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CHAPTER ONE


Walker

I don’t do massages.

Getting one implies that I’m overworked and stressed—both of which suggest weakness. In my world, weakness is the kiss of death.

I’ve been the head of the McManus family for five years, ever since my hardnosed bastard of a father dropped dead on the tennis court of his estate, probably to avoid losing the match. He hated second place. I don’t remember a time when I wasn’t being groomed to step into his shoes and run the Boston underworld in which I was brought up. There wasn’t a hiccup when I took over, tightening up the operation and bringing the family into the twenty-first century.

I’m not a good man.

I’ve killed. I’ve intimidated. My business practices are illegal, immoral—and they make me a lot of money. I’ve got no intention of going legit any time soon, like the pale, pencil-pushing stool pigeons I see waiting at bus stops when I pass by in my Bugatti. No fucking thanks.

Those are the kind of men who get massages. Their positions at their jobs aren’t contingent on their strength. Their resilience. Their immortality.

Mine is.

Rich, my right-hand man, thinks he’s doing me some big favor surprising me with a massage on my thirty-fifth birthday, but if he thinks I’m going to lie down and let some stranger rub oil that smells like flowers on me for an hour, he’s got another think coming.

Unfortunately, Richie’s mind doesn’t work as quickly as everyone else’s and I don’t hurt his feelings, if I can help it. I met Rich on the first day of second grade when he was getting his ass kicked on the kickball field by a bunch of fourth graders. Growing up in Southie, I’d learned to mind my own business before I could walk, but I didn’t like the way the older boys had singled out learning disabled Richie. Didn’t seem fair.

So I sent them crying to the nurse’s office holding their bloody noses.

Richie has been my shadow ever since. No one messes with him now. I make sure he’s got an armed guard at his disposal at all times. Usually I do, too, but I don’t need my employees thinking I’ve gone soft.

“You’re going to love it, Walker. Love it. Best massage of your life.” Richie is wringing his Sox cap in hands. “I told them to give you the VIP treatment.”

I scratch an eyebrow. “Thanks, Rich.”

Yeah, not happening. I’ll sit in the room and check in with my lieutenants over the phone for an hour. The masseuse can text her boyfriend or whatever. Everyone goes home happy. The alternative is taking off my clothes and lying down, vulnerable in an unfamiliar place. That’s how people like me get killed and I’m planning on living for a while.

“Now, this isn’t one of them cheap p-places,” Rich continues in an excited tone, as we turn the corner onto a quiet, tree-lined street. It’s the section of the neighborhood where I don’t spend a lot of time. Part of the city’s “improvement” measures, which amount to some coffee shops, an overpriced shoe store and apparently, a day spa. Based on the total lack of foot traffic, I’m guessing South Boston ain’t looking to be improved on. “It’s not one of those happy ending deals, either. It’s a real, professional joint.”

“Yeah, I’m really looking forward to it,” I say, patting him hard on the shoulder. “A little R and R never hurt anyone, right?”

“Exactly.” He slaps his hat down on his head and opens a frosted glass door, set back from the street in a wreath of ivy and brick. Before we duck inside, I take a moment to scan the street for anything out of the ordinary. We were cautious coming here, doubling back and taking quieter roads, but the atmosphere has been tense lately in Southie.

A rival outfit from New York has been breathing down my neck to make a deal. They want to transport weapons through my neighborhood and they didn’t take it well when I told them to fuck off. I wouldn’t put it past them to make an attempt to forcibly remove me, their roadblock between point A and point B. I’m planning a visit to New York soon to put a stop to the situation in person, by fair means or foul, but until then, I’m taking no chances.

“And don’t you worry, boss,” Richie continues. “Don’t you worry, because I’ll be right in the waiting room watching your back.”

“I know you will, Rich.”

The receptionist, a young girl with a deep brown complexion and short braids, looks up and drops the phone she was cradling between her ear and shoulder. “Uh.” She stands up and drops back into her seat. “Oh God. I, um…I just work here. Should I get the manager—”

“Relax.” I hold up a hand and bare my teeth in my best impression of a smile. I get this reaction anywhere I go in Boston. And based on her accent, she’s local enough to know who I am. “My friend here booked me a massage.”

“Yeah.” Rich does kind of a nervous sidestep toward the counter, hat back in his hands being wrung. “I put it under my name. Richie Hayes.”

I prop an elbow on the counter and lean in, sliding her a few crisp hundreds. “If you could keep this quiet, I’d appreciate it.” Another slight baring of teeth. “No one is going to know I was here.”

“No. No, sir, Mr. McManus.” She won’t look up from the appointment book. “If you want to follow me to the l-locker room, we can get you a robe—”

“That won’t be necessary.” I take a seat on some oddly shaped, chrome seat and stretch my legs. “Just let the masseuse know I’m here.”

I’m only waiting for another thirty seconds after the receptionist almost breaks a leg launching herself into the back room, but in that short time span, Richie manages to tell me six more times how much I’m going to love the massage. I’m just reaching the iceberg tip of guilt that I won’t actually be enjoying his present for real, when the girl reemerges. “Meadow will see you now.”

Meadow?

Fuck sake. She’s probably going to dissolve into tears when I walk in. I really don’t have the patience for a couple of terrified broads today. My enemies have been getting too close for comfort lately. I’ve got a business opening on the other side of town tomorrow to help me clean my illegally earned money and I’m not satisfied with the numbers yet. We’re moving a shipment of car parts tomorrow night to a distributor and I have to lean a little harder on my favorite dirty cops to make sure we fly under the radar.

Everything will work out. I always make sure it does.

It helps that I’ve got a reputation for meting out swift and deadly punishment to anyone who crosses me.

But I definitely don’t have time for a massage.

A glance at Richie’s hopeful expression, however, has me rising to my feet. “Great. I’m ready.”

The receptionist stumbles in her haste to guide me down a candlelit hallway to yet another waiting area. Jesus Christ. I’m beginning to form a tic behind my eye when soft footsteps approach and another girl enters the room. Her head is bowed forward, so I don’t see her face at first, but interest swipes at my belly nonetheless.

And that’s unusual.

Not only because her hair is hiding her features, but because I generally don’t waste my time with women. When I need my itch scratched, I handle it with someone convenient—usually at one of the many clubs I invest in—and move on, preferably without names or numbers being exchanged. I’m never looking to meet a woman. They’re usually just scenery. As inconsequential as any of the men I encounter who aren’t making me money.

This girl, though. She smells like oranges and the scent cuts right through me, waking up my senses. It’s an unusual smell for me. Coffee, leather, alcohol, gasoline, blood. Those are smells to which I’m accustomed. Her fresh, citrus zing sends fingertips crawling down the front of my body and my cock reacts.

Then. Then she looks up at me and I start praying.

I don’t know what prayers sound like anymore, but my memory dredges them up from years of Catholic school and I silently trip through them, wondering what the fuck kind of magic she’s wielding.

My God.

Meadow, was it?

I’m rock hard behind my zipper. So fat and ready, I could come with one rough stroke of my fist. All because of that pillowy bottom lip, her freckled nose and eyes the color of a freshwater lake. Even her hair is turning me on and she’s got it in a ponytail, little sandy blonde-brown pieces framing her face. Her body isn’t even on display. She’s in a pristine white uniform that hangs loose around her curves, but I can still tell she’s got a dynamite rack. A pussy I definitely want to pound.

Richie’s words from earlier come back to me.

It’s not one of those happy ending deals, either. It’s a real, professional joint.

That so?

I guess I’ll be spending the next hour proving that shit wrong. When I want something, I go after it and I always get it. And I want Meadow like she’s the final inch of water in a canteen and I’ve been hiking in Death Valley.

She turns on the ball of her foot and I follow her toward a room, cursing silently over the two perky swells of her ass cheeks, the way they twitch. When she leads me inside and quietly shuts the door, I’m already unfastening my cuff links, ready to relieve the growing pressure in my groin. Maybe I’m presuming too much, too fast, but I’m a good-looking man and even if I wasn’t, the power I hold would guarantee Meadow gives me a very different kind of massage.

I swear to God, I’m just planning on getting laid, but then she turns to me, pokes me in the center of my chest and says, “Listen, mister. I don’t care who you are. If you can’t behave like a gentleman and keep your eyes where they belong, you can just take a walk.”

Yeah, when she says that, she’s mine.

Meadow is all mine.

To keep.

“Say I want to give you the massage, instead, Meadow.” I step closer and tilt up her chin. “How much would you charge me for that?”


CHAPTER TWO


Meadow

My high school guidance counselor told me my smart mouth would get me into trouble someday. Apparently that day will come sooner rather than later.

I’ve just told the Walker “Bad Boss” McManus to take a walk.

Of course, I didn’t know my eleven o’clock deep tissue massage was with a notorious mob boss. I’m new in town, fresh out of Florida, so I didn’t even know such a man existed. Not until Carla burst into the room like the hounds of hell were at her heels, stammering that we we’d probably have to cough up all our tips as protection money now or die a bloody death.

Oh yeah? I’d like to see him try.

I didn’t work three jobs to put myself through massage therapy school so I could hand over my money to some mobster.

Granted. He is rather large, spectacularly intimidating and very…

Very, very, very good looking.

He’s older than me, by more than a decade. At least. And that maturity is making itself known in annoyingly attractive ways. Little lines at the corners of his dark blue eyes, a wealth of gravity in his expression. Like he knows how the world works and is merely amused by my attempts to try and spin it in a direction he doesn’t dictate.

His hair is slicked back, away from his granite-jawed, master-of-the-universe features, the likes of which my nether regions were not prepared to handle this morning. He’s in a white dress shirt and navy slacks that look like they were licked onto his thick muscles.

I still haven’t answered his question. Did he really ask if he could pay to massage me? Ooh. The nerve of this man. I have scraped my way to this point in my life. From a trailer park with constant casting changes of whoever was playing my mother’s boyfriend that week to a respectable one-bedroom apartment in an up-and-coming section of Boston. A certified massage therapist! And I’m good. I’ve only had this job for three weeks and already I’ve had several return customers.

Sure, I have to put up with my disgusting, touchy feely boss, Randall, but you take the good with the bad. And for me, this move has definitely been good.

Now this…harshly attractive man who is almost certainly a dangerous murderer thinks he can come up in here and treat me like a joke?

I’ve worked really hard not to be one of those. Too hard.

Deciding I’d like to keep my self-respect at any cost, I raise my chin. “How about you spend your money on some common decency?”

A dark eyebrow arches. “Are we not getting off on the right foot, Meadow?” The way he breathes my name curls my toes in my sensible shoes. “You on the table, instead of me. Name your price.”

“The price would be my pride. I value it quite a bit.”

“I know a little something about pride.”

“Robbing people of it?”

“Holding on to it.” His chest dips and expands, releasing a low growl. “Fuck, you are interesting.”

Fuck, you ahh interesting.

I like his Boston accent way too much.

This man wants to eat me alive. I’ve had guys show interest in me on a fairly regular basis, but what they showed me was child’s play compared to Walker McManus. He’s only letting me think I have an ounce of control here. That realization scares me, yes. But…it makes my limbs loose and my stomach levitate.

I’ve fantasized about moments like this, never thinking they’d happen anywhere but in my mind. What would Walker think if he knew I’d warred against two opposing needs for years? The need to finally be in control of my life…and have control wrestled away in the heat of passion.

Not with him.

Not with him.

This man is bad news.

He will chew me up and spit me out. That’s the last thing I need when I’ve only started standing on solid ground, living my new life. A life I built, brick by brick, through hungry nights and endless days. I won’t be knocked off course.

My mental reinforcements mean nothing to Walker. He crowds me up against the massage table, slowly and I curl my fingertips into the leather underside. “If I sacrifice a little of my pride, will you do the same?”

“I’m not sleeping with you,” I breathe.

“I asked to give you a massage, but I like where your head is at.”

My frown makes his lips twitch.

“Sacrifice some of your pride first,’” I say. “Then I’ll decide.”

“You’re not hoping to get something for nothing, are you, gorgeous?”

I bat my eyelashes. “Who, me?”

He sighs a laugh. A sound that’s mature and rich and masculine. It stirs my hair and sends my pulse into a tizzy. His hands brace on the table edge on either side of me and he drops his mouth, right above the pulse in my neck, groaning in a darkly male manner, turning my panties sodden. “Fifty grand. You get naked on the table. Naked. I put my hands and mouth wherever the fuck I want them.”

“Fifty…” I gasp. “Fifty thousand dollars?”

“Mmm. Is that a yes?”

“No. No, I’m not selling myself for sex.”

“You’ll be the one getting pleasure.”

“You’re that sure of yourself?”

When I’m positive he’s going to give me some line about being the female orgasm whisperer, his expression turns thoughtful. “I’m not that sure of myself, actually. People tell me what I want to hear. They’re afraid not to. For all I know, women do the same.”

I can’t hide my surprise. “Was that you sacrificing some pride?”

“That depends. Was it enough to convince you, Meadow?”

God. Why is everything about him so appealing? I like the way he’s looking at me. Like I’m a masterpiece he’s unveiling stroke by stroke. I like how he bats around words with me like we’re ping pong opponents. Not to be arrogant, but people usually can’t keep up with me in a conversation. It’s why I gave up on dating before I even graduated high school. This is nice. Knowing he’s paying attention and capable of a rejoinder. Annoyingly nice.

“You could be lying,” I say. “You could know damn well you’ve got mad skills when it comes to women.”

“If I’m lying, you benefit by having multiple orgasms for lunch. If I’m telling the truth, and I’m not confident that I’m God’s gift to women, then you walk away with a chunk of my pride. Win-win.”

I’m fighting a smile. And my arousal. “You must be very good at your job.”

“Now that I’m confident in.” His big hands cradle my hips roughly and a shudder rolls through me. “I don’t want to talk about my job, Meadow. I want you undressing.”

“One hundred grand,” I blurt.

He doesn’t hesitate. No, his eyes merely heat until I’m being blistered under their regard. “Done.” His mouth brushes mine. “Now strip.”


CHAPTER THREE


Walker

My theory that this girl was made for me—and only me—is further confirmed when she whips her shirt off with nothing short of defiance. Her eyes glitter with a mixture of anticipation and challenge. The potent combination makes my balls fill and tighten in response. Good Lord. This is a girl that will put up with none of my bullshit and I never thought that would be so fucking appealing. But it is. Because it’s Meadow. I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my days butting heads with this beauty.

Mine. I knew it the moment I saw her.

My future just got a hell of a lot more interesting.

I wonder if she has a single clue she’s already sealed her fate.

Barely holding myself in check from tossing her up on the table and ripping off the rest of her starched uniform, I start to roll up my sleeves instead, though I pause when her sexy tits are revealed. Mouthwatering. Small. Lifted by cream-colored lace. I’m going to spend the rest of my life making them bounce.

“Christ. You’re a goddamn knockout, Meadow.”

Pink suffuses her cheeks. “I bet you say that to all the masseuses.”

“I’ve never had a massage before.”

I expect her to call bullshit, so I’m surprised when her expression turns kind of wistful. “Really?” Her gaze dances across my shoulders. “And you don’t want me to give you one? I’m good. I bet I can put you right to sleep.”

“See, that’s why I don’t get massages. Why would I want to fall asleep in a strange place with my back to the door?”

“Most people don’t worry about sneak attacks during a massage.”

Unable to resist the call of her soft skin another second, I rub my knuckles in a circle around her belly button. “I ain’t most people, gorgeous.”

Her nipples turn to little points inside her bra, but she doesn’t try to hide her body’s reaction. No, she pushes the waistband of her pants down and wiggles her hips until the garment falls.

My cock grows another inch at the sight of her lush thighs and the pussy between. The lace of her panties gives me enough of a view to the flesh beneath that I know she’s bare and I’m already licking my lips, savoring what’s to come. Because if she tastes half as good as she looks, I just found my new favorite meal.

“You like what you see, Mr. McManus?”

My laughter is threaded with darkness. “You have no fucking idea how much. But you’re still wearing clothes, aren’t you?” I loosen her ponytail, tossing aside the thin band, before sliding my fingers through her hair and gripping, tilting her face up toward the ceiling. “We’ve spent ten minutes talking. That only leaves me fifty minutes to touch. Show me the rest.”

I’m not usually so commanding with women. I just don’t care enough to be anything but aloof and pressed for time. But there’s an intuition in my bones about Meadow. Like maybe she stands up to me because she wants me to push back. Maybe even needs it. I don’t know how else to explain the goosebumps that cover her delicious-looking skin or the way she moans gently when I twist my grip a little in her hair, all while she maintains that defiant look in her eye.

Her fingers tremble as she unhooks the front snap of her bra and shimmies her shoulders, sending the lace cascading down her arms. “There,” she gasps, lashes fluttering. “Happy?”

I lean down and trail my tongue across the seam of her lips. When she parts them, I give the interior of her mouth a long lick. “I won’t be happy until your come is dripping off my fucking chin, Meadow.”

Her shocked intake of breath is still hanging in the air when I pull her up onto her toes for a longer kiss. There’s the smallest of hesitations on her part and then she’s refusing to let my lips win the battle. Fuck. This hot little firecracker. What she does to my blood. It’s zapping and heating to a degree it’s never been before and will never be again. Not with anyone but her.

I keep one hand locked in her hair and the free one trails down to her ass, shoving inside her panties to test the perfection of her ass cheeks. High, firm little things that almost make me come in my pants. Her new throne is my lap. Everywhere we go, I’m going to sit her sweet bottom right on top of my dick and make people kneel at her feet. Where the hell has this girl been my whole life?

An ugly thought rears its head and I rip my mouth away from hers, leaning down until our foreheads are touching. “How the hell did my friend know I was going to love this massage so much? You put your pretty hands on other men?”

Meadow’s mouth drops open and I almost kiss her again, instead of waiting for an answer. Almost. My uncontrollable jealousy forces me to wait, holding my breath. “Don’t you dare act possessive with me,” she breathes. “I just met you today. I don’t owe you an explanation for anything.”

“Meadow,” I growl against her mouth. “Answer me.”

“I haven’t had any appointments with men. Yet.” She seems annoyed with herself for giving up that information. Even more so when I smile at the admission. “He probably heard about me on Yelp, Walker. Calm down.”

“Calm down?” I spin her around so she’s facing the table and use my right hand to tug down her panties, palming her backside roughly. “I’ve killed men over that kind of disrespect.”

“I’m not scared of you.”

“Oh no?” I step to the side just enough to deliver a quick swat to her tight ass. Then another three more hard slaps in quick succession. “How about now?”

Her only response is to moan and arch her back.

Jesus. Yes. My intuition about Meadow was right. She’s a fucking hellcat but she wants to be tamed in the sack and I’m the only man who’ll ever get the honor. I’m so primed for the opportunity to tickle her kink until she implodes that I almost forget we’re not fucking today. She told me we’re not sleeping together, and while I’m dying to get my aching cock inside her, I want her one hundred percent willing ahead of time, not just in the heat of the moment.

No, this is supposed to be about her pleasure and how well I can provide it.

When I told her I wasn’t positive about my adeptness with women, I was telling the truth. However, I’m sure as fuck giving this girl as many orgasms as she needs. I won’t rest until I’ve found out what makes her squeal and delivered it. Repeatedly. I’ll damn well become a certified Meadow Expert before the hour is up.

I crack my palm across her ass several more times, until she’s squeezing her thighs together and clawing at the massage table. Judging she’s on the edge of climaxing already, I stop the spanking, desperate to taste that honey on my tongue when she releases it. Her dazed expression when I turn her back around is my undoing. She’s so beautiful, so full of life, I can’t fucking breathe.

My mouth finds hers of its own volition and our tongues drag together greedily, while my hand peels down her panties further, letting them drop to her ankles. The second we break for air, I throw her up onto the table, grab her knees and yank her to the edge. My knees land on the ground, putting me eye level with the snuggest, sweetest-looking cunt in existence. I’m positive of it.

“Oh my God,” she whimpers, face flushed. “I can’t believe this is happening. I…I shouldn’t be doing this…you said you were going to massage me. Not k-kiss me and—”

“I said I’d put my hands and mouth wherever I want.” I trail my tongue up the inside of her thigh, heading straight for heaven. “I didn’t say which one would be doing the massaging.”

“You have a way of twisting words to suit you.”

“And you love that I know how.”

There’s just a split second of time where she smiles at me, I smile back, and that’s it. This is where I fall in love with Meadow. An inch away from her pussy while she graces me with a quirk of her lips. She becomes the most important thing in my life, just like that, because nothing and no one has ever filled me with this much purpose. Or affection. I’m in love with this girl. In love without an exit, as if I’d ever fucking look for one.

“You want your massage, don’t you?” I tease the seam of her pussy with the tip of my tongue, the scent of oranges and Meadow giving my cock the weight of an anvil. “Open your legs and let me give it to you, gorgeous. I’m paying good money to have you make a mess all over my face.”

She falls back on the table, as if unable to help it, catching herself on both elbows. Slowly, inch by wary inch, she spreads her thighs and I waste zero seconds licking through the wet valley of her pussy. Her back jolts off the table in an arch and she lets out a broken sob. “Walker. Walker.”

Now that she’s said my name while I’m eating her pussy, I have no choice but to unzip my pants and beat off. I stroke in time with each drag of my tongue, jerking faster while I bat her clit with light flicks, slower when I’m savoring her with long tastes, all the way from her puckered asshole to the bundle of nerves that makes her whine and beg for me to keep going. The world’s most expensive wine, the earth’s rarest delicacies, could not compare to the taste of Meadow’s cunt. She’s intoxicating. Sweet. Juicy. Smooth.

I’m ready to lay down my kingdom at her feet even before I twist a finger inside her slight opening and find out she’s never been fucked.

Jesus Christ. A virgin.

“Mine,” I growl. I’m speaking to Meadow. Her virginity, too. “Mine!”

I’m speaking to everyone who walks upright.

Meadow belongs to Walker.

“Please don’t stop,” she gasps, her hips rocking on the table, making her pussy slide up, down and side to side on my waiting tongue. “Oh, I’m…its…so good.”

Not wanting to pop her cherry with my long finger, I withdraw it to her opening where I play with her hole, rubbing circles around it and picturing that first ride. I’d lay odds my little firecracker will do her best to buck me off. “This hole is where my cock goes, Meadow. It’s been waiting for me.”

Her knees hug the sides of my head, beginning to shake, and I watch her belly and tits heave from below while licking her clit, over and over. “Yes. Yes. Yours!”

Satisfaction digs its claws into my gut, along with possessiveness, jealousy and outright lust. My dick it so engorged inside my fapping fist, I can’t wait another second to blow and when her perfect pussy clenches against my tongue and she groans, I suckle her clit and let thick ropes of come out onto the floor. Christ. Christ. I’ve never lost myself this way. No control. Just burning, necessary release. So much spend leaves me at once, my stomach sucks in and expands with a long, guttural growl, my lips still drawing on her pretty pink bud.

Licking Meadow’s pleasure off my chin bolsters my climax yet again and I pull away from her pussy to keep from biting into her with my teeth. Laying claim like a fucking animal. This woman has turned me into a fiend.

When I’ve finally drained myself, I gain my feet and step between Meadow’s limp thighs, pulling her against me in a tight hug. I stroke her hair and kiss her bare shoulders, suddenly worried I’ve made a misstep by offering her money. A lot of money that I will gladly pay, as long as she knows how important she is to me. Was I so caught up in getting close to her by any means necessary that I’ve put a blemish on our first day together?

“W-wow. That’s settled. You’ve got skills,” she says breathlessly.

I brush off the compliment in favor of my concern, although I’m gratified as hell to know I pleased her. “Meadow.”

She blinks up at me, so soft and pretty that I can barely hear over the pounding of my heart. “Yeah?” she whispers, searching my eyes.

Before I can respond, there’s a loud knock at the door. “Fuck off,” I snarl over my shoulder, though I fasten my pants just in case someone barges in. Goddamn. It didn’t even occur to me once how vulnerable I was while on my knees, lost in the sweetest pussy on the face of the earth. Anyone could have walked in.

“Sorry, boss.” It’s Richie. “I didn’t want to interrupt, but we’ve got some business you need to hear about. I decided you’d be angrier if I didn’t tell you. There’s some, uh…activity at the den.”

The den refers to my offices, which are legit on the surface, but houses a gambling operation in the back, among other things. If there’s activity there, either my enemies are sniffing around or someone spotted a Fed. I’m betting on the former, since the Feds have tried to come at me before, but can’t make anything stick. Most of what my old man taught me centered on avoiding charges. The McManuses are famous for being Teflon.

So if I had to guess, I’d say my rivals are trying to get a rise out of me.

Draw me out.

Looking down into Meadow’s beautiful face, I realize for the first time what a liability she’s going to be for a man like me. By making her mine, I’m effectively turning her into a target. Some of my panic must be showing on my face, because a crease forms between Meadow’s brows. “What is it?”

“Nothing,” I say hoarsely.

I’ll guard her. I’ll protect her with my life.

Nothing and no one will ever get to her.

Relax.

“Boss?” Richie calls hesitantly through the door.

“I’ll call someone to take you home, Richie.” He lives closer to me near the bay. I never bring him with me when there might be trouble. I sigh my frustration over having to leave Meadow early. “Look, I have to go handle something.”

She stiffens and withdraws immediately, trying to slide off the table and get around me.

“Hey,” I bark, pulling her struggling body up against mine, tipping up her chin until she looks at me. “I’m coming back.”

“Sure.” She tries to break my hold. “Don’t forget to leave a Yelp review.”

“Meadow,” I growl in warning. “I don’t like you doubting me. I said I’m coming back and I will. If God and the devil joined forces, they couldn’t keep me away from you, gorgeous.” Her struggles die down. “You and me. It’s a done deal. Understand? I’m sorry I have to leave like this, but I’d be lying if I said it was the last time it’s going to happen. I’m a busy motherfucker. But I hate…”

“You hate what?” she whispers.

I try to clear the new tightness from my throat. “I hate every second standing in between now and when I see you again. Say you know that.”

Her ball buster attitude slips back into place and she shrugs a dainty shoulder. “Maybe I do. Maybe I don’t.”

I kiss her hard on the mouth. “You’re going to drive me crazy.”

There’s a smile in her eyes. “My last appointment ends at five.”

I frame her jaw and squeeze lightly. “No male clients, right?”

She shakes her head no and I relax.

“Good. I’ll be back before then.” A few moments later, I take my checkbook out of my pants pocket and write her the check while she watches. “This is just paper, Meadow. It ain’t what brought us together, understand? We’ve got something real here. Bigger than money.” Something closes around my windpipe when I hand her the check, because it feels like goodbye. Even if it’s temporary, I don’t like leaving her. “I’m sending someone over to watch this place while I’m gone.”

I drive my tongue into her mouth before she can question me, kissing her long and hard while I palm her incredible tits, memorizing their shape and give, the exact right pressure on her nipples that makes her moan into my mouth.

“Bye, Walker,” she drawls, pushing me toward the door. “Either be good…or be good at being bad.”

I’m laughing as I slide out of the room, drinking in one final look at my future wife while making sure the door blocks her from view.

“How was the massage, boss?” Richie asks.

“You were right, Rich,” I say, slapping him on the shoulder. “Best goddamn massage of my life.”


CHAPTER FOUR


Meadow

I peer out the front window of the spa, not exactly sure how I feel about the black Escalade parked at the curb. Or the muscle man leaning against the driver’s side door with his hands folded in front of his lap, looking lethal as a viper. When Walker was standing in front of me, his dark navy eyes twinkling—and that mouth saying all the right things—the idea of being guarded seemed totally reasonable.

But Walker is not here now. He’s off somewhere dealing with “activity” and I’m wondering what the hell I’ve gotten myself into.

I think I might have formed some kind of entanglement with the most notorious crime boss in Boston. Yeah…I think that’s what happened? I mean, I was offered enough money to pay off my student loans, buy myself a sick ride and pay rent for a year. I took the offer, because it was too good to pass up, plus there are worse ways to make a hundred grand. A lot worse.

There are probably a lot of women out there who would pay a man who looks like Walker to go down on them. Yet somehow I walked away with my first male-provided orgasm and the cash.

Not to mention, Walker wants seconds.

A tingle works its way through my belly and turns my nipples hard. The sensitive flesh between my thighs heats and turns pliant at the memory of his tongue licking me with such relish. And that finger. How full, how possessed it had made me feel.

I thought the goal was to be no one’s possession, though. I’d been present for the forming and destruction of my mother’s relationships. Seen how they made her crumble. I’d vowed never to let my path be dictated by others. That’s why I’d clawed my way to where I am now. With my own place, a respectable job. One that I loved. How could I let my resolve vanish in the blink of an eye?

Even with my shiny check for a hundred grand, I still won’t stop working. I love it too much. I love being useful. Being productive. With my new nest egg, I’ll work even harder to make up for the advantage I’ve been given.

A familiar man strides down the sidewalk, only to be halted by my bodyguard. Oh crap. My skeevy boss was now being interrogated by Walker’s employee. That was not good. The man who employed me had a whopping case of little man syndrome and wouldn’t take kindly to being questioned by the much bigger dude. We would all be victims to his inevitable bad mood. Let’s just hope he doesn’t find out the man outside the SUV is posted there because of me.

Randall blows through the front door of the spa a minute later, his loud entrance shattering the tranquility. There are two massage therapists in back with clients, but he doesn’t seem to care.

Even with his pale face pinched and sneering, he still gives me the usual lecherous once over, his gaze lingering on my breasts, before launching into his tirade. “Who the fuck is that goon outside?” He drops his coffee onto the Carla’s desk and we share a discreet eye roll. “He had the nerve to ask for identification. Outside of my spa!”

“So…” I cough a little. “Did he mention why he’s there?”

“No. He told me to mind my own goddamn business. After interrogating me about mine!” Randall paces. “I should call the cops.”

“Maybe he is the cops?” Carla suggests. “Undercover or something?”

I send Carla a grateful look. She’s good people.

Randall snorts. “Cops don’t usually have neck tattoos.” He rubs at his jaw, reining himself in with a dramatic sigh. “How is business today?”

“Great.” Carla flips through the book. “I’ve made several bookings.”

“I’m just waiting for my last client,” I add, with a bright smile, rising from my chair and heading for the back hallway. “I’m going to go set up.”

Randall leans a little too close as I pass, his tongue snaking out to wet his fleshy lower lip. “Need some help?”

Voluntarily put myself in a dark room with this dickhead? Not a chance. “No, thank you. I’m fine on my own.”

After his encounter with my bodyguard, Randall must feel the need to recapture the upper hand, because he doesn’t take the hint. Instead he follows me down the hallway, far too closely for comfort. I speed up, intending to slam the door of my massage room in his face and lock it, but before I reach the entrance, his hand slides into my right back pocket and squeezes my butt cheek.

Indignation crowding in my throat, I turn on a dime, fists balled at my sides. “What are you doing, Randall?”

To my horror, he’s holding my check from Walker. It’s pinched between his thumb and forefinger, confusion blanketing his features. “What’s this?” Before I can grab the check, he unfolds it, eyes gaping. “Holy shit. A hundred thousand dollars? Where the hell…who the hell?”

Again, I reach for the check, but he evades my grasp. “Give it back.”

Disgust slowly replaces his confusion. “Walker McManus?” He waves the piece of paper between us. “Have you been using my spa to whore yourself out to the fucking mob?”

“What?” I laugh at the ludicrousness of that question. “Of course I haven’t.”

He seems almost excited by the pieces he thinks he’s putting together. “That big prick out on the sidewalk. He’s there for you, isn’t he?”

I scratch my eyebrow. “Um…no?”

His laugh is derisive. “You must be some lay if McManus himself is coming here to tap you. To put one of his goons on protection duty. And pay this much for a ride of that—”

“Watch yourself,” I interrupt, shaking. “You don’t get to talk to me like that. I’m a certified massage therapist. I have this job because I’m amazing at what I do.”

“Amazingly arrogant.”

I shrug one shoulder. “Confidence isn’t a crime.”

His upper lip curls, like he’s going to insult me, but he changes tack instead. I back up as he saunters forward, blatantly checking me out in a way that makes me wish for a steaming hot shower. “All right, honey. I’ll let you continue this little fuck for cash operation in my spa, but I want something out of the deal.”

My back flattens on the wall and a shiver of nervousness courses through me. “There is no deal.”

“Don’t lie to me.” He reaches a hand toward my breast and I smack it away. “Come on, Meadow. I’ll let you service McManus on my massage tables and you let me sample the goods, whenever I feel like it.” His features arrange in a resentful smirk. “Why should he get something I can’t have? He’s not better than me.”

“Don’t come any closer,” I whisper, wishing like hell my muscles were as big as my temper, so I could body slam this jerk. But alas, he has a few inches on me and several pounds, though his body is soft, where Walker’s is hard. I’m still not sure I could fight off my boss. We’re halfway through the hour, so no one will emerge from the massage rooms for another thirty minutes. I should scream for help. I know I should, but I will get fired. And I don’t want to lose this job.

For all Randall’s disgusting qualities, he’s tenacious. I know he won’t rest until he bad mouths me to every spa in Boston. My résumé won’t be considered anywhere if I get fired from my first job after three weeks.

I think of Walker. He would help me.

But do I want that help? Do I want to rely on this man I’ve just met when I’ve worked so hard to rely on no one but myself?

There’s the check, of course. That kind of money would carry me quite a way until I could figure out my next move. Maybe I could even open my own massage studio. I don’t know anything about running a business, but I can learn.

He mistakes my calm for resignation. “What’s it going to be, Meadow?”

I knee him in the junk. Hard enough that his eyes bulge out and he doubles forward. “Son of a bitch,” he wheezes.

I try to snatch the check out of his hand, but he rips it to shreds.

“No,” I gasp, falling to my knees, trying to rake up the check with trembling fingers. “You didn’t. You didn’t.”

Randall twists an angry fist in my collar and yanks me to my feet, slamming me up against the wall. Lights blink in front of my eyes. “Oh, you’re definitely giving it up now, bitch—”

Loud footsteps and the sound of a gun cocking cut off whatever Randall is going to say next. His body turns slightly and I can see my bodyguard looming behind him, blocking out all the light in the hallway. Carla peeks in from the receptionist area and I know in my bones she’s the one who alerted my savior.

“Hands off the girl,” my bodyguard booms, shaking his head. “You just made a big mistake, asshole.”

I’m not sticking around to witness the fallout.

The fight or flight adrenaline is slowly draining, leaving nothing but shocked anger. This whole situation was wrought by my bad decision.

And that bad decision was Walker McManus.

Pushing to my feet shakily, I quickly retrieve my purse from the locked cabinet in my massage room and wheel back into the hallway, vaulting over his prone form.

“Hold on, now,” the bodyguard says, sounding nervous. “I’m going to need you to stay put, miss.”

“Sorry, no can do.” I swipe at the embarrassing moisture forming in my eyes. “I’m out. And please tell Mr. Walker I mean that in every sense. I’m out.”

“You’re also fired!” Randall shouts at me as I exit, turning quickly at the sidewalk and hurrying toward a shortcut through an ice cream shop’s back exit, in case the bodyguard is on my trail. I make it home within ten minutes and throw myself face down on my twin bed.

I can’t believe I let this happen.

I can’t believe I escaped a life of nonstop trouble and struggling only to throw myself right back into the ring.

What am I going to do?

Well I know one thing. I’m staying the hell away from Walker McManus.


CHAPTER FIVE


Walker

My men know to be most scared of me when I speak quietly.

And I’m speaking very, very quietly right now.

“Gone?”

Rage steels my muscles. The likes of which I’ve never known. I’m not sure what I’ve walked into here, but I don’t like it. I don’t like the sputtering man sitting on the floor with his hands zip tied behind his back. I don’t like the way the receptionist looks so nervous. I hate that Meadow isn’t here where I left her. Yeah, that’s going to be a huge problem for someone.

Someone is going to pay.

“What the fuck do you mean, ‘she’s gone’?”

Gregory, the man I trusted to guard Meadow, one of my most reliable employees, shifts in his size fifteen loafers. “It happened fast. I wasn’t sure whether I should stay with him.” He points to the short, sniveling guy on the floor. “Or go after the girl. She wasn’t injured much, so I knew she’d be okay. And I suspected you’d want to question this—”

I hold up a hand, my voice emerging choked. “She wasn’t injured much? MUCH?” I bellow. “You better not be serious.”

“I’m not sure what happened, boss,” Gregory says quickly. “I carded him. Randall Tate. He checked out as the owner. Next thing I know, the receptionist runs out telling me to come quick. When I make it inside, the girl—Meadow—was on the floor trying to get away from Tate. I put a stop to it, but she ran…”

Denial sweeps me, leaving volcanic lava in its wake.

Meadow. On the ground? Attacked?

I’ll never forgive myself for leaving her in danger. If I’d known she had to fear her boss, I would have taken a wrecking ball to this building—with him still inside of it—before I ever let her return here. The fact that she spent a single second afraid has woken a beast inside of me and he’s scratching, wanting to explode out. To wreak havoc and seek vengeance.

Tate immediately silences when I train my focus on him, his skin turning a chalky pale. “You,” I whisper. “You’re already dead.” Without taking my attention off of him, I point at the receptionist. “You. The story. Now.”

It pours out of her, like she’s just been waiting for her turn to speak. “He—Randall—never leaves Meadow alone. He’s always hitting on her and…she hates it. She can usually avoid him, but today he followed her into the hallway and I heard them arguing. Randall found some check in her pocket and he was under the impression it meant…well, that she was—”

“Your whore,” Randall spat. “That’s what.”

My almighty wrath makes me shake. I’m always calm. Always keep a clear head. But I swear I could breathe fire right now. Unwanted thoughts careen against the walls of my skull. My Meadow. In fear. Disrespected. Not here for me to confirm she’s okay. I can’t stand it. And my rage propels me toward Randall where I knock him out cold with a right hook to the side of his head.

He falls to the side. I wish he was still conscious, so I could hit him again.

“He ripped up the check…” the receptionist finishes in a hushed tone.

Inconsequential. Meadow will never want for a dime as long as she lives. The check was a mere formality. I’ll write her a hundred more of them if it makes her happy.

“Bring him to the den,” I manage around the pressure in my throat. “I’m not done with him.”

Gregory moves fast, obviously grateful for the reprieve, though I’m far from done with the bodyguard, either. I would be sending a message to everyone in my employ that if Meadow was ever put in peril again, heads would fucking roll.

As soon as Randall’s body is dragged out the exit of the spa, I carefully place a flattened palm on the receptionist’s desk, well aware that it’s shaking but unable to do anything about it. I’m going to be a wreck until Meadow is back in my arms. Or for however long it takes to forget my fear when I walked into this place and heard the words she’s gone.

My hand curls into a fist and I barely resist slamming it down. “Meadow’s address. I need it. Immediately.”

“Already wrote it down,” she says, handing me a slip of paper.

Taking the note, I open my mouth and close it. “How…hurt was she? Is she really all right?”

“Yes.” The girl nods. “Meadow might be short, but she’s a badass, Mr. McManus. If you don’t mind me saying so. N-not a mark on her.”

I let out an unsteady breath and stow the address in my pocket, but not before I see my future wife lives in the shittiest of shitty buildings. As if I need any more years taken off my life today.

I leave the receptionist with a thick wad of hundreds, thank her for her loyalty to Meadow and leave, climbing into the back of my waiting SUV and barking the address at my driver.

Meadow would be safe in my bed, living in my home, by tonight.

I’d soothe her, I’d reassure her, I’d vow to never let harm come to her again.

I sure as shit didn’t expect her to be so opposed to my plans.
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“Meadow, open this goddamn door or I’ll break it down.”

“I want you to leave,” she calls back from inside her apartment. “I’m not interested!”

I don’t believe this. She won’t even see me.

Her denial skewers me in the chest.

“Look, I know you’re upset with me, gorgeous. But I never, ever would have left you in that place if I’d known you could get hurt.”

“I’m not your responsibility. I knew what Randall was like—I’ve been dodging men like him my whole life. It’s nothing new.”

I’m surprised my roar of outrage doesn’t bring down the building.

“My decisions are my own and I made a bad one when I accepted that check from you. Now I’m fired, jobless and broke. But I would rather be that way than let someone take care of me. I can do that myself. I will do it.”

I bang my head against the door. Of course the woman I fall in love with has an independent streak a mile wide when I’m a possessive, controlling bastard. From here on out, it’s going to be constant fireworks between me and this girl, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. “Meadow, baby,” I cajole. “Just open this door so I can make sure you’re okay. Huh? Don’t you know I lost my mind when I found out that fucker attacked you? Please. I need to see you.”

All of that was the stone cold truth, but apparently demands weren’t going to make her open the damn door and I’ll need to employ a different method.

“I’m fine,” she hedged. “Just go home and forget me, please.”

“Forget you?” I near-shout, before reeling my temper back in. Doesn’t she realize I became her servant the moment she flashed her challenging eyes at me? The moment she dared to mouth off to me?

“Open this door. Please. I just want to see for myself that you’re fine.”

A short pause. “And then you’ll leave?”

God will forgive me for this one white lie.

Hopefully Meadow will, too.

“Yeah. Then I’ll go.”

I send a quick text to my men downstairs, telling them to watch the exits downstairs, in case Meadow tries to make a break for it at some point.

Meadow opens the door and cocks an irritated hip, looking like fucking dessert in a tiny red romper, with ruffles and shit on it. She wasn’t lying. There are no visible injuries—thank God—but her eyes are puffy and I make a note to be extra vicious when I get my hands back on her ex-boss. No one makes my girl cry. “See?” Meadow says. “I’m fine—”

Her statement ends in a squeal when I step into the apartment and throw her sexy package of a body over my shoulder. “Where’s your suitcase, gorgeous?”

“You—you lied to me!”

I start in the direction of the only other room in the place. “You think I’m going to leave you in this shit hole, Meadow?” I deliver a gentle slap to her ass, biting my lip over the resulting jiggle. “Suitcase. Where is it?”

“I’m going to murder you!”

“Many have tried,” I drawl. “All have failed.”

Her struggles cease momentarily. “I-I…really?” She sniffs. “You don’t have to be so cavalier about it.”

“Is that worry, I hear?” My heart is tripping over itself at the grudging concern in her tone and I want to see it on her face, badly, so I pull her down off my shoulder. Just enough to put her eye level and leave her toes dangling near my shins. “I’ll be a lot more careful with a beautiful wife at home, won’t I?” I murmur against her lips. “See? You coming home with me is a matter of life and death.”

“Oh yeah?” Her blue eyes flash. “Who’s going to keep you safe from me?”

A chuckle escapes me, but it turns into a groan as I rest her back against the hallway wall. “I’m obsessed with you, Meadow. You know that?” I settle her pussy on my hard dick and rock upward, hissing at the warm welcome her body gives mine. “Tell me you’re really okay. I’ll tear out my heart if you’re in an ounce of pain.”

“I’m fine, I promise,” she says, gasping at another upward grind of my hips. “You should see the other guy.”

“I will be seeing him,” I promise darkly. “And I’ll be the last thing he sees. You know why, Meadow?”

Her attention drifts to my mouth and I watch her pupils expand. With need. “Why?” she whispers.

“Because I’m your protector. Your provider. Your first and last fuck.” With every title I list for myself, I give her a thrust of my rigid cock, sliding her up and down the wall. “I’m the hand that feeds you, I’m the one who kills for you, the one who dries your tears.” I trail my tongue slowly up the side of her neck. “I’m your king and you’re going to be my queen.”

“S-sounds more like king and subject,” she breathes, rolling her hips in time with mine, face flushed. “Sounds like you want to control me. I won’t be controlled.”

“Not without a fight, you won’t.” I pin her to the wall hard and start to dry fuck her hard, fast, my teeth snapping at her neck. “You found the one man capable of handling you, gorgeous. And handle you I will.”

“No you won’t,” she hiccups, her mouth opening on a moan, writhing her pussy on my lap like an exotic dancer with a hundred-dollar bill on the line. “I’m not going w-with you. You just want to break me.”

“No, Meadow,” I growl into a rough kiss of her mouth. “I want to make us both whole. Now come on your man’s dick. Come like an obedient queen.”

The shudder that moves through her is violent, a sign that she’s close to the end, and I drive my hips all the harder, my tongue and teeth and lips exploring her neck, her ear, her cleavage. “Oh. Oh! I’m…I’m going to…”

“Call me your king when you cream, Meadow.”

“No,” she gasps.

I stop thrusting and she cries out, clawing at me, trying to rub her little cunt on me, but I back my hips up. “Who am I?”

“My king! My king!”

I’m only back to bucking against her for two seconds, before her thighs hug my hips and squeeze, her tits popping out of her neckline with the intensity of her back arch, her full-throated scream. I wrap a hand around her exposed throat, squeezing, and suck a nipple into my mouth. Drawing deeply. Her feet scramble in response on the backs of my thighs and I can’t prevent my release anymore.

“Fuck!” I spew semen into my pants while still ramming her, because I want her to feel what she did to me. Want her to know she made me come in my pants like a goddamn college boy. Want her to know she’s the fucking one. The only one who will claim my come from now until forever—and I’ll be the only one who she paints in hers. “Go on, little virgin queen. Give me everything your pussy makes. All the tasty wetness. It goes on this king cock. Every time.”

She sucks in a breath and climaxes again, seeming almost outraged by how easily I made her do it, and God. God. I’m past the point of obsession. I’m in so fucking deep with Meadow, I don’t think I can make it another day without her wearing my ring. I need her to be mine, in every single way.

I press my mouth to hers. “Suitcase?”

“In the bedroom closet, my king,” Meadow breathes, slumping lifeless into my arms.

I stride to the bedroom with my treasure in my arms, victory singing in my blood. Little do I know I am far from understanding what true victory means.


CHAPTER SIX


Meadow

I feel like I’m in a trance.

If anyone told me yesterday I would be calling some dude my king and letting him whisk me off to a gated compound, I would have laughed like a hyena. Yet here I am, still dazed from my crying jag and subsequent mind-blowing orgasms, sitting on Walker’s lap in the back of an SUV, pulling up a long driveway.

After he made me climax—twice—against the hallway wall, Walker set me down on my bed and threw the contents of my dresser and bathroom cabinet into the suitcase, telling me his men would collect the rest. I wanted to protest, I really did. I’m not the type to sit by docilely while decisions are made regarding my life. But I’m not too proud to admit that being pleasured, attacked, fired and pleasured again—in that order—has knocked me on my ass.

Not to mention I skipped lunch.

On cue, my stomach churns loudly and Walker makes a soothing noise into my hair, his big hand circling on my back. “Oh no. Fuck that. I won’t have my girl hungry.” He gently rakes his teeth against my neck and my femininity flexes, my bottom moving in his lap involuntarily, his shaft thickening and prodding me in seconds. Why is my body against me? I should be trying to break a window with my shoe and screaming for a police officer. Shouldn’t I?

Meadow. You’ve essentially just been kidnapped. By a mobster.

Apparently my senses have, too, because I let Walker slide down a strap of my romper and squeeze my breast through the lace of my bra. I let him sink his teeth into my bottom lip and tug it down, before tickling my tongue with his. We’re both breathing heavily even though the SUV has come to a stop outside of what I assume to be his monstrous house. There’s a partition blocking us from the driver, but in my periphery, I can see several men waiting on our arrival outside the house.

We should stop kissing, I think, even as I’m turning in his lap trying to take more of his tongue, trying to inhale his aftershave and whiskey scent. His thumb is strumming my nipple, squeezing it between his knuckles and yes, I’m a virgin, but I know my body is demanding fulfillment in the form of rough, sweaty sex with this man. My thighs tremble, the flesh at their apex cries over being empty.

I’m in so much trouble here.

I must have said that out loud, because Walker’s mouth pauses in the act of sucking on my neck. “You and me both, gorgeous.” His eyes snap with intensity. “The best kind of trouble.”

My heart rollicks with excitement over his possessiveness and that—that is scary. What is wrong with me? “As soon as I get some rest and my head on straight, I’m taking off.”

Danger sharpens his handsome features. “You’re not going anywhere. Don’t test me, Meadow.”

“You can’t just keep a human being,” I breathe. “They have to agree to it.”

His hand grips me between the legs. Tight. And I cry out.

“Should we ask your cunt if she wants to be kept?” Walker rasps.

“I-I…yes…no…”

“You agreed to being kept when you let me eat it, gorgeous. You know why? Because it tasted like the rest of my life. You knew it would, too. When you spread your legs and welcomed my mouth, you knew I’d never let you and your ripe little pussy go. You knew I was your man or you’d have kept your pants on.”

His crude, presumptuous speech penetrates my fog and I finally start to struggle. Before I can propel myself out of one of the doors, though, I’m flat on my back on the leather seat with Walker pinning me down.

“Get off me. I’m leaving!”

“Don’t make me pop your cherry in this backseat to prove you wrong, Meadow. I want it done in my bed where I can make you comfortable afterward.” He lays a lingering kiss on my mouth and rolls his hips between my thighs once, just once, but lightning cracks in my belly and I whimper. “Yeah, that’s right. You’ll stay for this cock. And eventually you’ll give me everything else. Your heart. Your thoughts. Your love. Already, you have mine, Meadow. I love you.”

Pressure builds in my chest and behind my eyes.

I try to look away but he won’t let me, his hand grasping my chin.

“I love you,” he says again, his jaw popping. “In a way that borders on insane. Insane. And you will not leave. Are we clear?”

I nod. I can’t do anything else. My mind and maybe even my heart are in control. How did this happen so fast? How did he get to me this way? I’ve been kidnapped, but that fact seems to blur with every passing second.

“You know how I like you to answer me,” he murmurs, his tongue dipping into the hollow of my neck. “Are we clear, Meadow?”

Heat spreads in my belly. “Yes, my king.”

Walker presses his face between my breasts and groans, before sitting up, bringing me with him. He starts to fix my smeared makeup with his thumb, but apparently decides to leave me messy, because he nods and pushes open the door. Then he reaches in and scoops me off the seat, cradling me to his chest. My vanity wants me to bury my face in Walker’s chest to avoid the scrutiny of the dozen or so suited men who line the circular driveway in front of house, but I lift my chin instead and look bored.

A rumbling laugh builds in Walker’s chest as he regards my face.

“This is your queen.” His voice cracks like a whip with that statement to his men. “You protect her with your lives. You speak to her and of her with respect. And you don’t. Fucking. Touch. What’s mine. Not even for a handshake. Or you’ll pay with your life.” He makes eye contact with each and every one of them. “Are we understood?”

“Yes, boss,” they respond as one, as if their lives being threatened is totally normal. They don’t even bat an eyelash as they offer congratulations.

I’m not turned on.

I’m not turned on.

I’m…

Not turned on?

I barely have a chance to study Walker’s mansion on the bay, before a maid opens the front door and we sweep inside. “What do you want to eat, gorgeous?”

“Cheese toast.”

He hits me with an amused smile and my heart flutters. “Cheese toast?”

I purse my lips. “It’s a basic staple.”

Walker shakes his head and continues carrying me toward the back of the house. “You could ask me for a steak or an ice-cream sundae and you go with toast.”

“I’m a simple girl.”

“Ain’t nothing simple about you,” he breathes in my ear.

“You don’t seem to mind, seeing as you’ve kidnapped me.”

He doesn’t even bother denying it! Who is this shameless man who is inconveniently mesmerizing me? “Breaking the law is a favorite pastime of mine.” His tongue tickles my earlobe. “My illegally gotten gains have never been more worthwhile, though.”

I’m poised to protest his brazen attitude when we enter the kitchen and I fall deeply in love. With the kitchen. Just the kitchen.

Right.

“Oh wow.” I can’t take in the professional-grade appliances, rustic touches and sunshine-bathed marble fast enough. “Do you cook in here?”

“The cook cooks in here, baby. Helen!”

A middle-aged woman in a plaid apron breezes in with an air of annoyance. “Well,” she begins briskly. “You hollered, sir? What would you like—” She cuts herself off, gaze widening on me where I’m still being held in Walker’s arms. Pleasure travels across her face and she claps her hands together. “Who is this now? What have you brought me?”

“My wife. As soon as it can be arranged.” I’m still sputtering over that statement when he keeps going. “Helen, this is Meadow. She’s mine and she’s starving.”

“Oh, we can’t have that!” Helen scrambles to pull a pan out of the cabinet. “What am I to make her? A roast? Biscuits and gravy?”

Walker grins. “Cheese toast.”

Helen slumps.

I wiggle until Walker sets me down. “It’s nice to meet you, Helen,” I say, scowling at Walker while I attempt to brush the wrinkles out of my romper. “Your boss is holding me against my will. I would appreciate anything you have handy to feed me, if only so I can build enough strength to escape.”

Helen beams. “I like her.”

“She hasn’t accepted her fate yet,” Walker says, discreetly swatting my ass. His frown deepens thoughtfully. “Helen, you’re the only one allowed to prepare her food. No one else. Please don’t leave it unattended between the time it leaves your hands and reaches her mouth.”

“Yes, sir.”

Helen makes me a cheese toast masterpiece that I eat at the kitchen island while Walker stands behind me, seemingly fascinated with individual strands of my hair. “Are you from Boston, Meadow?” Helen asks.

I finish chewing and swallow quickly. “Florida, actually. I’ve only been in Boston a short time.”

“And how did you meet our Mr. McManus?”

“Just bad luck, I guess.”

With a growl, Walker tickles me in the ribs and I yelp, twisting in his arms, giving him the access he needs to plant a kiss on my forehead, my cheeks, my neck. “You’re going to pay for every smart thing that comes out of your mouth.”

“I say a lot of smart stuff. No one is that rich.”

“You are, gorgeous. Soon as you say I do.”

“Don’t hold your breath,” I gasp, because he’s tickling me again and I’m laughing. And dammit I really don’t want to like Walker on top of this inferno of attraction I’m sitting on for him. This is getting really complicated.

“Boss! Hey, boss man.”

A man I don’t recognize stumbles into the kitchen, holding a Sox cap down by his thigh. He stops short and gapes when he sees Walker and me tangled in a tickle war. His lips slowly spread into a delighted, almost childlike smile.

“Who is she?”

“Hey Richie.” Walker tucks me into his side and plants a kiss on my temple. “This is Meadow. You’re going to be seeing a lot of her.”

“That’s still being taken under advisement,” I say, elbowing Walker in the ribs. “But it’s still nice to meet you, Richie.”

“Under advisement, huh?” Walker’s smile at me is slow and adoring. “You’re already softening up.”

“Maybe I’m lulling you into a false sense of security.” I split a glance between Richie and Walker. “So…you’re friends? Brothers?”

“Brothers?” Richie shifts from side to side. “I wish! Just friends, though.”

“Best friends.” Walker reaches his fist out for a pound and Richie regards him with absolute hero worship as he completes the fist bump. “You know, you’re the one responsible for me meeting Meadow, Rich. I owe you big time.”

The man seems confused for a moment, until understanding bursts across his features. “Did she give you the massage?”

Walker hums. “More or less.”

I elbow him again and he pulls me closer, nuzzling my cheek. “Did you finish today’s sudoku puzzle in the paper, Richie?”

“No, that’s why I’m here.” He looks down at the floor. “I got stuck.”

Walker nods. “Hey, no big deal, man. Everyone gets stuck on those things. Come by tonight after dinner and I’ll help you finish, huh?”

“Yeah. Good.” Richie backs toward the door, appearing relieved. “Thanks, Walker. See you then. Thanks!”

Minutes later, after I’ve assured Helen I’m no longer hungry, Walker scoops me back up in his arms and carries me through an uber-masculine, gray and black accented living room toward an elevator. After he punches in a code, we go up two floors and walk out into the most palatial bedroom I’ve ever seen. One wall is made entirely out of windows and it looks over the bay. Soft, cream-colored area rugs lie at angles, deep, brown leather chairs sit arranged in front of a fireplace. It smells like Walker. Like expensive aftershave and classy liquor. Gauzy, gold curtains float in through a sliding glass door that leads to a patio, a fire pit and Jacuzzi beyond.

People live like this? In real life?

Walker sets me down after carrying me over the threshold and threads our fingers together, leaning close to capture my gaze. Snaring it.

There are so many different facets of Walker and every time I think I have him pegged, he introduces me to another side of him. He’s a ruthless criminal. He’s jealous, covetous. But he’s also got a great sense of humor. He’s caring, generous. Sexy. My God, he’s so sexy, it should be against the law.

He’s a kidnapper. That’s a definite strike.

But when I think of how kind and patient he was to Richie, who clearly has a learning disability, I know there must be more good than bad inside of him. There was no mistaking the way his friend looked at him, as if he hung the moon.

And he wants to hang mine.

More like he’s demanding to hang it.

Bolstering my resolve to regain my independence at the earliest opportunity, even if it means tying sheets together and climbing out the window, I break blistering eye contact with Walker and survey the rest of the room.

The bed sits against the far wall and could accommodate a gymnastics floor routine, it’s so freaking huge. Why is it so huge?

Does more than one person usually sleep in it?

“Whoa,” he murmurs, rubbing a thumb over the back of my palm. “What lit that fire in your eyes?”

“Nothing. Just wondering if you recorded your last orgy.”

His crack of laughter makes me jump. “You’re jealous? Meadow, you’re the only woman to set foot in this room besides Helen and only because she changes my sheets once a week.”

“Why do you have such a huge bed?”

“Because I can. No other reason.” Before I know what he’s going to do, he picks me up and sits me down on the edge of the wide bed, stepping between my thighs. His hands lift to cup my face. “I’ll never want another woman as long as I live. I’ve been alive for thirty-five years and I’ve never even had a serious girlfriend. Know why? No woman has even made a passing impression. Then you walk in and fucking sink me. Just like that. I’ve been waiting for you, Meadow. Just you.” I’m reeling from the sincerity in his voice when I feel his hand around my throat. “And I think it goes without saying that if you ever go near another man, I will wring this pretty little neck. Won’t I?

“Yes,” I breathe, shocked to feel my sex growing wet over his promise.

Okay, not completely shocked. I’ve made myself wet with fantasies of being dominated, being owned, for years. And the reality is so much more potent.

“Good girl.” He leans in and brushes our lips together. “I got a new reason for wanting extra space in bed, though, don’t I? Going to need room for all the ways I want to fuck my tight wife.”

I’m not your wife.

That’s what I should be saying, but instead I let him fuck my mouth with his tongue, the vibrations of his hungry groans rippling down my body.

“You stay here, gorgeous,” he says hoarsely, pulling away but continuing to fondle my breasts and thighs with strong hands. “You take a bath, get comfortable, put on something I can take off easily and I’ll be back before you know it.”

Are those my hands, pulling him closer by the collar? “Where are you going?”

Danger glints in his deep blue eyes. “If I don’t handle the situation with your ex-boss before we fuck, I’m worried I’ll be too rough with you. Ain’t over what he did, Meadow. Might never be. My blood’s still running hot.” His thumbs meet at my core and rub the seam of my romper against my clit. “I’d die before taking my anger out on my baby and her sweet, little pussy.”

I’m swamped in heat. My nipples are hard and I want his weight pressing me down, his big body rolling between my thighs. But I’m a prideful piece of work, so I gasp, “Who s-says we’re going to have sex?”

Walker’s laugh is rich and male. “While you’re lying here waiting for me in your wet panties, think about how you want to redecorate this room.” He runs his tongue along his bottom lip. “Before you start changing furniture and paint colors, though, I want to check to see how one thing looks in this room.”

“What?”

I’m flipped over onto my stomach, face down on the bed, before I can take my next breath. My romper is yanked down. All the way down. Along with my panties. The material of both garments remains bunched at my ankles and I can feel Walker stepping back to run inspecting eyes over my exposed buttocks. “Goddamn, gorgeous,” he grits out. “Mmm. Yeah, that ass looks real good right where it is.”

My mouth is agape and I might be turned on as hell, but I can’t let him manhandle me like this. Can I? I try to get up, but his big, fully clothed body drops onto mine, his lap pressed intimately to my bottom, his erection pushing between my cheeks. “Walker!”

“You want to make jokes in front of my staff about escaping, that’s fine, Meadow. I’ll play the game. But I’ve already lost you once today. I’m not sure what I’d do a second time, but it would be extreme. You hearing me?” He shoves his hardness against me and I whine his name. “Answer the way I like it.”

“Yes, my king.”

“Good girl.” He kisses slowly along my shoulder, licking my skin with savoring sighs. “I’m back to hating every second that stands between now and when I see you again.”

“Me too,” I say, with total honesty, before I can stop myself.

Before he walks to the door, he bends down, spreads my bottom cheeks and licks my back entrance with relish. Then he slaps my ass once and walks to the door whistling.

I smile. I smile because he’s an arrogant bastard and I can’t help but love it.

It excites me. It challenges me. It makes me feel alive.

I’m definitely not giving up the life I’ve built, but one night won’t hurt.

Tomorrow. I’ll definitely plan my escape tomorrow.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Walker

Today is far from the first time in my life I’ve heard gunfire.

It’s not even the first time it’s been aimed in my direction.

But it’s the first time it’s scared me.

When the first bullet strikes the brick building over my head, sending a plume of debris into the air, I see only Meadow in my mind. Her expression. Sly, aroused, outraged, heated, blissful, vulnerable. I think of her mouth on mine and how right it feels. How her lithe thighs feel flexing under my palms. How my heart reacts when she’s nearby, climbing up into my throat and lodging there.

Another bullet is buried in the sidewalk near my feet and I dive behind a parked car, drawing my Glock out of the shoulder holster I donned before leaving the house. Leaving Meadow.

We’ve just come from disposing of Randall, who turned out to be an unbearable weasel until the very end, and we must have been followed by the New York outfit that I offended by turning down their weapons transport deal.

Fuck this. I just fell in love today and I won’t be separated from her.

Righteous anger blares through me, almost deafening me in its intensity.

One covert glance through the car window to the other side tells me my rival was lying in wait. They’ve picked the wrong day to try and kill me. I’ve got so much to live for now—and she’s probably trying to climb down the drainpipe about now.

That possibility has me surging to my feet and firing over the roof of the car, taking down two of my targets. “Stay where you are. Watch the rooftops,” I shout to my men, who are hunkered down behind the SUV I just alighted from. They look like they’re waiting for an opportunity to run over and cover me, but unlike my old man, I don’t hide behind men in my employ or use them as shields. On the battlefield, we’re equals. “Shoot to kill.”

The glass above my head shatters and I use the resulting lull in gunfire to stand and take down a third target. Move. I have to move. My opponents are probably repositioning themselves now, trying to find a kill shot on the boss.

Not today, motherfuckers.

I turn on a heel and sprint for a doorway, barely reaching it in time before another hail of bullets strikes the building. After a centering breath and more thoughts of Meadow, I motion my men to circle around back of our enemies. Based on where the shots are coming from, they’re in the second floor of the tenement across the street. I cover them with several rounds as they go and minutes later, I see a series of flashes go off in the apartment.

Gregory leans out the window and gives me the all-clear signal, and with sirens beginning to blare in the distance, that’s my cue to saunter back to the SUV and climb into the backseat. My driver reaches the vehicle at the same time and fires it up, peeling away from the curb. “Home,” I bark hoarsely. “Take me home.”

Home has never had more meaning than it does in that moment.

Home is Meadow.

They almost took me away from her. I need to hold her.

I need…I think I need her to hold me, too.

That admission of weakness snaps my spine straight. Needing to be soothed by a woman? By anyone? That ain’t me. I need to get my fucking head together. It’s hard enough dealing with the fact that I love Meadow and she’s now my biggest liability. Yesterday I didn’t have any liabilities. I’ve never had a single one, save Richie, but Meadow is a different level. She’s gotten to my soul.

As long as I keep control of her, of this relationship, everything will be fine.

It’s all just so new and I’m still adjusting to the way she makes me feel.

I just need to keep the upper hand and find a way to fit her into my life without throwing me into a fucking tailspin.

I blow out a breath and fall back against the seat.

Thank God I figured it all out.

My hands curl into the seat with the need to touch Meadow.

“Drive faster.”
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I blow into the bedroom and find Meadow pacing in front of the window that overlooks the bay. She’s wearing a peach pair of panties and an off-the-shoulder T-shirt that bares her stomach. Her hair has been washed, but it’s still slightly damp, the long blonde-brown strands flowing around her shoulders and back. The sunset is giving off reds and oranges, the colors setting her soft skin glowing.

My heart rams against my ribcage. Bang bang bang.

Christ, she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

Wait. Is she…crying?

She stops pacing abruptly and swivels to face me. A tiny sob leaves her and I feel it deep in my stomach, that proof of her distress.

“What’s wrong?” I rasp. “I’ll fix it.”

Her mouth drops open. “What’s wrong? I was standing in the kitchen with Helen having a cup of tea a-and some of your men rushed through from the living room saying…they said s-someone tried to assassinate you and—”

My pulse thuds in my ears. “That’s why you’re crying?”

She swipes at her eyes with frustration. “You weren’t supposed to see.”

I point at the ground in front of me. “Come here.”

Meadow snorts at my order.

“No one’s ever cried for me before and I…” I stop to clear my throat, but it won’t stop hurting. “Please, will you come here to me?”

Her composure slips and more moisture rushes to her eyes. I swear to God the earth shakes under my feet when she runs to me, throwing herself into my waiting arms. “Is every day going to be like this?” she asks into my chest, muffling her words.

“No, baby. No,” I say in a hushed voice, lifting her off the ground so she can wrap her legs around my waist. “Today was a bitch.”

Her laughter is watery. “Yeah, it was.”

With my heart hammering out of control, I desperately try and remember the plan I came up with on the way home. What was it again?

Keep control of her.

Keep the upper hand.

Fit her into my life without throwing myself into a fucking tailspin.

Right.

With her softness cradled against me and her tears wetting my neck—tears being spilt on my behalf—panic begins to rise within me. There’s no controlling the way she makes me feel. It’s a juggernaut, wrecking everything in its path.

“You’re all tensed up,” she whispers near my neck, her thumb digging into the muscles just above my collar, rubbing in a circle, sending a rush of pleasure down my spine. Goddamn, that does feel amazing. “Let me help. Please? I love massage. I’d…love it most of all if I could give you one.”

Slowly I walk us to the bed and sit down on the edge, keeping my girl facing me in a straddle.

“Why do you love it?”

She sits back a little so I can see the light that comes on behind her eyes. “I love when someone comes in stressed out and I can feel the knots in their back or neck. By the time I’m finished, I’ve worked them out, with nothing but my thumbs or elbows. It’s so satisfying. I like being able to do that for people. Being useful makes me happy.” She rolls her lips together. “Let me show you what I do.”

My desire to give her anything she wants butts up against my bone-deep reservations. “I was taught to never make myself vulnerable. Taking off my clothes and giving someone my back, closing my eyes…” I shake my head. “I don’t think I can give up that much control, Meadow.”

“Not even to me?”

Oh fuck. I really don’t like that hurt expression on her face. Feels like someone is digging through my chest with a rusted knife. “It’s important to you?”

After a second, she nods. “I want to show you what I’ve worked so hard to learn,” she says quietly, playing with the ends of my hair. “But maybe even more than that, I want to make you feel better. I can’t protect you from bullets, but I can do this. And I think allowing yourself to trust might make you feel best of all.”

With our gazes locked, I swallow hard and begin unbuttoning my shirt and the undiluted pleasure that dances onto her face distracts me from my misgivings. “Dangerous girl,” I murmur. “I’d jump from an airplane without a parachute to get you to look at me like that.”

She laughs. “You’re comparing a massage to jumping out of a plane?”

“For me, it’s similar. Both require me to let go.”

“I’ll make it worth your while.”

I shrug off my shirt and her lips part on a breath, her attention skipping from my neck down to my belt buckle. “Like what you see, gorgeous?”

“Yes,” she breathes, leaning in to kiss my shoulder. “So much strength. You’re even sexier than I expected, although I thought you’d have a bunch of tattoos.”

I shudder. “Lying down in a chair while some guy uses a needle on me?”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. It makes you vulnerable.” She trails her lips up my neck and whispers in my ear. “You’re doing great so far. Pants next.”

I lift my hips to show her how hard she’s making me already. “If I’m getting naked, gorgeous, so are you.”

She moans. “Deal.”

“Really?” Our fingers bump in our mutual efforts to remove my belt. “I expected you to fight me on that.”

Her breath catches, lower lip trembling. “I don’t want to fight with you right now. I was so worried you’d been hurt—”

“Shhh.” I snare her mouth in a soft kiss. “Nothing and no one is going to keep me from you, Meadow.”

Her nod is brave. She slides off my lap, taking my belt with her and dropping it on the ground. Her teeth sink into her bottom lip and she strips off her shirt, leaving her in nothing but those little peach panties. It’s good timing to take off my pants, because my cock is fighting for breath at the picture she makes, all golden with her sweet tits and low rider underwear. Swear to God, I can see the shadow of her pussy slit through those things and I’m not—I am not going another hour of my life without getting my dick inside my girl.

“Panties, too,” I grit out. “Nothing between us.”

“Nothing between us,” she whispers back, emotion thickening her voice and making me ache all the more. Not only below the waist but in the center of my chest. She peels down her panties and the light of the sunset catches the glisten on her flesh, making her cunt glow, like God sent me down an angel and He wants me to know she’s ready for cock.

I make the sign of the cross and stand, enjoying the way she has to tip her head back to look at me, both of us breathing heavily while I shuck my pants and briefs, kicking them aside. “How do you want me?” I ask, running my hands along the curves of her hips and back to her bare butt, squeezing.

Meadow’s eyelids flutter down, her body swaying toward mine. “Face down, please.”

“Funny, that’s how I want you, too.”

A touch of her vulnerability makes an appearance. “The first time?”

“Naw, baby. The first time I want your eyes on me.” I trail my middle finger over her asshole and jiggle it, watching as awareness and shock and excitement clash in her expression. Listening to her adorable mewl of surrender. “Yeah. I need to watch what happens on your beautiful face when I sink a finger in right here and ride that pussy. The deeper this finger gets, the harder I’m going to fuck.” I move my hand lower and deliver a stinging slap to her cunt. “You ready for that, gorgeous?”

As expected, my challenge makes her eyes flash, but her bravado wavers when she glances down and sees my cock for the first time. All ten meaty inches of the aching motherfucker. “I-I…yes,” she stammers beautifully. “I think so.”

My dick is begging me to push Meadow onto the bed and ram right through her virginity, but I want her ready. I’ve never been with a virgin and I don’t know shit about how to be someone’s first time, but she’ll need to be drenched to take me. So instead of following my animal urges, I wink at her on my way to lie down on the bed. “Let’s see what you got, gorgeous.”

My pulse races as I arrange myself face down on the bed, gritting my teeth when I have to arrange my erection in a way that doesn’t hurt. I curl a fist into the soft bedding and breathe through my nose, painfully aware that I have no weapon, no clothes, no nothing. I’m exposed and—

Meadow runs oily palms up my back and my worries scatter.

“Jesus Christ,” I groan. And then again when her thumbs find the base of my spine and dig in. “Jesus. Christ.”

She giggles. “Told you.”

“Where’d you get the oil?”

“It was in my medicine cabinet. You packed it.”

“Wise of me.”

She laughs again and I relax more at the proof of her happiness. Not to mention the way she seems to single out the exact places on my back where I carry tension and attack them with sensual grinds of her elbow and sweeps of her thumbs. It’s a brand of bliss I’ve never experienced. It’s being cared for. It’s the state of true relaxation. Mostly. My cock could break a fucking window, it’s so jacked up. I’ll never not be hard when Meadow’s hands are on me. God, she is good at this. Amazing, actually.

A hint of guilt creeps into my belly at the remembrance that I got her fired today, but I cast aside the feeling. It takes an effort, but I appease the guilt by reminding myself she was in danger working for that lecher. Besides, she doesn’t need to work anymore. I’ll never let her want for a goddamn thing.

Her hands glide down to my ass and I can tell she applied more oil, but she did it without stopping the massage. Crazy. My future wife is phenomenal—

“Ohhh my God,” I growl into the mattress when she digs into my butt muscles. “Fuck, baby. Is that supposed to feel so good?”

“Yes.” I can hear the smile in her voice, but there’s also a fine edge of lust that sends a zing to my balls. “I don’t usually get this handsy. There’s usually a sheet covering my clients from the waist down.”

“You giving me special treatment, gorgeous?”

“Maybe.”

I turn over on the bed and take hold of my cock, watching her flush as I stroke it slowly. “Climb up here, Meadow.”

Her eyes are wide on my erection. “The massage isn’t over.”

“Did I say it was?”

After a small hesitation, she gets onto the bed and straddles my thighs, seeming to hold her breath for my next command.

“Pick up the oil. Rub it all over your tits.”

Her nipples pebble before she even applies the oil, but when she does… Good fucking God. I’ve never needed so badly in my life as when Meadow massages oil on to her little tits, making them shiny, her mouth open on a silent moan. “Like this?”

“Yes. Good girl. Now use them to massage my front. All over.”

Her thighs tremble against the outsides of mine and I can see how turned on she is. How hot it makes her to be ordered around, despite her fierce independent streak outside the bedroom. I see you, baby. I know your fucking flavor.

I’ll be savoring it until I die.

Meadow falls forward onto my chest, her hands braced on either side of my head, and drags her perfect tits through my chest hair, our nipples meeting, eliciting groans from us both and a jolt to my loins. She starts out kind of shyly, but soon she’s sliding up and down through the slickness on our fronts, her breasts leaving fire everywhere they touch. My stomach, my pecs…and then she slowly, slowly strokes my cock up and back with her pressed together tits.

“Goddamn,” I grit out at the ceiling, unable to keep my hips from shooting up, from fucking that little slide between her pert globes. “Meadow, you’re killing me, baby. I need inside you. I need to fuck my girl.”

Her slippery body travels up mine and I’m transfixed by her beauty and the playful but heated smile decorating her mouth. “There you go again,” she whispers against my lips. “Expecting special treatment.”

“I couldn’t have expected you in a million years.” It takes every ounce of my willpower not to roll her over and fuck her until neither one of us can move. Almost there. Make it right for her. Without taking my eyes off her—couldn’t if I tried—I find the massage oil on the bed, squirt some into my palm and bring it to her cunt, smoothing the liquid everywhere, over and between her pink lips, onto the insides of her thighs. “Now massage my cock with your pussy, Meadow.”

Her breathing falters and she drops her face to the center of my chest, her husky moan buzzing through me. I tangle my fingers in her hair, bringing her face to mine for a filthy kiss. Our tongues are insatiable, our lips writhing and slanting, though I have to break away when she reaches back and grips my cock, guiding it to her virgin hole, letting it rest there for a second while we both breathe into each other’s mouths. Then she works me inside with a shimmy of her hips, leaving herself poised right on the tip. While I battle the need to pump myself home, she braces her hands on my shoulders, bites her lip and takes me inside of her oiled up pussy, inch by painstaking inch.

She’s only taken about half of me when she ceases her progress with a sob. “Walker. It’s so big.”

“I know, baby. Shhh. Come here.” I pull her mouth down for another kiss, then tuck her face into the crook of my neck to muffle her inevitable scream. No help for what comes next. I’m at the point of no return. My blood is a lake of fire and I’m already on the verge of ejaculating, she’s so tight. Fuck, fuck, fuck. “It’s only going to hurt for a second, Meadow, baby. I love you. Just hang onto me.”

As soon as she nods, I lift my hips and impale her from below, her wet little fuck hole sliding down, down—sending me through the thin barrier of her hymen—before she settles on my lap, the sound of her muffled scream already beginning to fade. Thank God. Hurting her is repellant to me. I only want her to feel pleasure, every day, for the rest of her life. Starting now.

“Meadow, look at me.” She follows my instructions with a whimper, her thighs trembling around my hips. “You feel like heaven. Heaven. Just look at me and trust me to take care of you, okay?” I say roughly through my teeth, my arousal at the fever pitch. “Can you do that? Can you let me take care of the girl I love?”

She nods and tests our connection with her hips, her mouth falling open. “Walker. My king,” she moans. “I can feel all of you.”

The blinding need for release rockets through me, twisting a fist deep in my belly. “You can’t say things like that yet, Meadow. You’re going to make me come.”

Her lower body rolls sensually, freeing half my cock before sheathing it once more. “Isn’t that what you want?”

Through my haze of beastly lust, I study her face and see the question she posed is genuinely innocent, she’s not actively trying to kill me, but somehow her innocence bends my willpower all the more. “Stop looking at me like that or I’m going to flip you over and fuck you silly.”

Meadow gasps and a shudder passes through her. She falls forward until her nipples graze my chest, grinding her hips down onto mine. “Oh. Ohhh. My clit is…oh I can rub it right there and it feels so good. Oh my God. The pressure of you inside me is making it feel so much better.”

My life flashes in front of my eyes. Of course this treasure of a girl I’ve found is a dirty little fuck princess. A natural her first time around. All I can do is lie there and try not to bust as she rubs her clit on my cock and whines my name. As soon as her muscles lock up and her pussy grips me tight, I roll her over and pound my cock into her orgasm, her flesh contracting and releasing around me. Meadow’s head thrashes side to side on the bed, her thighs open, hips rolling. I’m snarling at her like a goddamn wolf. I feel like one. Like a fucking animal claiming its mate and my grunts and snaps of teeth only heighten that belief.

“Feel your king, Meadow. Feel me.” Once again, I sense Meadow welcoming my domination and I waste no time giving us what we need. I grip her jaw tight and tilt up her face to the fading sunset light, watching her eyes glitter with excitement. “I’m getting ready to feed your little pussy its new favorite meal.” I drive my cock deep and feel the first spurt take hold, slopping out deep in her hot, clenching cunt. My groan of relief shakes the windows. “Eat it all up.” Another spurt. “There’s your seconds, gorgeous. Take it down. Let it work its magic in your tummy.”

Until I say those words, getting Meadow pregnant isn’t a reality. But with my growled statement echoing in the air above us, it becomes my sole purpose in life. It’s what I want above all else. To get my queen pregnant. Something takes hold of me, something primal, and another wealth of semen shoots up the thick stalk of my cock, pouring into Meadow’s thighs, my rabid thrusts making it squelch and squirt all over her tight body. She can’t take the whole load, but I feel some of it finding its way home and I push my dick as far inside of her as I can, kissing away her scream.

“Good little girl. We’re going to make that belly swell,” I growl at her lips. “Just open your thighs and take what your king gives you.”

Meadow’s body stills beneath mine and begins to shake anew, her fingernails ripping down my back. “It’s…I-I’m coming again. Walker.”

“Good, baby. Take it.”

“I…” She gasps. “I love you.”

Our mouths lock together and I feel half my soul leave my body, planting inside of hers. Irrevocably. “God, Meadow,” I rasp. “God, I love you, too.”

I fuck her so hard through her second climax, her upper half is hanging off the bed by the time she stops moaning and clenching around me. I roll onto my side, spent, and gather her into my arms, staring up at the ceiling in all out wonder.

I thought I knew how much I loved her. How possessive I was. How jealous. How protective. But I just handed her my soul. She’s gone from a weakness to something else altogether. She’s my very life-blood.

Something happens to her, I’ll drop dead.

It’s a gut-deep certainty. It’s fact.

She snuggles into my neck and sighs sweetly, her hand in a loose fist over my racing heart. “My king,” she murmurs in her sleep.

I’m never, ever letting her leave this house. Or my sight.

Mine.

Mine.

MINE.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Meadow

Something is different about Walker when I wake up.

He’s prowling back and forth in front of the lit fireplace in the bedroom, the flames dancing in his eyes. My worry is put on hold temporarily to appreciate how truly sexy he is, however. Plus my bones are currently made of pudding and I don’t want to move or speak or even think too hard.

Focus on those muscular thighs.

They really are magnificent. Thick and corded and powerful. They flex with every step he takes, along with his jawline. Something is upsetting him and I need to find out what it is…right after I admire his butt. It’s the opposite of flat. It’s juicy, filling out his briefs just past the point of fitting. Although I’m sure what he’s got in front has a lot to do with the snugness of his underwear, too, because…whoa.

Just whoa.

I might have been a virgin but I know Walker’s penis is firmly—lolz—on the above average corner of the spectrum. My soreness only reinforces that fact.

Walker pushes a hand through his dark hair, popping muscles all down his back and I clutch the pillow, fighting back a squeal.

I told him I loved him.

It was in the throes of passion, yes, but…oh God, I think I meant it.

He’s high-handed, jealous, arrogant and a known criminal.

But my heart is thudding louder than it ever has in my life. My stomach is in knots and the thought of leaving him, like I vowed to do, fills me with sadness.

So, maybe…maybe I’ll stay. I’ll throw caution to the wind and love this complicated man despite his faults and his chosen profession.

But I have to make it okay for myself first.

There has to be compromise. Understanding. Trust.

Otherwise one of us won’t be happy—and I’m guessing it’ll be me.

“Walker?” I sit up in bed. “Is something wrong?”

He halts in his journey across the floor to smile at me, but it doesn’t reach his eyes and a nervous hum starts in my belly. “Everything is fine, gorgeous.” He rakes that hand through his hair again and swaggers toward me all loose hipped and confident, stopping at the edge of the bed and rubbing his knuckles along my cheek. “Dinner will be ready soon. You hungry?”

I’m famished, actually. Probably should have gone with that steak instead of cheese toast earlier. I nod. “Can we talk first?”

His expression turns shuttered in the space of a second. Cautious “About what, Meadow?”

Is it my imagination or is there a thread of warning in his tone? It causes me to hesitate, but then I remember I’m not a girl who backs down from anything. I’m a fighter, a smartass and most importantly, I say how I feel. If I start staying quiet now to keep harmony between Walker and me, I’ll keep doing it. That’s so not happening, because I wouldn’t be staying true to myself. I wouldn’t be the girl he says he wants so desperately. Says he loves. “I want to stay here,” I say in a rush. “What I said earlier, what I said about how I feel about you—”

“That you love me,” he says in a firm tone.

“Yes.” I meet his eyes for a heavy moment. “I meant it. I know it’s crazy so soon, but all of this is crazy, so might as well go for broke, you know? And I meant it.”

His expression softens momentarily before turning stony again. “I hear a ‘but’ in there, Meadow, and I don’t like it.”

“Too bad.” I feel extra exposed in no clothes, so I slide out of the bed—on the opposite side from Walker, leaving us facing off across the bed. “I want to stay here with you, but only if you let me come and go as I please.”

His stare is hard. “I think we’ve established you staying is non-negotiable.”

“You can’t really mean to keep me here against my will,” I breathe, winded from his callousness.

He raises an eyebrow at the messy bedding. “Baby, you’ve got a funny way of showing me you want to leave.”

“What happened to you? Stop being like this,” I whisper, heat pressing to the backs of my eyes. “My attraction to you is not the issue. I just don’t want to completely abandon my life. If you loved me, you wouldn’t ask me to do that.”

My strangled whisper seems to get to Walker. His chest starts to heave and he looks as though he wants to reach for me but doesn’t. “Every time I leave this house, I have to look over my shoulder. I won’t have my wife doing the same.” His fingers curl into fists. “Do you have any idea how crazy it makes me? The idea of something happening to you?”

“I’m sorry me living a normal life scares you, but you can’t hold me prisoner!”

“Says who?” Walker shouts, rounding the bed in my direction, backing me up against the wall. “Anything you want, I’ll bring it to you on a silver platter.” He cups my face in his hands. “Right here, where you’re safe.”

Oh my God, he’s serious. He’s serious about never letting me leave. I don’t know why I thought he would see reason. There is enough stubborn conviction on his face to fill ten oceans. “Walker,” I say semi-calmly. “You don’t understand. I’ve spent my whole life trapped. My mother and I shared a trailer and I slept on the couch. I had no control over who came and went—and a lot of people came and went—”

“Men?”

“Yes. Her boyfriends. Not mine. And you don’t get to be jealous over anything that happened before today!”

“Watch me,” he growls.

A close-mouthed scream rips out of me. “My point being, I slept on a couch. I had no money. No other family. No way out until I made one for myself. I could have easily ended up living in the trailer forever, but I wanted to decide how to decorate my bathroom, what to eat for dinner—and above all else, I wanted to have my own money. Money that I worked to make.” I place my hands on his bare chest, his skin hot to the touch. “I love what I do. I worked so hard to get here. Don’t take it away from me.”

Misery swims in his countenance. He’s affected by the story of my past, but he’s steeling himself, forcing his humanity into hiding in favor of whatever cold creature he’s become. “You’re asking me permission to continue being a masseuse?”

“I don’t need your permission.”

His laughter is made of coal. “Your hands will touch me and no one else, Meadow. That is final.”

I see the warm man who held me in his arms earlier. I see him right there under the surface, but there’s a layer of madness preventing me from reaching him. “You’re killing what I feel for you, Walker,” I say brokenly. “You’re killing it.”

He makes a wounded sound and in a flash, I’m backed against the wall. “You said you loved me. You will not take it back.”

My chin lifts. “You might be able to control me, but not my feelings.”

“Meadow,” he snaps, punching the wall above my head. “Why can’t you understand that I need to keep you safe? Why can’t you understand that if something happened to you, it would break me?”

“I do. I felt it today, when you were in danger.” I run my fingers through his hair and he groans at the contact. “There has to be a compromise. We’ll land on it, but you can’t just lock me up and throw away the key.”

“I have to.”

“Walker.”

He’s lost to me. I didn’t reach him in time and whatever madness took hold of him has swallowed him whole. And still, still, my body turns pliant against him when he kisses me, hard and thorough. When he wedges his thigh between my legs, my body betrays me and I rock against him, my bare sex grinding on the hard sinew. His mouth on mine prevents me from protesting—I’m not even sure if I could—when he drags me off the wall and walks me toward the bed.

“Bend over for your king.”

I’m not given a choice. He spins me around pins my upper half to the mattress with a hand on the back of my neck. “Walker, please,” I manage, though I’m not sure if I’m asking him to stop or go faster. I answer my own question when I lift my backside in response to his growl. “Please. Please.”

He spanks me.

My lungs seize, my whole body numbing with the shock of his hard slap, before a rush of unabashed delight takes over. Explosions go off along my nerve endings and the flesh between my thighs contracts with yearning. Yearning for more punishment from his hand. From his body. Because it only leads to unimaginable pleasure.

“This is what happens when you torment the king, little girl. You get your sweet ass spanked.” My wetness aids him in filling me with his thickness—and he does it with one rough, cursing shove of rigid flesh into soft. “And then your pussy gets taken for a fucking ride. Spread your legs.”

“Yes!” I swear I mean to shout no, but my body is in control—and it loves, craves, requires Walker and his savage thrusts. Every slam of his hips against my buttocks sends another peal of euphoria ringing through my body. He’s deep inside me, finding the sensitive spot inside me and massaging it with his shaft. My own fingers fly to my clit and play with it in desperate little circles, whimpers and pleas falling from my lips.

I feel Walker’s breath on my shoulder and I automatically tilt my head, giving him room to attack my neck and he does so with a lustful fervor, running his tongue up my neck and groaning against my ear as he pumps, pumps, pumps. “This is for life, Meadow. This isn’t going away. You really think we could live without each other now?” His fingers replace mine on my clit, teasing a gasp out of me with his skilled middle finger. “I’m going to keep you safe and happy and roughly fucked, my tight little instant addiction. My sanity depends on it, baby. Give in.”

Some sense of pride or self-preservation won’t let me say yes.

I bite down on my bottom lip to prevent the word from escaping and Walker roars a curse at the ceiling.

“Tell me you love me,” he demands.

“I love you,” I sob.

“Give in. Resign yourself to staying here.”

I say nothing.

My body is pinned to the bed and if I thought Walker was taking me hard before, nothing compares to now. With his mouth grunting into my neck, he strums my clit faster and barrels into me with deafening smacks of hips against buttocks. My orgasm slams into me with the force of a hurricane and I scream into the mattress, my body quaking out of control.

“Mine!” Walker shouts, before falling onto me with his whole weight and flooding me with his hot, endless relief, bucking wildly like his climax might never end. “My Meadow.”

As soon as my wave of pleasure subsides, emotion clogs my throat, tears rushing to my eyes and streaming down my cheeks only to be absorbed by the comforter. Oh Lord. What am I going to do? I’m in love with a man who can command my body like he holds a remote control, even when I know touching him will only lead to me becoming accepting of his holding me captive.

I can’t.

I can’t let this be normal.

I have to get out of here, whether I love him or not.

Whether my leaving will break him or not.

Walker climbs off of me with a jerky movement, stopping short in my periphery when he sees me crying. “Meadow?” he croaks. “Baby, no…”

I close my eyes to block him out, the salty moisture continuing to scald my cheeks. “I want to be alone.”

“Did I…did I hurt you?”

His hand is on my back when he asks me the question and I jerk away, pissed about so many things, but mainly the fact that he just exploited my attraction to him. God, I succumbed without even a smidgen of a fight. Some badass I turned out to be. I can’t even talk myself out of falling for my mob boss kidnapper. “You didn’t hurt me. I’m fine.”

“Don’t tell me you’re fine. You’re crying.”

I’m mentally exhausted and I don’t have the patience required to explain to this man that, gee, maybe I’m crying because I’m being held against my will. And that I’ll never get to do the job I love again. Or squeal over a hard-earned paycheck.

Unless I escape.

No. I have no choice.

I won’t trade my freedom for love.

Careful not to let my sudden determination to GTFO show on my face, I curl up on my side. “I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.”

My eyes are closed, so I don’t know if he buys it.

“Yeah.” His usually robust voice is faint. “I’ll have Helen bring something up.”

I swallow, sensing his struggle to leave me. I can relate. It would be so easy to stay here and let this man smother me with love and lust and live the life of a pampered wife, but I don’t want that. I like doing for myself. I like being useful. Helping people. Helping myself. He might hold my heart, but he’s not going to keep me in this pretty cage. “Okay. Thanks.”

His footsteps move to the door, but he stops. Through my cracked eyelid, I can see he’s pulled on sweats and a T-shirt, his hand poised on the door. “Meadow…I…”

With my heart in my throat, I wait for him to finish, but he jerks the door open and closes it behind him instead. But not before I see the huge, stoic bodyguard standing outside my door in the hallway. Keeping me inside.

It’s the final straw.

Goodbye, Walker.

One last tear escapes and I let it fall. No more, though. I’ll cry about him later. Right now, I have to focus on getting out of here. And I can’t go home, either. He’ll just track me down and bring me back. I have to leave Boston.

The odds are against me. I left my cell phone behind, so I can’t call anyone, but I’m determined and my backbone has brought me a long way in life. I dress with shaking hands and I’ve just finished when there’s a knock at the door. Helen. Will she help me? I’m not sure I have another option.

“Come in,” I call.

She walks in with a smile, but it flattens when she sees my face.

“Oh dear,” she mutters, setting down my tray on an ottoman by the fire. “He’s made a mess of it so soon, has he?”

“Helen.” I take her hand. “Please. You have to help me. He’s keeping me here. I want to leave and he won’t let me.”

“Please, dear. He’s my employer. I’ve been working for his family since he was a boy.” Her smile is hopeful. “Perhaps he has good reason?”

I swallow my hysteria and try to speak calmly. “There’s never a good reason to hold a person captive. You have to help me.”

She chews her lip. “You feel nothing for Walker at all?”

“I do,” I whisper shakily. “I love him. That’s why I have to go now, before I fall deeper and deeper and stop caring how wrong this is. Please.”

Helen is clearly torn. “He’s a good man, Meadow. He was just raised to be ruthless. It’s a wonder everything good inside of him wasn’t washed away by his father. He turned even more terrible after Walker’s mother got sick and died.” She appeals to me with a hand on my arm. “In time, I’m sure he would see reason.”

“I don’t. Every minute that passes seems to make him more determined to never let me leave this house.” I squeeze her hand. “I can’t live like that. Help me.”

Cogs turn behind her eyes and while she’s conflicted, she relents, reaching into her pocket to extricate a small billfold of cash, handing it to me. “Take this.”

I hug her hard. “Thank you, Helen.”

“Lord, if he finds out I helped you…”

“He won’t. I have a plan.”


CHAPTER NINE


Walker

I feel sick.

Sick and hollow and…confused.

I did what I had to do, didn’t I? Decided what was best for my peace of mind, what was best for Meadow’s safety, and I implemented the rules.

It’s what I do. What I’ve always done.

No one is supposed to question me.

She wasn’t supposed to cry. Or look so broken.

Christ, I fucked her so hard. In the middle of a fight. Both of us might have enjoyed the hell out of it, but afterward, she didn’t turn to me. Didn’t seek comfort. She’d turned away and I can’t blame her. I acted like a goddamn animal, bringing her to the height of pleasure, then trying to exact promises. Asshole.

I make a gruff sound and press my forehead to the glass of living room window. There is a hole in my stomach the approximate size of a cannon ball and with every fiber of my being, I want to be holding Meadow. Apologizing. Begging her to stop responding to me with such betrayal and sadness in her voice.

That’s not her.

She’s a fiery, take-no-bullshit girl.

What have I done to her in the space of one fucking day?

Stooping forward in deference to the agony in my belly, I glance toward the stairs that lead to our bedroom. Helen just carried up a tray of dinner for Meadow. She should be downstairs eating with me. Sitting beside me and laughing, answering the four thousand questions I have about her life before today, about her likes and dislikes. We should be making love in front of the fireplace and making plans for the future. Instead…I think I’ve ruined any chance at happiness.

This wasn’t supposed to happen. I’ve gotten exactly what I want.

She’s safe.

She’s mine.

I’ve arranged Meadow in such a way that she can’t be used against me or distract me into making mistakes.

I’ve eliminated any chance of being vulnerable.

Why do I feel like my heart has been ripped out?

“Hey boss!”

I turn slightly to find Richie has been let into the house by one of the guards stationed at the door. Since bringing Meadow home, the number of men stationed outside has been tripled and I’m thinking of adding more.

To keep my enemy out?

Or to keep her inside?

Jesus, I’ve turned into a jailer.

What’s the alternative? Let Walker McManus’s wife walk the streets of Boston, like a normal person? She’s not normal. She’s my heart. My soul.

“Uh…boss?” Richie prompts, tapping the newspaper section against his leg.

I swallow hard. “Hey, man.” My smile is forced and withers almost immediately. “Sudoku, right?” I fall onto the couch and dig my thumbs into my eye sockets. “Where did you get stuck?”

He sits down next to me. “Is something wrong?”

I start to issue a denial, but simply say, “Yeah.”

“But…” His tone betrays his confusion. “…you can fix anything.”

“Thanks for your confidence in me, Rich, but I don’t know if I can fix this particular thing.” He’s waiting for an explanation and I know how much he hates people leaving him out of adult conversations, since he is one, so I force the words out. “It’s Meadow. I fell for her really hard, really fast, and then…all I could think about was losing her. So I did what I needed to do to stop me from losing her. Ever. But I think I might have lost her anyway.” A rough exhale leaves me. “Fuck, I was terrible to her. There’s no way she still loves me. I killed it.”

Richie is quiet for a few beats. “Did you tell her you’re sorry?”

“An apology isn’t going to cut it.”

“You still have to try.”

I launch to my feet and stride away, halting in front of the window. “What good is an apology if I’m not sure I’m willing to change my decision?”

“It’s not.”

A turn with a hollow laugh. “Don’t pull your punches or anything.”

Richie shrugs. “You don’t lie to me, so I don’t lie to you.”

I shake my head. “I just don’t know if there’s a way for us both to be happy. She wants a normal life and that’s the one thing I can’t give her.”

“‘You decide your own normal.’ You told me that on the playground the day we met. Remember? I told you people don’t treat me like I’m normal and you said, ‘Richie, you decide your own normal’.”

I face him and lean back on the windowsill. “Really?”

“Yeah. You didn’t have it normal, either, right? Everyone knew who you were. A McManus.”

“I didn’t want to be one,” I mutter, memories floating to the surface. “I wanted to play football and go to the dances, instead of sitting in on meetings with my father. Watching him negotiate. Or inflict injury. But I guess…I don’t know, I guess he just pushed and pushed until I stopped wanting or expecting anything but what he was offering. This life.” Cold slices through me. “Jesus, I’ve become my father.”

Richie snorts. “No.”

“Yes. I didn’t give a fuck about what she wanted, did I? I just told her how it was going to be, whether she liked it or not.”

“Your father just liked to be in charge, boss. You wanted to keep her safe.”

“I will keep her safe, no matter what. I have that power. Oh Christ…” I drag my hands down my face. “If something happened to her, I would die. But her unhappiness might kill me first. I have to try and fix this. There has to be a compromise.”

Richie smiled. “You decide your own normal.”

“Hey, thanks, Rich. I owe you double now,” I say, moving through the living room toward the stairs at a fast clip. “Can I take a rain check on that sudoku? I have some apologizing to do.”

He’s already on his way to the door, tongue in the corner of his mouth, scrutinizing the puzzle as he goes. “Sure thing, boss.”

On my way up the stairs, it occurs to me that Helen brought the tray up to Meadow half an hour ago. Why is it taking so long for her to come back down? Maybe she’s comforting my girl? The possibility that I’m going to walk in and find Meadow crying in Helen’s arms flays my insides.

“Meadow?” I call, reaching for the doorknob as soon as I travel the hallway. Pushing it open and stepping inside. “Meadow, I’m sorry—”

What the fuck.

With a growing sense of despair, I take in every detail of the scene at once.

Helen is tied to the bedpost with the belt off my robe.

The window is open.

Meadow is nowhere to be seen.

“I’m sorry, Walker. I couldn’t stop her—”

“She’s gone?” The words heave out of me. “How the fuck did she get out? We’re three stories up.”

Helen looks green. “She j-jumped.”

The roar climbs my throat and rips out like a barrage of gunfire. Ice forms on my skin as I throw myself toward the window, terrified at what I’ll find. Jesus. Jesus. She could be hurt. Could be dead. Could have killed herself trying to escape from me.

No. No. No.

Relief pelts me when there is nothing beneath the window.

Meaning she’s alive. But for how long? She’s out there without protection. She’s walking right into the middle of a street war she knows nothing about. We haven’t retaliated yet for New York’s attack on me today and that means I haven’t killed them yet. They’re still out there. And if she’s seen leaving my house, she’ll be targeted. Taken. I did this. I didn’t listen. I fucking drove away the love of my life.

I throw my head out the window. “MEADOW!”


CHAPTER TEN


Meadow

I got lucky escaping with a twisted ankle, but it hurts like hell.

There was a man standing guard beneath my window, but thanks to the timing of the century, he was off peeing in a bush when I made my move. And by move, I mean risking life and limb for freedom by hurling my headstrong ass from a third-story window. Would I do it again?

Absolutely.

There’s definitely a knot in my throat as I hobble away from the house as quickly as possible with my throbbing injury and cut into the trees on the edge of Walker’s property, searching for a break in the gate. Come on, come on. I don’t have a lot of time. I have no doubt that Walker will notice I’m missing soon and—

MEADOW!

Walker’s bellow shatters the night. On reflex, I throw myself down on the ground and cover my head, because it sounds like an explosion.

His obvious misery brings hot tears to my eyes and expels a sob from my mouth. It’s an effort to pick up and keep moving. I can hear Helen’s voice in my head telling me he was raised for violence. That he has a good heart but wasn’t given a chance to be anything but a brutal mob boss. I can feel his skin under my fingers and hear his heartbeat in my ear.

I love you. Just hang onto me.

I climb to my feet and pitch forward, willing away the tears in my eyes. It wasn’t meant to be. It wasn’t meant to be. Keep moving.

There is no exit anywhere along the gate and I’m wasting time by continuing to look for one. It’s not going to be easy scaling a seven-foot-high gate with a bum ankle, but I’ve got no choice. Walker is coming for me. His men are probably coming for me, too. If I don’t get over the gate and away from this house in under a minute, I’ll be thrown back in my gilded cage.

I find a low-hanging branch on one of the trees near the gate and jump, catching hold of it, swinging my legs up as high as I can and catching the top of the gate. Then I inch my hands higher, higher, higher on the branch, until I can get my knees over the gate, take hold, pull myself over with a groan of effort and hop down onto the sidewalk. The pain in my ankle causes my vision to double momentarily and I stumble, but keep going, running as fast as I can toward the closest parked car.

Hitchhiking is never a good decision, but I have little option.

Please be a woman. Or a kindly old man.

When I reach the passenger side of the car and it turns out to be the latter sitting in the driver’s side, I slump against the vehicle in relief. “Can you give me a ride? Please? Just to the closest train station. O-or bus…”

I trail off when the man smiles at me. Not a nice smile.

He’s looking at something over my shoulder.

I turn and find a gun pointed at my head.

“Well, now,” says the much younger man holding the gun. “What’s a sweet little thing like you doing out here in the dark?”

Behind me, I hear the window roll down. “Out for a jog.”

He cracks a laugh. “Saw you jump over that gate.” His face clears of any humor. “You came from McManus’s and if you’re escaping, sweetheart, I’m guessing it means he wants you back.”

Panic looms heavy and my pulse speeds up. “Mc-who?”

“Get her in the car,” comes the voice behind me.

“No!” I try to make a run for it, but the man holding the gun is fast and he wraps an iron band of an arm around me, throwing open the car door with the other. Trying to shove me inside. But he picked the wrong day to force me into a confined space, because I have had it up to my fucking ears with men trying to lock me up. I twist and kick and punch and bite. I use a foot on the doorframe to prevent him from getting me inside. I fight for my life—and I think I knock his tooth out in the process. Good. Because I am not getting in the car.

The sound of a gunshot jolts my body. Am I shot?

Oh my God, did he shoot me?

I stop struggling and glance down, searching for blood, but I see nothing. And then I’m falling backward, down onto the sidewalk. A body breaks my fall. It belongs to the lifeless man who’d been attempting to get me into the car.

My head whips to the right and I see a figure sprinting down the sidewalk, gun drawn, his expression a mask of rage and denial.

Walker.

He’s here.

Whether it’s right or wrong, relief buoys me. Joy. He’s here.

I love him and he’s here.

Whatever issues lie between us, I’ll be safe now. I know that for a fact.

A car door slams and the driver returns fire in Walker’s direction.

“No!” I scream. If he’s hurt or worse, I’ll never forgive myself. He might have kidnapped me, but he’s in danger now because of my actions. Without thinking, I crawl around the front bumper of the car and come up behind the shooter. With all of my strength, I push the car door into his back, causing him to misfire.

“Meadow, no!” Walker roars. “Get down. Get down.”

I don’t question him—and that’s a good thing. As soon as the driver recovers, he spins around and aims at me through the open driver’s side window. Time slows down and I can hear my inhale, exhale. He’s about to fire when his body jerks and he falls to his knees, eyes going blank, and lands face down in the street.

In seconds, I’m being lifted into Walker’s arms. Surrounded by his men.

Walker shouts a few orders and then we’re moving, quickly, climbing into the back of an SUV. Tires squeal and…I’ve failed? That’s it? I’ve failed. Even as I acknowledge that, I’m clinging to Walker like he’s a life raft and he’s just rescued me from the middle of the Atlantic. Nothing makes sense.

How can I be so elated to see the man I was trying to flee?

I don’t have time to question my confusing emotions, because Walker is laying me down on the seat, running shaking hands over my body. Up my legs, beneath my shirt and over my torso.

“Are you hurt, baby? Oh my God. Are you fucking hurt?”

I shake my head vigorously. “Just my ankle.”

Walker zeroes in on the body part in question, cupping it in his hands and making a hoarse sound. “I’ll make it all better. I promise.” He sets my ankle back down carefully, before hitting me with glittering eyes. In that moment, I worry he’s gone insane. The light in his eyes is positively unholy. “I’m trying really hard here, Meadow,” he says in a strangled whisper. “I’m trying real fucking hard not to blow up. Because I know I was wrong. I know I was a monster to you, so I’m going to attempt to not strangle you for crawling toward a man with a gun.”

“He was going to shoot you.”

“You just left me, Meadow,” he rasps. “I was almost hoping he would.”

I don’t know what to say to that statement. It fills me with cement.

“I’m only holding on to one ounce of self-preservation. One. And only because there’s a sliver of hope you’ll give me a second chance.”

My heart leaps. “Technically, it would be your third.”

Eyes still on fire, he shakes his head slowly. “You make jokes when I’m hanging on to my sanity by a thread?”

“You knew what I was like. You kidnapped me anyway.”

“Goddammit, I love you so much,” he grits out. “Now please shut up.”

This might be an inappropriate time to laugh. I do it anyway.

The sound sends a flash of tenderness across his face. “Meadow, I’m going to be a jealous asshole over you. I’m going to worry and get irrationally angry if you take chances—like the one you just took—but if you come be with me—”

“Of my own free will?”

“Yes. I will open a massage studio for you. I will have to heavily vet your female only clients, but it will be yours and it will be the best damn studio in Boston. You can come and go with bodyguards. Lots of them. I’m compromising. Do you recognize that I’m compromising?”

A watery sounds bursts out of me. “Yes.”

“You jumped out of a window and almost got taken by my enemies.” He pinches the bridge of his nose and I see that his hand is still shaking. “I’d like to be commended on my composure right now.”

“You’re very composed. The most composed man of all time.” Happiness spreads its wings in my chest as I sit up and climb onto his lap, laying kisses on his cheeks and mouth. “I love you. I love you.”

“You better, Meadow,” he says, nipping at my bottom lip, his hands moving roughly up my thighs to grip my backside. “You fucking better. My world revolves around you now. I love you so much, it could send me over the edge, but it’ll be too bad, baby, because you’re stuck with me.”

“I want to be stuck,” I whisper, rolling my hips and hitting him with some pointed sass. “Within reason.”

Lust kindles between us and ignites. Both pairs of hands attack the waistband of his pants, pushing it down to free his waiting erection. With his tongue skating over my cleavage, he hooks three fingers in the crotch of my panties and rips the material in half, before guiding his shaft to my wet flesh and dragging it up and back. “Take a seat on this fucking throne, my queen.”

My head tips back on a whimper and that’s when I realize the SUV has stopped moving. A glance at the window tells me we’re parked in the driveway and there are at least two dozen men surrounding the vehicle, waiting for us to get out.

“Eyes on me, Meadow. Only me.” He plants his thick sex inside me and I slip down with a moan, lost in the perfection of how he fills me so completely. Walker hisses a breath and tangles his fingers in the strands of my hair, tilting my face to his. “I just killed for this tight pussy. And I’m not waiting to have it.”

“No,” I sob, writhing in his lap. “I don’t want to wait, either.”

His hips lift in a steady rhythm. “You can be the queen when you climb out of the car. I’ll treat you like gold and slaughter anyone who doesn’t.” He turns and throws me down on the seat, positioning my knees over his shoulders and baring down on me with a wild drive of his full shaft. “But right now, you’re the king’s runaway fuck toy and everyone can wait while he gets his fill.”

For the next fifteen minutes, the SUV rocks with the intensity of our grunting, sweaty coupling and there’s something scandalous about it, something extremely naughty—especially when I scream his name loud enough to be heard down the street, let alone in the driveway—but the love shining in his eyes tells me I’ve found my perfect match. The man who will fulfill my submissiveness in bed while loving me for the stubborn, uncompromising woman I am outside of it.

I might have run away once, but I know in my heart that I’ll spend the rest of my life running toward this complicated man. Toward my forever.


EPILOGUE


Walker

Five years later

It’s my fortieth birthday party, but I think of it more as an anniversary. Five years since the day that shook the earth. Changed me. Put me on a path to a rich future full of love, laughter, fights, making up, excitement and a whole lot of sweaty, hair-pulling fucking.

The day I met my wife, Meadow, my love, my life, my heart and soul.

My fantasy come to life.

The mother of my twin boys.

I watch her now as she saunters around the dining room table in a tight red dress, making sure our guests are comfortable. I’d rather she sit on my lap all night and let me feed her, let me pet her pussy beneath the table, but in the last five years I’ve had to learn to let Meadow be Meadow. My wife likes to have a purpose, to be useful, to make people comfortable, and so when we entertain—and we entertain a lot now—she has to make her rounds. And I watch. I watch, because I can never peel my eyes off of her.

A sense of contentment settles over me. Life is extraordinary. My children are asleep upstairs. I’m surrounded by new friends and old. The old friends are from the neighborhood or the families of some of my most trusted men. The new ones are mostly local women, courtesy of Meadow’s massage studio.

True to my word, I opened her a facility overlooking the bay with rooftop massage areas and meditation rooms. I ship in mineral water from California for her bathing therapies. Her client list is exclusive and I perform a background check on every single human being that walks through the door. I have the place surrounded by bodyguards and half a dozen more inside. It takes a lot of work to give myself peace of mind when I can’t be by her side, but it’s worth it, because my wife? She fucking glows with happiness. Knowing I had a hand in that happiness is worth all the efforts to keep her protected and more.

Our eyes meet across the dining room and the conversations taking place around me fade. Everything fades away but her.

Christ, she looks hot as sin tonight.

The dress pushes up her tits but doesn’t constrain them, so they jiggle as she struts toward me and my cock stiffens under the table.

Yeah, I’d say it’s about goddamn time to get her pregnant again.

You’d think my obsession with Meadow would mellow over the course of five years, but it’s grown into an inferno. Taken on a life of it’s own. There is a building across the street from her massage studio and I’ve bought out the top floor so I can watch her work through binoculars. She has no idea how much time I spend fucking my hand while she prepares her massage rooms or straightens pillows in the waiting area. I’m a lunatic for her. My every waking moment is consumed by Meadow McManus.

She still doesn’t put up with my bullshit and when we fight, I’m miserable, but I’m also alive. She keeps me sane and she keeps me on my fucking toes. I don’t take a single moment with her for granted.

Meadow has almost reached me now and as soon as she gets to where I’m sitting at the head of the table, I’m getting her alone. I can’t wait another second.

How am I so relaxed and keyed up at the same time? I suppose relaxed isn’t the right word. I’m never completely that way. But five years ago, I rampaged through the New York operation that targeted me—and had the poor judgment to lay a finger on my wife—so that threat has been eliminated. I left such carnage in my wake that my enemies have receded into obscurity and my businesses have grown by leaps and bounds. No one fucks with me or my family. It’s true what they say. Behind every powerful man is a strong woman—and that goes double for me.

My whiskey glass is refilled by Helen and I thank her, though I’m still holding a slight grudge against her for helping Meadow escape five years ago. It took me a couple of days to put together what exactly happened and I confronted Meadow about it. She told me if I fired Helen she would cry. And when I still hesitated, livid over being betrayed by someone on my own staff, Meadow got down on her knees and unzipped my pants, begging me with her mouth to be lenient.

So Helen is still here.

Did I mention my wife is a fucking magician with her mouth?

“Hey,” Meadow says as she reaches me, leaning down to kiss my lips. “You look deep in thought over here.”

I pull her down onto my lap and breathe in the scent of oranges from her neck. “I’m always thinking about you, gorgeous.”

Love fills her eyes. “Are you enjoying your birthday, my king?”

I stroke a hand down her hair. “You always make it perfect. You make everything so damn perfect, Meadow.” Her sweet ass twists in my lap and I bare my teeth at her. “Is that an invitation?”

“I’m always issuing invitations. You don’t always take them.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “Excuse me? Name one time.”

She picks up my whiskey and takes a long sip, setting it back down. “Like yesterday, when you were watching me across the street again while I was at work…and I sat on my desk and did several sexy hair flips…”

A smile slowly widens my mouth. “You know I watch you?”

She hums in her throat, presses her forehead to mine. “I like it,” she whispers. “And it’s not too late to take the invitation.”

I’m carrying her from the room before the words finish leaving her mouth. Everyone in the dining room is well used to me stealing my wife away in the middle of a gathering, so there isn’t even a break in conversation. There is no way I can make it upstairs before getting inside her magic body, so I take a quick turn and step out onto the balcony. A breeze picks up her hair as I set her down and back her toward the closest wall and she’s the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen. Her eyes sparkle with moonlight and love, she’s slightly tipsy and happy.

That’s the best part of all. Meadow’s happiness.

I wonder if she knows it’ll never even equal half of mine.

“I’ve decided what I want for my birthday,” I rasp, drawing up the hem of her dress to her hips.

“Me?” she breathes, reaching for my belt and unfastening it quickly.

“Always, Meadow. Always you.” She removes my cock from my pants and strokes me in her skilled, massage therapist fist. “Ahhhh, Jesus.”

She giggles. “There’s something else?”

I pull down her panties and grip her tight butt cheeks in my hand, lifting and placing her on the wall. Holding her there with my body. “It’s time for another baby.”

“Yes,” she whimpers, spreading her thighs for me, rubbing her wet cunt on my ready shaft. “It’s time. It’s time.”

I growl against her mouth. “I need to watch you grow with my child in your belly again. I want to plant my seed in you. I need that connection to my Meadow. Now.” Emotion catches me in the throat. “And goddammit, baby, you’re such a good mother…”

“And you’re the best father. The best.” Her smooth hands hold the sides of my face. “I love you so much, Walker. The love…it gets more intense every day.”

“Mine is infinite,” I whisper into her mouth, taking her lips in a long, hard, seeking kiss. “This love has no end.” My cock dips into her entrance, but I know from experience it’ll go no further without some force, so I rear back and pump my hips hard, pinning my gasping wife to the wall of our home, gritting my teeth against the pleasure. “Jesus, you’re still as tight as a fucking virgin, baby.”

“Happy birthday to you.”

Only this woman could make me laugh while I’m hornier than a bull.

Keeping one hand on her backside, I slap the other one to the wall and fuck my incredible wife with slow, measured drives. Every stroke is more amazing than the last and as always, she brings me to the edge fast with her breathy sounds and shaking tits. Needing her to come, craving her pleasure, I bend my head down and use my teeth to yank down the neckline of her dress, sucking those pointed red nipples into my mouth, one by one, with a strangled groan.

“Oh Walker,” she wails, curling her nails into my shoulders, signaling her imminent climax. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Tell me what I want to hear,” I shout into her neck.

Her pussy clamps down and her body arches and strains, the orgasm consuming her and bringing mine roaring to the surface. “Fill me up.” Her thighs squeeze around me and she sobs the last part in my ear. “Breed me, my king.”

I do, with pleasure, letting her see my obsession with her in my eyes.

It’s not the last time we make a baby, either, and with the light of my world at my side, we rule Boston—and each other—for the rest of our lives.

THE END

Want more Jessa Kane?


Sacrificed to the Beast is out now on Kindle Unlimited!

Someone has been terrorizing my small town—a huge, horrifying beast, to be exact. He won’t stop rampaging until the villagers sacrifice an innocent. Lucky me! I’m the chosen one. I’ve been tied to a tree in a wedding dress and left as an offering to the cruel ruler of the hills. But once the beast approaches, I glimpse the lonely human beneath the wild hair and mountainous body. Yes, he’s very much a man…a man who will stop at nothing to claim me as his mate.

Get it here:

https://bit.ly/33ZLIpb
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