, who’s dressed like that, is shy. She’s a rich duchess coming into a place like this and asking for it. Fuck it, if she wants to play shy, I’ll help her out.

      Leaning forward, I grab her by the arms, her soft skin like silk against my fingers. I pull her to me so her legs go on either side of my large thighs as I stay seated on the edge of the desk. She lets out a squeak in response but makes no move to stop me. Interesting. I had no clue this would be so easy.

      Reaching down with my stained hand, I flip her dress up, revealing white satin panties. Her legs are spread just enough that I can see a little wet spot.

      Fuck.

      She’s turned on, and I haven’t even done anything to her. The sight has my cock pushing against the zipper of my jeans, and I welcome the pain. Because it stops me from cumming in my pants.

      “Hold it,” I say, indicating that I want her to hold up her dress for me. I need my hand for this.

      “But I showed you. Now give me my keys.”

      “That was for the belt, materials. This next part is for the labor.” I lick my lips just thinking about the next part. God, what I’d give to bury my face between her thick thighs and make her scream my name. I’d make her tell her who’s giving it to her. That she’s fucking the local mechanic. Not some preppy dick in a suit, which I’m sure is what she’s used to.

      “I’m not sleeping with you,” she blurts out, and it makes me clench my teeth. In spite of her words, her dress remains bunched up in her hands and she keeps herself revealed to me. That’s fine, Duchess. Pretend all you want. I’ll play if it gets me a little bit of you.

      “Trust me, when I fuck you, you’ll beg for it.” Reaching down, I run my fingers across the soft panties, just teasing her a bit. I feel the damp spot against my digits, and I need more. I use two fingers to pull them to the side and feel her bare pussy. No fucking hair. I bet she has it waxed off. But for who, I wonder. The thought makes me jealous and angry, and I can’t hold back the growl that leaves my chest.

      Her eyes go big at the sound, and I yank at the panties, pulling them from her body. I want to see her bare pussy for myself, and I want to mark it as mine. The thought is primal and barbaric, but I don’t care. I want this pussy for myself. Only mine. She might have waxed it for someone else, but I’m sure as fuck going to put my mark on it.

      “What are you doing?” Her words come out breathless, but she makes no move to stop me or drop her dress. In fact, she leans into me a little more. She says one thing, but her body is betraying her.

      I bring the underwear to my nose, smelling her sweet scent, and I let it fill my lungs, I almost lose it when I feel the wet spot against my face. Knowing I don’t have much time before I lose my load of cum, I drop her panties onto my desk and free my cock from my jeans.

      “Oh, my God. You’re—”

      “Huge,” I finish for her. “I know.”

      Grabbing one of her hips, I pull her closer to me. Using my other hand, I guide my cock to her pussy lips. They part easily for the head of my dick, and I find her hard little clit begging for attention.

      “Oh, God.”

      “Not God, baby. Paine,” I correct her as I start to move the head of my cock back and forth on her clit. I want to rip the top of her dress and suck her big tits, but it would ruin the dress, and I don’t want her walking out of here with them on display. So I grip her hip a little tighter, making my hand stay in place.

      “What are you doing to me?” Her eyes look glassy, her pupils dilated. She’s so fucking turned on, the smell of her pussy fills the room. Her juices coat the head of my cock, showing me how much she wants this too. Her body is begging for some cock.

      It takes everything in me not to say, “Playing with your pussy, which is now mine.” Instead I go with, “Collecting the bill with your cunt.”

      She moans, dropping her head back, her hair brushing my fingers that are gripping her hip.

      She looks so young and pure, like she’s never known this kind of pleasure before. Shit.

      “Please tell me you’re legal,” I growl. I’m not sure if I could pull away if she told me she’s underage. It might just be worth the prison time.

      “Twenty-one,” she mumbles, lost in the pleasure. Thank fuck. I don’t know what I would have done. I’m sure there isn’t a thing that could pull her from me in this moment.

      “You like this?” I ask, picking up speed, rubbing her clit back and forth with the head of my dick, slipping easily through her juicy pussy lips. “You use this pussy to get whatever you want, don’t you? I bet you have men wrapped around your finger.” The words make me sound like an asshole, and I know it. I started this, but I hate that she so easily let me have her. Does she do this with everyone? Is this some game to her? Here I am, falling all over her and this could mean nothing to her, but maybe she thinks the same of me. She has no idea that I don’t fall all over women. Hell, I haven’t even thought about a woman in years. Too busy working on my shop. Until her.

      I push the thoughts away because I won’t ruin this for myself. I’m going to enjoy this perfection I have in my hands while I’ve got it.

      “Fuck you.” She says the words angrily as she tries to move her hips. She’s mad as hell but wants to make me go faster. I tighten my grip on her even more so she can’t take what she wants. She’s bound to have marks there tomorrow from the way I’m holding her.

      I can tell she is about to cum, her body strung tight. I’m so fucking close too, but I’m controlling this. She already has too much control of me; I at least get this.

      “Soon I’ll be fucking you, Duchess. You’ll take me inside your little cunt until I fill you with every drop of cum I have. Then I’ll do it over and over again until you beg me to stop.”

      “Paine!” She yells my name, cumming at my filthy words. She’s probably never been talked to like that, and I fucking love it.

      I let myself cum with her, releasing the cum that’s been building up in my balls since she strolled her ass into my shop. My cum coats her clit, her pussy lips, and thighs. I cum harder than I’ve ever cum in my entire life. I cum so hard, I see stars. The intensity rocks me to my core. It’s something I’ve never felt before, and warmth fills my chest.

      When I finally come back to earth, she’s dropping her skirt and backing away from me.

      “Duchess,” I say, reaching for her and wanting to touch her lips to mine. I want to finally get a taste of her. She had to have felt what just happened here. It was life changing. There’s something between us, but she dodges my hand and bolts for the door.

      It takes me a minute to get my still-hard cock back into my jeans before I run after her. By the time I make it to the front of the shop, I see her car pulling out, the screech of tires filling my ears.

      “How’d she get the keys?” I look over and see Joey standing behind the counter. I give her a hard glare, and she holds her hands up in defense.

      “They were sitting right here. I thought she was good to go.” She raises an eyebrow in question, but I don’t answer her.

      Fuck me, I don’t even know her name.
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