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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            SINNER’S STARE

          

        

      

    

    
      EVIE

      

      New York City, 1926

      

      The moment I step onto the stage, I stop pretending to be normal.

      I become smoke. Velvet. Sin in silk stockings.

      The room hushes around me, conversations soften like dying embers as the piano warms up behind me. My eyes scan the crowd through the haze of cigarette smoke and bourbon breath. Faces blur together as I spot men in pinstripes and fedoras and women in sequins with wine-red lips. All look to be told a lie, beautiful enough to believe, and I’m damn good at lying.

      Gripping the microphone with a gloved hand, black satin wraps up my arms to the elbow. My dress clings to me like a secret, dripping with obsidian beads and a slit so high it’s practically indecent. Exactly how Johnny, the owner, likes it… exactly how they all like it. But tonight… tonight feels different.

      He’s here.

      I feel him before I see him. Heat prickles beneath my skin, like someone’s running the back of a knife down my spine. My eyes flit to the corner booth.

      It’s always empty.

      It’s always reserved for someone no one wants to admit exists.

      He sits there now, shrouded in smoke and shadow, his legs sprawled like the room belongs to him. A crystal tumbler of whiskey is in one hand. His black coat is open just enough to show the glint of a shoulder holster beneath it.

      And his eyes are on me. Not curious. Not polite. Predatory… like he’s not watching a show… like he’s watching his meal.

      I breathe, slowly and deeply, letting the smoky air fill my lungs, and I begin to sing, “There ain’t no heaven for a girl like me… Just whiskey dreams and a melody…”

      The notes slither from my mouth like honeyed poison. The pianist’s notes trail behind me perfectly— an accent, a compliment. He knows not to compete. Not when I’m like this. Not when I’m dipped in moonlight and menace, wrapped in lies that sound like lullabies.

      The man in the shadows doesn’t blink as his eyes stay locked on mine.

      His jaw flexes when I dip one hip, swaying as I stroke the microphone stand. His hand tightens around his glass when I practically purr the low notes. And when my gaze finds his, truly locking with it, I shiver in awareness.

      Damn.

      He’s not just beautiful.

      He’s brutal.

      His dark hair is slicked back. His olive skin is lit by the golden gleam bouncing off the rim of his glass, and his eyes… ice, fire, and smoke all at once.

      I’ve seen dangerous men before.

      Working here, they’re everywhere.

      Hell, I’ve even dated a few.

      But this one…

      He doesn’t wear danger like a badge.

      He is danger. Sculpted and silent. Watching me like he already knows the sound I make when I come for him.

      My pulse skips. My knees wobble. But I keep singing anyway, “So hold me close, and lie real sweet— Pretend I’m more than blood and meat…”

      A few men cheer. A few toss paper bills toward the stage but I don’t look at them.

      I only look at him.

      He doesn’t smile. He doesn’t applaud. He doesn’t move at all. He just watches me, something feral flickering in his eyes. When I slide off the final note like it’s made of sex and sorrow, he stares right at me and mouths one word, “Mine.”
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      The second my heels hit the marble floor backstage, I curse myself.

      You idiot, Evie.

      I shouldn’t have looked at him like that. I shouldn’t have let him affect me. I shouldn’t have met his gaze.

      I’ve seen men like him before, but never this close. I’ve always known better.

      He’s the kind of man whose presence clears a room.

      The kind of man women vanish around.

      The kind of man the city whispers about, but never names.

      And he just said I was his…

      Pressing a hand to my chest, I breathe fast though my thighs are tight and my stomach is clenched… and not from fear.

      “What the hell was that?” Rosalee, the costume gal, hisses behind me. “You looked like you were about to pounce on him, Evie.”

      “I did no such thing,” I lie.

      She rolls her eyes and bites her painted red lip as she regards me. “Well, if you don’t want him, I’ll throw my panties at his feet and see what happens. A man like that takes care of his woman.”

      No, a man like that owns his woman.

      Snorting, I tug off my gloves and toss them onto my vanity. They land beside the crystal perfume vial. “Be my guest.”

      I don’t mean it.

      I still feel his gaze. It’s burning between my shoulder blades like a brand I didn’t ask for. Needing some air, because the walls suddenly feel too close, I leave my sitting room and turn the corner into the hallway.

      He’s there.

      Leaning against the wall like sin in a pinstriped three-piece suit. He watches me.

      He’s close… too close.

      “Good evening, Songbird.” His voice is low, like gravel dipped in smoke. He smells like whiskey and expensive danger, and I want a closer whiff.

      No. No, I want no such thing.

      I blink and raise my chin haughtily, ignoring the racing of my heart. “You aren’t supposed to be back here.” My voice is breathy.

      He tilts his head, looking down at me. “Do I look like a man who gives a fuck about rules, Songbird?”

      God, he’s huge up close.

      And utterly, dangerously gorgeous.

      Good heavens.

      His arms are thick under his fitted pinstriped jacket. A pulsing vein in his neck is just barely visible beneath his starched shirt-collar. A jagged scar rides along the ridge of his jaw, though it only accentuates it instead of detracts from it. His dark eyes trail over my body and I respond like a match to a fuse.

      “Who are you?” I whisper, already knowing the answer, but wanting him to tell me.

      He smiles. It’s slow and lethal. “Nico Giani, of course.”

      My blood freezes.

      Oh, damn.

      Of course, I know that name. Everyone in this city does.

      Nico is the right-hand-man to Massimo Benedetti, the bootleg king. The man who controls every barrel, every bribe, every drop of blood that leaks out of the city’s underbelly. And he’s standing inches from me… looking at me like he already knows how I taste.

      I try to keep my voice steady, though my knees are weak, my hands are shaking, and I want nothing more than to run. “What do you want, Nico?”

      His eyes drop to my lips before he growls, “You. I want you, Songbird.”

      He says it like it’s already been decided… like I’m not a person but a drink he’s ordered from one of the hostesses… like I’m just a favor he’s pulling or a toy he plans to wind up… and break.

      I back up a step, my spine pressing against the hallway wall. “You don’t even know me,” I reply. “You can’t just come in here and claim me. I’m not some trophy.”

      His eyes narrow on me and he smiles. It’s predatory. “I’ve watched you, Evie.”

      He knows my name.

      I gasp and his voice dips as he says, “I’ve seen you. That’s enough.”

      What?

      He’s seen me and watched me so he thinks he can claim me?

      My cheeks feel hot as I stand at my full height, still a foot shorter than him. Glaring at him, I shake my head. “What does that matter? I’m not one of your girls, Nico.”

      His smile widens at my use of his name. He retorts, “Not yet,” and then, he’s directly in front of me.

      His hand presses flat to the wall on the side of my head and he leans down, boxing me in. His other hand, big, strong, and warm trails up the slit of my dress. He caresses my thigh and I shiver as he stops just before we reach indecency. His knuckles brush against my inner thigh and I instinctually part my legs.

      I manage to gasp. “Don’t,” but we both hear the wantonness in my tone.

      “Tell me to stop, and I will,” he breathes, his breath drifting over my lips and chin. His voice is a velvet threat, and his dark eyes are daring me.

      I don’t tell him to stop.

      I can’t.

      I’m soaked beneath my dress. My thighs are coated with my need. I’m shaking… burning.

      “I thought so, Songbird,” he murmurs. Then, his mouth is on mine.

      It isn’t a kiss. It’s a claim.

      His lips devour mine. His teeth scrape against the fullness before he licks the seam and his tongue slips between them and strokes against mine like he owns it.

      I moan, high and shocked, my fists clenching in the lapels of his suit coat. My leg raises, hitching instinctively around his hip. Grabbing my thigh, he hoists it higher, locking my knee around his hips. His erection grinds against the heat of my core.

      Every inch of him is hard. He’s all fire, danger, muscle, and ruthless intent. His hand moves under my dress, again. He glides it over my inner thigh before trailing it up. Then, further up until he finds what he’s seeking.

      I moan into his mouth, “Mmmmmm,” as he strokes my soaked seam.

      “No panties?” he growls against my lips.

      “Not with this dress,” I pant against his mouth and move my hips against his hand, seeking more.

      “Smart girl.” He mutters, sliding his thick fingers between my legs, stroking my seam again before pressing the tip of one inside of me. He glides in effortlessly with the slickness of my need.

      Moaning, again, “Ahhhhhhh,” I bite his shoulder to keep from screaming aloud as he strokes me while his thumb rolls over my aching nub.

      We’re in the back hallway of the speakeasy, and anyone could walk past. Nico has me pressed against the wall with his hand up my dress and I’m wantonly grinding against him and trying not to wail in pleasure.

      He chuckles darkly as he nips at my lips. “So wet already, Songbird. You want this. You want my mouth on yours as I swallow your moans from my fingers being inside of you. You’re my dirty girl, aren’t you?”

      Yes. God, yes. I’m melting for him.

      I’ll be his dirty girl. I don’t care anymore.

      I’ve lost control. It should terrify me.

      It doesn’t.

      “Nico—” I moan.

      “Shh,” he murmurs, licking the shell of my ear before sucking my lobe into his wicked mouth. His fingers continue to pump inside of me, filling me, teasing me, intensifying my need instead of fulfilling it. “Sing for me, Songbird.”

      My eyes crack open and I stare up at him. He smiles at me wickedly, pausing his ministrations and muttering, “I need to taste what’s mine.”

      Voices sound down the hall. Footsteps echo.

      We freeze and he curses, pulling back with a growl as my eyes widen.

      “Not here,” he mutters, removing his hand and bringing it to his mouth. He sucks his fingers while he moans. Then, he removes them, “You taste like heaven, Songbird. But I need a real taste. Come with me.”

      “Where?” I gasp.

      What?

      What are you doing, Evie?

      He smiles down at me, again, and helps me stand upright on my shaking legs. His smile is wolf-like as he says, “Someplace you can scream and I won’t have to take anyone out for interrupting us.”
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      NICO

      

      She doesn’t say no but she doesn’t say yes, either.

      She just looks at me with those furious, honeyed eyes. Her chest is heaving. Her thighs are still trembling. Her mouth is wet from mine and I know, no matter how furious she is, no matter how much she doesn’t want to want me, I’ve already got her… not because she’s weak, but because she’s strong enough to sense the danger but she still wants to burn.

      Evie Moreau.

      I knew her name before I walked in tonight. I made it my business to know. She's the kind of woman who can drag a knife across your ego while dripping in glass diamonds and a smirk. She's been scraping by since her father’s empire collapsed in flames and working for tips in a club where men want to tip her onto her back.

      She won’t fold.

      That’s why I come.

      She’s got a voice like a sin you want to commit twice and a body that makes liars out of saints.

      I’ve killed for much less.

      “Where are you taking me?” she demands, bringing me out of my own head.

      Pulling her around the corner of the hallway, we pass the storerooms and head through a locked door that only a few people know exists. The air changes the second it shuts behind us. It’s quieter, darker, and thick with promise.

      “My private room.” I murmur.

      “Of course you have one,” she snaps, looking around.

      I do the same, taking in the red velvet settee, the rich leather chair, and the crushed velvet curtains hanging over the walls to make the room soundproof. “You’re lucky I didn’t just take you in the hallway, Songbird,” I reply.

      “I’m still not convinced you won’t.” She almost snarls.

      Turning, I back her into the wall. My hand wraps loosely around her throat. I don’t squeeze. My intent is not to harm her, I just hold her… reminding her of my power. “You want me to, sweetheart?” I lean in, dragging my nose up her jaw and breathing into her ear. “Do you want me to? To lift your dress and pleasure you until you’re whimpering and you forget how to breathe? Until you beg me to really take you?”

      She swallows… hard. Her pupils are blown wide. Her red lips are parted. Her body is already pressing into mine.

      I wait. I want to hear it. I want her to give it to me.

      Evie shivers and her breath catches. “You’re a bastard, Nico.”

      Instead of enraging me, it turns me on even more.

      “Say it,” I growl, leaning even closer. My breath is hot against her cheek and the shell of her ear. “Tell me you want me to make you scream.” My hands land on her hips and she jolts at my touch.

      That’s right, Songbird.

      She hesitates for one second. Maybe two, and then, she breathily whispers, “I want you to make me scream, Nico.”

      I snap.
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      The moment the words leave her mouth, I lift her like she weighs nothing… like she’s already mine—she is— like she’s already ruined and kick the door shut with my boot. She kicks off her heels mid-air as I shove her against the door.

      Our mouths collide again, all teeth, tongue, and heat. Yanking the straps of her dress down, I’m careful not to rip it, but not too careful. She gasps and I break the kiss, looking down as the fabric falls to her waist. Her perfect, rosy-tipped-tits spill free, totally bare and exposed.

      I suck one into my mouth, groaning as she arches into me and her fingers tangle in my hair, yanking me into her. My teeth graze her rigid peak and she moans, her head falling back and her hair escaping her pins. I suck hard on the nipple, dragging another hungry wail from her, “Nico… Ohhhh, Nico…” My mouth travels to the other breast, laving her nipple until she’s flailing, wantonly, against me before I kiss down her sternum. Her scent is intoxicating, a mix of jasmine, sweat, and sex.

      She fists my hair, tugging hard enough to sting. “God, Nico⁠—”

      I growl against her skin. “Your mouth tastes like heaven, Songbird. But I’m going to make you sing, and then, I’m going to fuck you like hell.”

      She hisses, “Shi—” when I drop to my knees before her. Before she can finish, I drape her leg over my shoulder, shove her dress to her hips, and bury my face between her thighs.

      There’s no teasing… no soft warmup.

      She’s already soaked… already shaking. Her back arches and her hips meet my mouth as I lick her slit like I’ve been starving for her because I have. Her flavor coats my tongue and I moan, “Mmmmmm,” as I dip my tongue inside of her for a deeper taste.

      She screams, “Nico! Shit, Nico!” and her hand slams against the wall behind her for balance. The other fists my hair. Her hips grind against my mouth. She’s needy and frantic as she wails, “Oh… shit… Ohhhhhh…” I grip her thighs to keep her pinned before me, alternating between tongue fucking her and flicking her clit.

      “You taste so fucking sweet,” I mutter into her pussy, my tongue flicking and curling before focusing on her clit as I slide a finger inside of her.

      She’s moaning and gasping. Her legs are trembling around my head, and when I suck her clit… hard and insert another finger inside of her, curling it to hit the spot just right, her whole body seizes. “Fuck, fuck, I’m—Nico—” She comes screaming, almost sounding like a song.

      I don’t stop until she’s crying out, again. And then, again… not until her thighs shake so hard she starts to slide down the velvet covered wall because she can no longer support her own weight.

      Rising like the devil himself, I lick my glistening lips and stare at her. My cock is hard enough to ache, and I catch her before she falls.

      Her blue eyes are glassy, wrecked, and completely glorious.

      “I’m not finished with you, Songbird,” I breathe.

      She smiles, breathless and wanton. “Then, don’t stop.”

      I carry her to the settee, dropping her onto the velvet. Her dress is a fringed and sequined ruin around her waist. Her thighs are wet from her orgasms as she sprawls across the cushions. Her chest and pussy are bare, perfect, and bold.

      “Take your clothes off,” she orders me.

      I freeze.

      Is she commanding me? No one commands me.

      Then, I smile and remove my coat while my eyes remain locked on her. My tie comes next. After shrugging off my suspenders, I unbutton my shirt slowly, watching her eyes track every movement like a panther stalking prey. My pistol glints at my side, but she doesn’t flinch as she sees it. She doesn’t even blink. Her eyes lock on my scars and my defined muscles. She likes them.

      Good girl.

      By the time I unzip my trousers, she’s already touching herself.

      Two fingers are between her thighs and she’s stroking herself with her eyes locked on me. I watch as one dips between her folds and she sinks it in past her knuckles. Her eyes flutter and she moans, “Mmmmmm…”

      “Fuck, Evie,” I groan and fall on top of her.

      Pushing her hands away, I line myself up. “Ready, Songbird?” and slide my cockhead through her folds.

      “Don’t you fucking dare tease me now, Nico.”

      That’s all I need.

      I thrust and she cries out as I sink into her to the base of my cock. Her legs wrap tight around my back, her ankles locking. She’s hot, slick, and as tight as sin. She whimpers as she adjusts to me and I barely manage not to come.

      Forcing myself to hold still though I want to fuck her hard, my forehead presses to hers. She moves slightly beneath me and I try not to pant.

      Then, she leans up and her lips lock on mine. She kisses me. Her tongue duels with mine and her hips move, seeking more. Her kiss gets more frantic, like she wants to swallow my soul.

      Maybe she already has.

      I start to move. It’s slow, brutal, and deep.

      She digs her nails into my shoulders as her head falls back and her thighs tighten around me. She’s moaning, cursing, and begging. “Harder,” she gasps. “Fuck, Nico, please… harder…”

      Songbird wants it harder.

      Okay then. You asked for it, sweetheart.

      I give it to her. My hips pummel hers and my cock slams into her brutally. She wails as I fuck her, but she begs for even more. “Nico, fuck me harder… make it hurt. I like the pain… more… please. I can take it.”

      I fuck her harder as I grip her throat. I’m not choking her, but her eyes widen, and I can tell it’s turning her on. We crash together like war… like fire and gasoline. There’s nothing gentle here… nothing soft.

      This is just bodies fucking mercilessly. Sweat and slapping flesh.

      Her name is like a prayer on my lips, “Evie… Fuck, Evie…”

      Her back tightens and bows and she screams my name, “Nico!” like she’s never said anything truer. Her walls clench around me as her breath hitches, and her eyes lock on mine.

      Her orgasm triggers my own and I follow with a roar, “Fuck, Evie! You are mine!” My cum fills her.

      We collapse, tangled together and slick with sweat and clarity.

      Evie is mine.

      She’s not a one-time fuck.

      She’s not a fling.

      She’s my fucking downfall.

      And I’ll bury everyone on this planet in the dirt before I give her up.
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      EVIE

      

      My dress is halfway off. My breath is still coming in ragged gasps. And Nico’s cum is running out of me and down my thigh.

      Yet… I want more.

      Nico should scare me.

      This should scare me.

      Maybe it does… but fear feels like a distant thing when his mouth is still warm on my skin and the scent of sex clings to the air like smoke after a fire.

      Nico is sprawled beside me on the velvet couch. His scarred chest is rising and falling with post-orgasmic calm. His eyes—those goddamn dark eyes—still burn... for me.

      He said I was his… like he owns me.

      No man owns me.

      Or does he?

      He looks like he could kiss me or kill me in the same breath. He could, I’d still arch into him either way.

      Shit!

      This is a mistake.

      A devastating, glorious, ruinous mistake.

      And I want to make it again.
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      “You should get dressed,” I whisper as I continue to stare at him.

      He lazily turns his head toward me and I notice a light scar just over his brow. “Why is that?” he asks.

      I prop myself on my elbow and rest my head on my palm as I look at him, restraining the urge to touch him… again. “You’re dangerous and distracting, Nico. Neither of those are ideal.”

      He stares at me. “I am indeed both. Though, I don’t see the issue, Songbird.”

      I shoot him a glare, through my lashes, and reach for anything to cover myself from his gaze, even though my thighs are still trembling. “You’re a criminal.”

      “I am. I’ve never claimed to be otherwise.”

      I give up my search for a cover and trace his ribs with my fingertip. “You just—” I wave a hand between our tangled bodies “—did criminal things to me.”

      His eyes narrow on me and he runs his thumb over my bare knee. “You wanted more.”

      “I still might.” I sigh.

      Lifting his head, he pins me with his dark gaze. “You’re not going to pretend you didn’t want that, Songbird. You begged me to fuck you, and you begged me to make it brutal.”

      I did. I suppose I have danger in me, too.

      I sigh again, “I don’t have the energy to pretend,” and I trace a shallow scar over his ribs.

      His hand grips my chin. “Good.” His eyes flit over mine and he shifts onto his side, his hand sliding up my leg, again, toward my soaked thighs. “I plan to do it again.”

      God help me, so do I.

      I should get up. I should fix my dress, walk out of this room, go clean myself off, and pretend I didn’t just let Nico Giani fuck me like he owned me. But instead, I lie back and let my head sink into the plush cushion.

      “You always get what you want, don’t you?” I ask.

      He doesn’t answer right away as his fingers drift higher before moving away. He’s teasing me, being cruel. “Not always,” he murmurs as he does it again. My hips jerk and he slaps my inner thigh.

      “And what happens when you don’t?” I moan.

      He leans in, his lips brushing my jaw as his fingers trace over the sting of his slap. “I take it anyway.”

      I shiver, trying not to moan… again.

      I have no fear of him… all I feel is want. That’s worse.

      “Why me?” I whisper softly. “You could have anyone.”

      His finger stills. “You think this is about having you? I’ve had you.” He kisses the side of my throat, slow and possessive before he nips it. “No, Songbird. This is about keeping you.”

      I go still.

      His words are simple. But they shake something inside me. Because no one’s ever wanted to keep me… not since my father’s disgrace… not since I lost everything… not since I became nothing more than a pretty voice in a dirty room full of shadows. Have me, yes, men have wanted that. Take me, yes, though none have. But keep me… no.

      I should run but I don’t. Instead, I press my lips to his and whisper, “Then it’s probably good you know how to fight.”
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      Hours later, I leave the hidden room. My legs are sore. My entire body is buzzing. My mouth is swollen from kisses that weren’t sweet—they were starving. I smell like Nico and sex.

      He doesn’t follow me. He stays in that shadowed room, watching me walk away like he already knows I’ll come back… like I’m not walking away at all.

      Backstage, Rosalee gives me a wide-eyed look. “Where the hell have you been, Evie? You just disappeared.”

      “We were… talking.” I murmur.

      She snorts as she looks me up and down. “Sure, Sweets. Is that what we’re callin’ it now?”

      I ignore her and manage to make it outside into the thick New York night air. Jazz still pulses inside the walls, but out here the city hums louder. Horse drawn carriages roll by, transporting people from place to place. Street lamps flicker. My heels clack against the pavement like a slow, sexy confession.

      And I wonder…

      Did anyone else see us?

      Did anyone else notice that I just gave the devil not just my body but also my soul?

      This doesn’t feel like a one-night thing.

      It feels like something has begun… something that can’t be undone.
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      I barely close the door to my room, in the women’s hotel I now live in, before I collapse against it.

      My heart is still racing. My thighs are still sticky. My body aches in the best way, and I don’t even want to wash it off. I strip slowly, piece by piece, Nico’s voice echoing in my mind.

      “You’re mine now.”

      I’ve never belonged to anyone… never wanted to.

      But the way he said it… it wasn’t a request.

      And I didn’t say no.

      I crawl into bed still smelling like him. Still burning.

      And I know…

      This isn’t over.

      It’s just beginning.
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      I’m onstage, again, and he’s in his booth. Same seat. Same shadows. Same watchful, unblinking stare.

      Only tonight, I sing for him.

      The notes curve low and filthy, wrapping around the microphone like my tongue wrapped around his name. My voice is smoother. Louder. Hotter.

      I know what he can do to me now, and I want him to do it again.

      The crowd doesn’t matter. The spotlight doesn’t matter.

      Only Nico matters.

      The way he tips his chin toward me, barely discernible, lets me know he sees it. Sees everything.

      When I hit the final note on my set, he raises one finger… summoning me.
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      Rosalee grabs my arm backstage. “He’s asking for you.” Her eyes are wide and curious.

      Ignoring her questions, I simply say, “I know.”
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      NICO

      

      Evie sings like she fucks. With fire. With filth. With a sweetness that makes you beg to choke on it.

      She’s back onstage tonight, and everything about her is sharper. Her lips are redder. Her hips roll harder. She stares straight into my booth like she’s daring me to come take what’s already mine.

      I don’t clap. I don’t smile. I raise one finger… and she comes.
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      I’ve ordered the back room cleared out, I don’t want to take her to my private room, the room I had her last night, but also the room I’ve had countless other women in. Johnny tried to protest, muttering something about club policy and V.I.P.s and not wanting blood on the walls. I didn’t say a word as I just looked at him.

      He shut up because he knew I’d have zero issues spilling his blood for disobeying me.

      The room is dim and quiet when she walks in. Her dark hair is pinned high. Her dress is liquid-black, Her eyes are already smoking and I feel my tenuous control shatter like glass under my sole.

      I rise. Slowly, stalking her from my position.

      She closes the door behind her and leans against it. “You summoned me. You should know, I belong to no man, and you don’t get to order me around.”

      I stalk toward her. “You belong to me and you came.”

      Her chin rises. “You don’t own me, Nico.”

      I trap her body between mine and the door. “Of course I do, Songbird.” My head dips and I suck her lobe into my ear. “You’re mine.”

      She trembles. Her breath is shallow as her chest rises and falls, but she’s not scared of me.

      She’s ready.

      “You sang for me tonight,” I murmur, brushing a loose strand of hair from her cheek.

      She lifts her chin. “Maybe I did.”

      “There’s no maybe about it.” I growl.

      I slip my hand around her throat again. It’s light, possessive, and familiar. “No one touches you but me, Evie. No one. You sing for no one but me, sweetheart. I’m the only man who gets to hear what it sounds like when you scream from pleasure.”

      “Is that so?” she says, her red lips brushing over mine. She bites my bottom one. “Make me scream your name.”

      My mouth crashes into hers like a war drum.

      This time, our passion is worse because it’s better. I know her. I know how her body coils when I touch her just right. I know how she gasps when I bite her lip. I know how her thighs squeeze around me when I fuck her deep enough to knock the breath out of her lungs while my hand circles her elegant neck.
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