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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            CAN’T BE TAMED

          

        

      

    

    
      VERONICA

      

      Savannah, 1956

      

      Bellwood smells like surrender and white linen. It sits on a low hill above the river. Its columns are too white and too perfect. Its shutters are painted the same pale blue as the logo on the ornate gates that are always closed to the public, just like every lie my family has ever told.

      Bellwood is a place built on appearances, meant to cage what it can't control.

      They think this house will control me.

      I’m too wild, too reckless, and too me for them…

      They can try to lock me up in silk and scent, but I’ll still slit throats with my smile.

      “Mind your manners, Veronica,” Aunt Livvy, harshly, whispers before I even step from the Buick. “Smile small. Sit up straight. Don’t speak unless spoken to. Respect your namesake. Act like you come from class.”

      Ignoring her, when I really want to scream in her face, I don’t respond and smile widely instead. It’s the kind of smile that makes men sweat and women stare because they don’t know what I’ll do next. She inhales swiftly, but I reach for the handle before she can say anything else.

      Not that it matters.

      I’m always being chastised, talked down to, or they attempt to humiliate me.

      The staff pretends not to notice, but they do. Everyone always notices, though they don’t make eye contact with me. They’ve been told to act like I don’t exist.

      No one looks at me in this place. But wait…

      Who is he?

      Where did he come from?

      He doesn’t look away from my gaze, and instead, meets it head on.

      He’s standing just off the drive with one black boot propped against the base of a stately column. A lit cigarette is between his fingers. He doesn’t wear a uniform. He doesn’t wear the ridiculous hat Aunt Livvy and my father insist on. And he has no practiced politeness… just heat.

      His shoulders are broad and defined, under his black shirt, and his thick veins are prominent below his rolled sleeves. His jaw is chiseled and darkened with stubble. His dark brown hair is slicked back from a face that makes me want to be bad, and his eyes are covered by dark sun shades.

      I wonder what color they are?

      He stands out here, but I don’t think he would ever fit in anywhere.

      I don’t know who he is or why he’s here. But I want to find out.

      He looks like the kind of man who ruins women in rooms with locked doors and stained wallpaper. And that’s exactly the kind of man I want.

      “Who’s that?” I break my silence to ask Aunt Livvy the second we pass by him.

      Her expression pinches and she glares at me, “No one you need to pay attention to. Your father hired him.”

      My father hired him?

      “Security?” I ask, still staring at him as he unabashedly stares back at me, while taking another drag from his rolled cigarette, and holding it in.

      Aunt Livvy’s face shows her disapproval. “No. A fixer.”

      Oh…

      My father hired him for me… as a leash.

      This man is supposed to keep me in line, is he?

      I grin, and unequivocable joy fills me, as Aunt Livvy shoves the small of my back, rushing me to get into the house.

      This is going to be fun.

      Whatever his name is, he just became my new favorite toy.
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      The sun is barely up and the rest of the house is quiet when I find him on the east veranda, staring at the horizon, with a black coffee in one hand and a lit cigarette in the other.

      I don’t announce myself. I just sit, cross my legs, and let my silk robe slide open all the way up to my thigh.

      He doesn’t take the bait, though I know he heard me. His posture changed when I opened the door and stepped out. I let out a dramatic sigh, but he doesn’t even glance over. I suppose I’ll have to force him to.

      “You always this quiet?” I ask, making my voice, deliberately, suggestive.

      He sips his coffee as the steam rises in the air, holds it in his mouth, likely savoring the rich brew, and swallows before, finally, looking at me.

      Unlike everyone else in this ghastly southern prison, he meets my gaze head-on. Green, his eyes are green. “Not always.” The words roll off his tongue slowly, Southern, but rough, like he’s bored.

      “Let me guess,” I say, leaning forward and watching to see if his light eyes dip between my cleavage. “You’re supposed to keep me in line.”

      He smiles, ever so slightly, but it doesn’t reach his eyes, and he ignores the gap in my robe. “Princess… reputation says you refuse to stay on the page.”

      Damn, this one is going to be harder than I thought.

      And I’m not a fucking princess.

      I don’t smile back. Instead, I spread my legs, just slightly.

      He sees it. There’s no way he can’t, but he does nothing. Absolutely nothing.

      He doesn’t lower his eyes, but his jaw flexes just a smidge.

      That’s enough.
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      I wait until the house is fast asleep. Nothing echoes through the stately manor but the wood settling.

      I’m bare beneath my robe, and my feet are also bare so as not to make any noise on the polished floor. There’s nothing between my skin and the sticky air but imported silk.

      I don’t sneak about. I stride. Crossing the marble tile, I glide through moonlight-shadowed halls, and head toward the faint light I spotted in the darkness from my bedroom window. The garden gate is half open and a trail of cigarette smoke curls upward, like a promise into the night air.

      He’s leaning against another stone pillar, backlit in silver from the moon. His dark shirt is unbuttoned at the throat, and the sleeves are rolled again. He’s danger in dark slacks that hug his thick thighs and long legs.

      He watches me walk up to him but doesn’t speak.

      Good.

      “You on Veronica watch?” I laugh as I ask.

      “Apparently.” He murmurs dryly.

      He gives nothing away.

      I’ll give him that.

      “You going to stop me if I misbehave? And do I get a name to go with that sexy face?”

      Taking a long drag, he drops the cigarette to the gravel and crushes it with the toe of his boot. His light eyes stay locked on mine. Blowing out the smoke, he steps forward. Then, he moves more, until he’s in my space. “Careful, Princess… You want me to?” His voice is perfectly calm and he doesn’t give me his name.

      My pulse is anything but calm and controlled. He’s dark, dangerous, and beautiful. I want him… And I want to make him react. Locking my blue eyes with his, I lift my chin. “I’m not a fucking princess. And I want to know what you’d do if I didn’t stop.”

      His eyes never leave mine, but his hand lifts and he grips my neck, just under my chin. It’s not tight. It’s not cruel. It’s just there… a warning that I can ignore if I’m brave enough. Nudging my chin up, he says, “I was hired to tame you, and I don’t play games, Princess.”

      To tame me?

      I don’t fucking think so.

      “I do.” I huskily murmur, arching my back so that my robe gaps. “And tame me…” I laugh outright. “Good fucking luck.”

      He stares down at me, like I’m something he hasn’t decided whether to fuck or to fight. His nostrils flare as he grunts, “You always this reckless?”

      I smile, “No… I’m worse.”

      His eyes flare a second before his hand tightens on my neck and his mouth crashes into mine. It’s not a kiss. It’s a collision.

      I gasp as molten desire fills me and he takes full advantage of it. His tongue slides past my lips. His teeth scrape against mine. I taste cigarette smoke and mint as he pushes me back into the stone archway. My back hits it and he rips at my belt, loosening it so it gaps open. He yanks it and I shimmy, still kissing him. The silk falls to the ground as the humid night air hits my bare skin.

      Breaking the kiss, he bites my lip. I whimper in protest as his eyes drift down my body, and I feel them like a caress. He takes in my nudity… like he’s memorizing it for a trial.

      Grabbing my thighs, he lifts me onto the low stone railing. “This what you want, Princess? You want to be fucked rough and filthy?” he growls against my ear as he squeezes my inner thighs. “You want to break more rules and piss off Daddy? Then beg.” His breath is hot in my ear.

      Wrapping my legs around him, I grind my bare pussy against the bulge in his slacks, and arch my back, tipping my peaked nipples to the sky. “I don’t beg for anything… and I told you, I’m not a fucking princess.”

      His hand closes over my throat again, tighter this time. Just enough to still the breath in my lungs and cause more moisture to flood my thighs and the front of his pants. He stares down into my eyes as I raise my brows at him, daring him. “No,” he whispers. “You don’t. But you are most definitely a fucking princess.”

      Unzipping his slacks with the hand not around my throat, he pulls his cock free. I chance a glance down. He’s hard, heavy, and already leaking as his hand tightens on my throat, again, and he pushes my face up. I’m staring up at him as he stares down at me. His jaw is clenched and his green eyes are pulsing in the moonlight.

      His cock is hot against my thigh. Dragging a finger through my slit, he finds me soaked. He does it again and growls, “You were wet before I even touched you, Princess.”

      “I was wet the second you looked at me in the car.” I gasp as he slides two fingers inside of me, arching my back, as he curls them just right, finding the spot that makes my knees jerk, and my teeth sink into my own lip. I whimper as he pumps them in and out of me, curling and twisting them. My hips move and his hand tightens around my throat as he removes them. “You’re a dirty girl, Princess.”

      I glare up at him. “You have no idea.”

      His dark brow rises and he smiles before he leans down and spits. It drips down my pussy. My eyes widen as he stares down at it and slides his fingers back in, adding a third finger. He pumps and twists, scissoring them, filling me, and fucking me with his hand until I’m panting and clawing at the stone behind me, desperate for more.

      “Still don’t beg?” he murmurs, pausing again.

      “Fuck you,” I pant.

      He pulls away completely, releasing my neck, and staring down at me, looking unfazed except for the tightness of his jaw and the pulsing of his pupils.

      I snap. Lunging, I grab the ends of his belt, dragging him forward. His cock head bumps my clit and I see stars. I moan, “Fuck me. Now.”

      Lining himself up, he surges in, burying himself to the base.

      I scream. “Fuck… Ohhh…. Fuck…”

      He’s big… bigger than I anticipated. He stretches me and it burns because I’m so full.

      He growls as he pulls out before he slams back in. One hand is on my hip, anchoring me, and the other returns to my throat. “Take it, Princess… You wanted this. So, you’ll take it.”

      God, yes.

      I wanted this.

      I do want this.

      I don’t even know his name, but I don’t care.

      He fucks me like he wants the whole manor to hear it… like the walls should shake, the columns should crack, and the bushes should wilt.

      Clawing at his shirt, I pull it open. Buttons fly, scattering on the ground, and still, he fucks me.

      It’s so good… so rough… so aggressive.

      “Harder,” I pant, trying to look down as his cock fills me.

      I want to see it.

      His hand tightens on my throat. “You want to see? You want to see my cock filling your tight cunt? Is that what you want, Princess?”

      I gasp, “Yes. I want to see you fucking me.”

      Letting go of my neck, he grips my ass, lifts me off the railing, and fucks me standing. My back is pinned to the stone post, and his cock is inside of me so deeply, I feel it in my stomach. Looking down, I see him filling me. His thick cock slams in and out of my pussy as it clenches around him. I moan louder, “Mmmmm… Yes,” from how erotic the sight is.

      “You want everyone to know I’m fucking you?” he growls.

      “Yes.” I moan again, grinding down on him. “Fuck me.”

      “You want them to hear how filthy you are?” He grunts as his hips move faster.

      “Yes.” I wail as my head flails from side to side.

      He fucks me faster. Digging his fingers into my ass so hard I’m going to have bruises, he spits on my tits before sucking a nipple into his mouth. He bites down on it as he slaps my clit, hard.

      I come screaming, “Fuck… ohhhhhh… my… God… Ohhhhhhh…” My body is locked. My pussy is clenching so tightly around him, as I come, that he groans.

      “Shit…” He slams in once, twice, then he comes inside of me. “Fuck… Princess… Fuck…” He’s panting against my throat like a man who just broke his own rules, and liked it. He shudders.

      The garden is utterly silent except for our rapid breathing. Thunder rumbles far off in the distance.

      Pulling out, he sets me down slowly. His hands still grip my hips like he doesn’t trust himself to let go. He mutters, “Fucking hell…” under his breath.

      Yeah… fucking hell.

      That was supposed to be a fuck…

      Me playing with him… proving he cannot tame me.

      But that isn’t what that was.

      Fuck…

      Smoothing my hair with hands that shake, I pick up the robe. But I don’t tie it. Let him look… let him remember exactly how I looked the moment he broke.

      Just him?

      “Tell my father,” I say, my voice cool though my heart is racing. “That your little warning fuck didn’t work.”

      He stares at me before refastening his slacks. “You told me to fuck you, Princess. I did. You’re playing a game. I just fucked you because you were here and more than willing. If you want it again… you’ll beg.”

      Shit.

      He’s not angry.

      He’s not smug.

      He’s just dangerous.

      Walking back toward the house barefoot and sore, on legs that slightly wobble, I sigh.

      The magnolias don’t smell quite so, cloyingly, sweet anymore.

      I’m screwed.
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      SILAS

      She’s walking away like I didn’t just fuck her against the stone wall of her family’s, practical, castle, barefoot, with her ridiculously expensive silk robe completely untied. Her thighs are still slick with her own release and my cum. Her hair is ruined, and her mouth is smug… like she didn’t beg for it with her body even while her lips spat defiance… like she won. She doesn’t even know my name.

      Fuck.

      Maybe she did win that round.

      I’ve never wanted anything this badly… after already having it.

      Fucking hell…

      This is a problem.

      Veronica Langford isn’t supposed to matter. She’s a job. The Governor said, “Keep her quiet,” but what he meant was, “Keep her contained.” No press. No scandal. No more whispers about “the wild Governor’s daughter’s sexual escapades.” Or “how she might have killed her mother as a child.”

      He wanted someone to keep her in line.

      Instead, he got me… Silas Crane. A man who doesn’t do lines.

      Smoothing my hair back from my forehead, I lean against the pillar and light another cigarette. Her scent wafts up from my hands. Sex, sweat, garden soil, jasmine, and skin.

      Bringing my fingers to my nose, I smell deeply. Her heady aroma causes my cock to stir… again.

      Fuck.

      I took the job because the pay is obscene.

      I knew Veronica Langford was trouble, but I didn’t think I’d be sinking my cock inside of her and filling her with my cum on day one.

      I should be angry.

      Nope.

      I’m just hard… again.

      The war ruined a lot of things in me. Fighting the Axis powers taught me how to slit a throat, without getting a single drop of blood on myself, shoot fast, fuck faster, and kill quietly.

      It taught me there’s no such thing as control… just delay.

      Veronica Langford doesn’t delay anything.

      She demands.

      And against my better judgement, I fell into her trap.
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      The Bellwood kitchen is quiet when I enter it. The cook left the afternoon coffee on the stove when she left for the day. It’s thick, syrupy, and bitter but I pour it black and sip the cold brew as I lean against the counter, replaying every second from outside.

      Veronica’s approach. Her robe loose and sliding down. The look she gave me, daring me to bite into her forbidden apple. The way her nails dug into my shoulders when she came around my cock. And that voice... silky, breathless, and sharp. Full of southern high-society venom.

      I have a feeling if she asked me to kill for her, I wouldn’t hesitate.

      Fuck.
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      I make a call just after midnight. Governor Langford’s voice on the other end is clipped as he says one word, “Well?” Straight to the point.

      “She’s behaving.” I reply.

      His tone sharpens. “Behaving is not what I asked of you, Mr. Crane. I need her kept completely in line, and with what I’m paying you, I expect nothing less.”

      You can’t tame a wild horse, fucker.

      Glancing toward the stairs and the dark hallway where her bedroom lies, I reply calmly, “She’s not leaving the estate.”

      He laughs harshly, “Good. That girl is poison. She’ll destroy everything if given the chance. With the election coming up, I cannot have her ruining things for me.”

      Of course not.

      “That girl” is your daughter though…

      Crushing my cigarette into the tray on the staff table, I bluntly say, “I said I have it under control.”

      Langford exhales. “If she acts out, you shut it down by any means necessary. I hired you for a reason... Understand?”

      I understand perfectly… if she can’t be tamed, he wants me to take her out…

      I don’t answer him. I just hang up the phone.

      I’m not going to kill a woman just because her Daddy can’t control her life and her lifestyle affects his public image.
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      No one else is up, except the staff, when she walks into the breakfast room wearing a pale blue form-fitting, flared dress and black shoes. Her strawberry blonde hair is brushed into perfect curls, and pulled back on the sides. She belongs on a billboard. She’s perfect, poised, and according to the damn governor… poison. She doesn’t even glance at me as she takes her chair. The butler comes over and offers her a coffee in a dainty cup without even looking at her. She sips it as her aunt walks in, completely ignoring my presence.

      Her aunt sits down, also ignoring me, and asks Veronica to pass the butter.

      I shift my chair just slightly, intentionally letting my leg graze hers under the table. I don’t play games, but I think I’ll make an exception here. She stays perfectly still and poised, ever the socialite. But I see the miniscule flicker in her throat and the pulse tick in her jaw.

      She’s not ignoring me.

      She’s playing back.
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      As the table is cleared from the silent breakfast, she stands and heads down the hallway without saying a word. Getting up, I follow her, noticing her aunt’s pinched expression, and blatant disdain, as I pass her. Entering the drawing room, after Veronica, I close the door behind us.

      She turns, raises her chin at me like a queen, and haughtily says, “Do you think fucking me changes anything?”

      I stare back at her, unflinching. “I know it does… Princess.”

      Her lip curls and her blue eyes narrow. “I let you touch me, not even knowing your name. I came out there to rattle you. That’s not the same thing as wanting you. I’ve let many men fuck me. I enjoy sex. I enjoy doing what I want. And I enjoy testing boundaries… but don’t think you fucking me last night was anything other than that… a fuck.”

      Then why is your pulse racing in your throat, Veronica?

      I smile coldly. “Princess, don’t think me sinking my cock into your cunt and coming inside you was anything more than that. You were wanton and willing. You wanted my cock and I wanted to get off. You came so hard you forgot your own name. I just came.”

      Her blue eyes widen, and her nostrils flare. Before I even realize her intention, her open palm solidly connects with the side of my face. The sound echoes like thunder against the velvet-draped walls. Her eyes flash with fire. Mine do as well.

      She fucking slapped me!

      I catch her wrist before she can pull back. Wrapping my fingers around it, I yank her toward me. I don’t want to hurt her, I just want to remind her of who’s in charge here. This is her reminder that I’m not one of her playthings. I snarl, “You wanted every second of me taking you the way I did. You loved it. You loved being fucked raw against a wall in the open air of the garden where anyone could see you. I think you wanted your aunt to see you being fucked like that. Naked with your legs wrapped around my waist, and your back slamming into stone. That’s your game. Isn’t it, Princess? But I’m not a pawn… You’re not the one calling the shots here.”

      Her blue eyes lock on mine, full of rage… and want. “You don’t know what I want,” she spits out as her chest heaves. “And for the last fucking time, I am not a goddamn princess!”

      Pulling her against me, her chest bumps mine, and I grip her jaw with my fingers and thumb. “Oh, but you are. And… I know you don’t want safe.”

      I press my thigh between hers and she moans, “Ohhhh…” Her heat practically burns me. She’s already wet again. I feel it through my slacks as I move my thigh against her. She instinctually rubs her pussy against me.

      “You’re wet. You can say you don’t want me all you choose, but the scent of your desire says otherwise.” I murmur against her throat. “Your heat burning my thigh and the way you’re rubbing yourself against me says that’s a lie. Say it. Tell the truth.”

      She gasps before she snaps, “No. Don’t tell me what to do!”

      I nip at the underside of her chin, with my teeth, and she moans, again, “Say you want me, Princess.”

      Her jaw clenches and her teeth grit as she sneers, “Screw you! I want control.”

      I grip her tighter and move my knee over her. Her back bows and her fingers dig into my forearms. I mutter, “I can see why you do.”

      I do… I understand why she’s as wild as she is.

      When you’re constantly being told to be less, that you’re worthless and a mistake, and ignored, except when it’s convenient, control validates you.

      She shudders. I don’t think she knows what to do with that.

      I won’t fuck her again. Not yet.

      I hold her hips as she grinds against my thigh. She’s soaking my slacks. She presses harder, desperate for release, clawing at my shirt and begging without a single word. Moving her away, I straighten, smooth my shirt, and leave her like that. Her mouth opens wide and she screams in her throat before snapping, “You bastard!” She’s dripping, furious, and unfulfilled.

      Good.

      I want her angry.

      I want her burning.

      Turning on my heel, I leave the room. Something slams into the back of the door as though she threw it. Smiling, I head down the hall.
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      The afternoon sun is beaming overhead when I’m found by one of Langford’s lawyers. I saw him drive up. He hands me a folder. “You’re here to do a job. Keep her in line. Don’t get attached.” His voice is emotionless.

      Is she really worth so little to any of them?

      He walks away and I open the folder. Inside are photos. Veronica as a beautiful debutante. As a small, stunning child. Clipping of articles from the papers. In them, she’s smiling like she knew, even then, the whole world would kneel for her, or burn, though neither her mother, nor father, are beside her in any of them. The photos show she was an accessory, not a beloved child.

      Setting the photos down, I take out documents. Court transcripts. Multiple hospital visits. Paperwork from a reform boarding school. And the very last sheet is a page from a journal or notebook. It’s a letter. In formal black ink across the top, it says she was seventeen.

      
        
        I will not become another Bellwood wife with her wrists slit in the bathtub.

        I will not drown my sorrows and end my life at the bottom of a pill bottle and a bottle of wine.

        I will not be called a murderer and whispered about in public while I grieve the loss of the only person who ever loved me.

        I will not toe the line and be used only to be cast out and discarded.

      

      

      Closing the folder, I light a cigarette.

      Veronica isn’t dangerous because she’s broken.

      She’s dangerous because she’s not.
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      The house is quiet, again, and the moon is high and bright when I find her sprawled back on a couch in the study. A lit cigarette is between her fingers, and a glass of sherry is beside her on the table. One stocking is half-rolled down her thigh as though she started to remove it before changing her mind. She doesn’t flinch when I enter, though her brow arches. “Back to teach me another lesson?” she retorts.

      “No.” I reply, leaning against the desk.

      Her lips purse and she takes a drag, holding the smoke in, before blowing it out in my direction. She nods at my groin and dryly says, “Then, why are you hard?”

      Pushing off the desk, I step forward and run my fingers over the bruise, at her throat, from last night. It looks as though she tried to cover it with her makeup. “Because I’ve been thinking about what I did to you last night, and I want to do worse.”

      Her eyes narrow on me, and she puts out the cigarette. Leaning back, she parts her knees and raises her skirt to her thighs. “Is that so?” Her fingers trail over the insides of her thighs and she widens them further. She’s not wearing anything under the skirt. Fuck. “Good,” she saucily says.

      Snarling, I unzip my slacks and take out my cock. “I’m going to fuck you, and make you scream my name until you’re hoarse, Princess. But first, open wide. You’re going to suck my cock.”

      Her blue eyes widen and her pupils dilate, but she scoots forward and licks her lips. “What’s your name?”

      My cock hardens further and I answer her, “Silas. Silas Crane.” She smiles as she wraps her hand around me, pulling me forward by my cock.

      “Nice name. It suits you.” She bobs her head, as she stares up at me, and my cock disappears past her lips. She sucks as her tongue flattens and she takes me into her throat, only stopping when my balls touch her chin. Her eyes lock on mine and she moves. Her cheeks hollow as she takes me into her throat again and again and again. Fisting her hair, I move her head, fucking up into her mouth. She gags and spit pools at the corners of her mouth before dripping down her chin, but she never stops.

      A moan escapes me, “Mmmmm, fuck, Princess…” She’s a pro. My thighs burn as my balls tighten, but I’m not coming in her mouth. Not this time. Pulling her hair, I grunt, “No, not this round. I want to fuck your pussy.” She releases my cock with a pop, and I yank her up, still fisting her strawberry blonde hair. Gripping her waist, I turn us before shoving her over the desk top. Her cheek hits the polished wood and she laughs. It turns into a moan as I shove her skirt up to her waist and drag my cock through her soaked folds. “You’re a dirty girl, Princess. You suck cock like a pro.” I growl.

      Grinding her ass against me, she purrs, “Make me dirtier, Silas.”

      My name, on her swollen lips, causes me to harden even more. Pressing the head of my cock to her soaked slit, I sink in slowly, feeling her pulse and clench as she adjusts to me. She gasps, “Ohhhh… shit… you fill me so good, Silas.” I bottom out and her hands claw the desk edge. “Fuck… Ohhhhh… fuck…”

      Pulling out to the tip, I slam back in. Her cheek slides on the desktop and I repeat the process. “You want me to fuck you… to bury my cock inside of you as far as I can… You want to be taken… to be owned… by me… Don’t you, Princess?” My fingers are biting into her hips as my cock pummels her pussy. “Tell me… Say it… Tell me what you want.” I demand as I fuck her.

      She plants her hands on the edge of the desk, pushes back against me, and moans, “Fuck me like you own me Silas... Fuck me like you’ve never fucked anyone before. I want it… I want it all…”

      My chest tightens and my hips slam into her, so hard I have to be hurting her. She not only takes it, but she demands more… like she’s a sin wrapped in silk and I’m the man sent to punish her for it.

      Her head flails from side to side and her hips arch as she gets on her tiptoes, deepening the angle of my thrusts. I’m fucking her so hard that my thighs burn, trying to hold back my orgasm. Slapping her ass, I leave a bright red handprint on it and she squeals, “Fuck… Yes… Ohhhhh, Yes…” More moisture coats me and she starts to quiver. I slap the other cheek as hard as I can. She screams my name as she comes, “Silas! Fuck… Silas… Oh, fuck… Oh… My… God…” There’s nothing ladylike in her scream. It’s not muffled. It echoes off the walls, completely raw.

      I don’t stop. I keep pounding until my thighs ache and my vision turns white. I bellow, “Princess… Ohhhh… Princess,” as I come deep inside of her. She gasps, again, as stream after stream of cum fills her. I stay slumped on her back as we both breathe raggedly.

      Pulling out, I look down. My creamy, white cum is dripping out of her, still spasming, pussy. Grabbing my pack of hand-rolled smokes from my shirt pocket, I light one over her bare back. “You’re going to destroy me, Princess,” I mutter softly.

      Fuck…

      She is.

      She tilts her head so she can look at me, with her cheek still pressed to the desk top, and she smiles like a vixen. “You wouldn’t be the first. But I’ll make it worth it.”

      Shit…

      I think she already is.
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      VERONICA

      There’s still cum on my thigh, and blood under my nails from where I dug them into the desk so hard, the nails pulled back a bit last night. I’ve never felt more alive.

      I smile as I look in my mirror. My long, strawberry blonde, naturally wavy hair is down, flowing over my shoulders and back and I grin at the bruises on my hips from where Silas gripped me like his property.

      I wish Aunt Livvy and my father could fucking see them.

      I wish everyone could.

      Let the ghosts in these walls whisper about what I’ve become… or what they’ve always said I was.
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      The morning sun hits like a slap, too bright and too honest. Aunt Livvy’s jaw tightens when she sees me, at the breakfast table, in a silk blouse that doesn’t hide the marks on my collarbone. I butter my toast, like I didn’t get fucked face-down, across the family desk, in the study last night.

      She doesn’t say a word. She doesn’t have to. The disgust and disdain written on her pursed face is like reading a book. She settles in her chair and reaches for the peach preserves to spread over her toast. Lifting it, she takes a bite, purposefully shunning me.

      I hope you choke.

      Silas enters the room like smoke, quiet, slow, and lethal. He’s wearing black slacks that hug his thighs, a tight black shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows, and his dark hair is slicked back, accenting his defined, stubbled jaw.

      His green eyes cut to me as soon as he clears the doorway, and heat instantly blooms low in my belly. My thighs press together, under the table, and my nipples bead beneath my bra.

      It’s not shame I feel… it’s hunger… for more… for him to take me harder… for whatever he hasn't dared do to me yet.

      I excuse myself after two bites. Not because I’m done eating but because I want to know how fast he’ll follow me.

      Aunt Livvy makes a disgusted sound low in her throat. She doesn’t bother to hide it.

      Ignoring her, I walk out of the breakfast room and past the servants who also ignore me. I don’t go to my room. Following the hall to the end of the house, I open the door and stop outside. Crossing through the extensive gardens, I enter the greenhouse. It was built a decade before the war and smells like rich earth, rot, honeysuckle, and wet orchids.

      No one comes here in the Georgia heat… except me. I actually like to sink my hands in the dirt and nurture the plants. There’s something magical about coaxing new things to grow.
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      He finds me about fifteen minutes later. He doesn’t knock. He doesn’t speak. He just closes the greenhouse door behind him and stalks through the sunlight, like something I pulled from my own sick little fantasy.

      “I knew you’d follow me.” I smirk.

      His mouth is a line of tension. “My job is to follow you, and you left the door open.”

      “No one comes out here. It’s beneath them. But then again, according to them, so am I…” I laugh, though nothing about it is funny. “I was hoping you’d slam it.”

      He stalks forward without another word. His eyes stay locked on mine, and my heart is racing as I back into the potting table.

      I don’t want to play games. There’s no teasing as I yank my skirt up around my waist and hop onto the table. Spreading my legs, I show him I’m bare and already wet just from thinking about him. I’m already ready… already his.

      I want him.

      And not in the way I usually want men.

      His nostrils flare as he looks down at my glistening strawberry blonde curls. “Maybe I’m done with you already,” he mutters, his voice as dark as sin.

      Is that right?

      I meet his green gaze with my blue one as I drag my own fingers through my soaked curls. His pupils dilate and his cock grows even larger, behind the material of his slacks, as he watches, mesmerized. “No, I don’t think so, Silas. You’ve barely started.”

      Without a word, he unbuckles his belt like a man who’s not going to stop until I scream, until I’m hoarse… or I cry from the intensity.

      God help me, I want to do both.

      As soon as he releases the button, the zipper opens on its own from the pressure of his cock pressing against it. It pops free, thick, so hard, and oozing precum from the bulbous tip.

      He doesn’t bother to undress me. He doesn’t whisper sweet nothings in my ear. What would be the point? He just parts my knees further, steps between them, and slams into me with a growl, bottoming out with one thrust. One hand digs into my hip. The other covers my mouth when I scream.

      God, do I scream.

      It comes from deep in my belly, high-pitched and guttural at the same time. He’s not gentle and he doesn’t stop as his palm covers my mouth and the lower part of my jaw. He just pulls out to the tip before slamming back into me so hard that the table jumps in the dirt.

      Another pleasurable scream, from the delicious pain, is ripped from me and muffled by his hand. Gripping the edge of the table, I anchor myself and shove my hips into him, meeting his every thrust. Opening my mouth, I try to bite his palm. His eyes lock on my heavy ones, and I stare at him. Sliding his hand down my chin, he rests it at the base of my neck, like a collar. I smile at him before moaning loudly.

      “Ohhhh… Yes… Fuck me… Harder… You can do worse… Fuck me, Silas.”

      His hips slam into me harder, and his hand tightens on my neck. The air is hot and damp in the room. Even the walls sweat. My body shakes from the intensity while he just keeps fucking me, like he’s trying to erase the world.

      My heel catches on the shelf below me and a pot crashes to the dirt. Still, he doesn’t stop.

      Releasing the table, I rake my hands down his chest, through his shirt before digging them into his arms. The angle of his thrusts hits the perfect spot inside of me and his groin bumps, and rubs, over my clit. My back bows as the tremors start, rolling in my belly and traveling up and down. I scream, “Silas… S… I… L... A… S…” as I come. My entire body arches, my pussy clenches around him, and black spots form behind my eyelids.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/chapter-break.jpg





OEBPS/images/ironlacebk4.jpg
INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTH

SKYE TURNER





