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Chapter One
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Sabrina

The euphoria slipping over me like a second skin was nothing short of liberating as I sashayed my way through throngs of glittering guests, surreptitiously eavesdropping on their conversations while I sipped on overpriced bubbles. 

I was born for this subterfuge...for the thrill of the hunt. Except, I was no hunter, I wasn’t even a spy. Hell, I wasn’t even meant to be here tonight.

I was Sabrina Costa, the one and only daughter of the Costa mafia family. Not only was I invaluable, a pawn to my family, I’d become somewhat invisible, too. I could put up with being a pawn—weren’t we all?—but it grated my gears that I’d never been allowed to bask in the power and prestige given freely to my brother, Salvatore. 

I was determined that would change tonight and I’d be the one who’d uncover what was really going down with our rival mobster family, the Agostinos. 

A shiver of unease threatened to take away my swagger. If my father or my brother caught me here at our rival’s house, I’d never be without a guard again. Hell, there was a chance I mightn’t even make it out of this party alive, if my own family didn’t kill me first.

The knowledge sent my pulse racing, my breath catching in the throat. A smile curled my lips. Damn, it was good to finally feel alive! Being groomed to be the next bride to some Frankenstein mobster wasn’t my one and only objective in life. That was pretty much last on my bucket list.

I was determined to prove one way or another that I wasn’t just a pretty face. I had power too, along with connections, they were just more...subtle. I touched my plump, lower lip. One didn’t need to fire a semi-automatic when poisoned lipstick could do the job with so much more...finesse. 

Not that I was planning on killing anyone tonight. Information was all I desired. After all, information was power and I craved that rush like nothing else, craved to experience what my brother did on a daily basis.

Being a woman hadn’t curbed my killer instincts, if anything it’d honed them sharper. I wasn’t a behind-the-scenes type of woman, I never had been. I might have been homeschooled and kept socially inept, but it hadn’t dulled my brain. My teachers had quickly learned I was bright. Too bright at times for the social role I’d one day soon be forced to play—an arranged marriage to propel my mafia family’s standing to the top of the heap once and for all. 

I had a fair idea now which man out of the three other mobster families my father planned to assign me to, and it most certainly wouldn’t be one of the Agostino brothers. My dad was already leaning toward the Accardi family underboss, anything to push back the powerful Agostino uprising. 

I’d be fed to the wolves, quite literally, my virtue of no importance once my father agreed upon my worth. That I was a beauty along with being an innocent would no doubt increase my potential groom-to-be’s desire to have me...to own me. And probably hurt me. It would be considered a small price to pay so that my family could wrestle back mobster dominance. 

Little wonder I’d been guarded so stringently. My role as daughter had been just as important, possibly more so, than the role of my brother. It meant I’d had few friends or social interactions growing up and I’d had to strive to be adept in a crowd, playing it cool when inwardly my ego and passionate nature battled with my fragile insecurities and inexperience with social engagements.

The one benefit from my upbringing was that no one recognized me now. I was a stranger here, slipping through the party like a wraith in my wraparound, red sheaf dress and silver heels. I’d ensured my striking platinum blonde hair, a trait I shared with Salvatore, was pulled off my face in a braided topknot. I hadn’t had time to do much of anything else. Even my lipstick had been applied hastily in the back of the cab I’d ordered to pick me up a block away from my family home.

The Agostinos lived an hour west of New York City, their house overlooking the same Promenade River that my family’s house did. Except us Costas lived an hour east of New York. It didn’t stop the turf rivalry between us. It was legendary and spanned generations thanks to our forebears who’d moved from Sicily with nothing but a gun, and whole lot of grit and determination. 

“I hear Ethan won’t be joining us for at least another hour.”

My ears pricked at the name of the Agostino underboss, and I tuned into the gossip ensuing between the three young, designer clad women dripping with jewels and barely withheld envy. 

“He’s celebrating privately first, if you get my drift,” said a brunette, her sparkly diamond clips holding back the sides of her dead-straight hair.

Celebrating what, exactly? A pity I couldn’t approach and straight out ask them. Not without drawing attention to myself.

“Surely there are enough girls willing to do him for free?” a dark-haired women asked, her hands fluttering as she fanned her flushed face. “Lord knows I’d do him in a heartbeat.”

“Who says he wants them willing?” the brunette asked with a husky, evocative laugh. “Besides, you’d do anyone for free,” she added with a malicious sniff.

I didn’t hang around to hear the rest of their mean dialogue, instead I found myself drifting around the huge marble staircase while my thoughts also drifted. I only hoped my platinum wig, which I’d left lying on top of my pillow on my bed back home, would trick anyone who might look in on me until I returned home. 

It’d be unlikely anyone would bother. It wasn’t like I had a mother anymore to care about me and my father most certainly didn’t. As for my brother, our bond was seriously close but even he was too busy lately in his role as our father’s underboss to focus on me.

No one would miss me until morning.

In the meantime I had to be careful not to engage in conversation with anyone while being mindful my distinctive hair stayed pulled back so that I didn’t stand out. Another frisson of excitement sparked through me as I edged through the crowd. I was just another beautiful face amongst these wealthy and overdressed guests.

The fact I might be one of the few women here without a clutch purse or cellphone was probably more noticeable than my hair. It’d been worth it though just so that I had no identification on me, no proof to get me caught out. 

This is stupid! Reckless. Dangerous. 

“And I wouldn’t change a thing,” I murmured to myself as I rounded the grand staircase with its glittering chandelier hanging high above.

I stopped as I inadvertently stumbled upon a discreet service entry elevator, where a harried young waiter pushed a cart of liquor and other supplies inside, the doors then sliding shut behind him.

My belly fluttered and my womb clenched. Was that where I’d find the underboss? Ethan might not yet be the don, but it would only be a matter of time before he took over from his father.

I shuddered. Ethan’s father, Lorenzo, made my own dad look like Prince Charming. Violence might be a way of life for our families, but Lorenzo was as soulless as a man could get without already being in hell.

Even I’d heard rumors about the Agostino don’s proclivities. He enjoyed inflicting pain and punishment, and got off on watching others suffer. Not even his family was safe. I could only imagine the sadistic children he’d raised. 

The elevator doors reopened and a suited man stepped out. His dark eyes trawling over my silver-blonde hair, he asked, “You’re here for Ethan?” 

I blinked, then automatically nodded as realization kicked in. The soldier presumed I’d been hired to have sex with his boss. I ran an absent hand along the silky fabric of my short, fitted gown. I hadn’t intended to dress like one of Ethan’s whores, but who was I to deny fate? I wanted answers, what better way to get them than straight from the horse’s mouth.

The suited man’s eyes glinted. “I can see now why he has a thing for blondes. That lucky bastard really is celebrating tonight.”

I managed a coy smile. Fuck. Did high-priced whores act cheap or did they swan around like celebrities? The whores that my dad and brother had brought into our home hadn’t exactly been subtle about their intentions. But surely discretion was what a higher-end escort provided?

I sashayed past suited-man and stepped alone into the elevator, my panties already a little damp just thinking about what could happen upstairs with Ethan if I wasn’t careful. He’d be expecting pre-celebration sex, probably hardcore stuff only the most experienced of women would know how to enjoy.

I swallowed as the doors slid shut and the elevator swept me upstairs. I’d seen pictures of Ethan. He might have been good looking if not for his hard eyes and the jagged white scar spreading halfway along his jaw. If his full lower lip hinted at sexuality, the thin upper lip hinted at cruelty.

He was something of a paradox to me even before the elevator doors slid open and I was greeted with the man himself...in all his naked glory.
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​Chapter Two
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Ethan

I lounged back in one of my parlor’s many cushioned seats, my dick giving a half-interested spasm as one blonde whore bent over another on the daybed and snorted a thin white line of crank from her hairless pussy. The two women could be sisters for all I knew. They had the same big, enhanced tits and lips, the same sapphire blue eyes and toned, golden bodies with identical pierced clits.

I was tempted to sample some crank from both their pussies to see which one got me highest, but I needed to keep a clear and cool head if I was to face the guests later with my usual dominant control. Even in my own extended family there were those who hoped I’d fail while they climbed a rung or two on the ladder along the way.

I’d ensure those same people hit rock bottom and stayed there while those who wished me the best or helped me triumph were rewarded accordingly. 

I drew a hand up and down my dick. Speaking of reward...it was time these blondes got me off. I might be sporting a hard-on, but that was nothing new. I was perpetually hard and ready to fuck at a moment’s notice, even when my interest was only half in the game.

I waved a hand at the whores to take me in their mouths. Two tongues dancing along my erection were always better than one. Just as one mouth sucking me, followed by another, always made me come harder. 

I’d already watched them tongue each other’s pierced clits before they’d come with little shrieks, their arousals scenting the air and sticking in a filmy dew to their inner thighs. It had taken everything I had not to ram my dick into one of their saturated pussies. But if I lost all discipline with a woman, who said my next loss of self-control wouldn’t come at the expense of my life?

In my business, control was everything. 

I closed my eyes as one of the whores sucked the considerable length of my dick. I thrust a brutal hand through her hair to help dictate her up-down motion. She gasped, her distress all too clear. That it turned me on made me loathe myself almost as much as it intensified my arousal.

Not everyone agreed with my dark desires. Not even these whores I paid a small fortune to please me.

The elevator doors pinged as they opened once again. I smiled, but didn’t bother opening my eyes. I enjoyed putting on a show for the harassed wait-staff. A perverse part of me wanted to remind them of my authority and clout, of my sexual dominance. It didn’t hurt my reputation, either. 

The other whore, who’d been licking and sucking my engorged nuts, stopped suddenly, unprofessionally, to snipe, “Who the fuck is she?”

The way she said it in an aggrieved, envious voice caused my eyes to snap open. My hand involuntarily clenched in her friend’s already ravaged scalp as my breath stalled deep in my throat.

The woman inside the elevator wasn’t just anyone. She was an angel sent from heaven, or at the very least, an angel sent straight out of my wet dreams into my present reality.

Surely she wasn’t one of the blonde whores sent to keep me happy tonight? Not even the exclusive, high-priced agency that was one of my family’s many businesses had a girl like this one. Was she new? She was most definitely exquisite. I couldn’t take my eyes or mind off her, not even when the whores took turns sucking my dick.

From her platinum blonde hair to her silver-gray eyes brimming with intelligence, and her slender physique with tits that were barely restrained inside her dress, she was—

A groan wrenched from my throat as a shockwave tore through my body, then forcibly ejaculated out of me. All thanks to the vision standing in front of me.

Not by the suctioning, practiced rhythm and pressure of the whores’ mouths on me. I got blow jobs on a regular basis and was cynical enough to recognize I’d been getting too much of a good thing, like an addict needing more drugs to neutralize the craving.

I released my grip on the whore’s hair. That she was professional enough not to wince or gag thanks to the huge load I’d poured down her throat was a credit to her. Once she’d licked me clean, I nodded carelessly at the other whore to do the same, my gaze not once leaving the angel who stood gaping at me from the elevator.

I should probably feel...something. Regret, perhaps? But I’d long ago refused to be weighed down by emotion of any kind, not even in front of a woman who’d jumped straight out of my fantasies. 

Only when the whores straightened, no doubt assuming they’d finished their duties for the night, did I then nod at the dark-haired man who stood in the far corner of the parlor. That Evander was also my younger half-brother and a trusted capo was neither here nor there. He might have enjoyed the voyeuristic show, but he loved to fuck, too. 

“They’re yours now, Evander. Share them with the other men. Ensure everyone gets some action. I do not want to be disturbed for the next hour.”

Evander nodded, his broad shoulders clenching beneath his Armani jacket and his brilliant stare gleaming as he herded the naked blondes out of the parlor and into some other area of the house where he and the men would have some fun.

I barely noticed them leave. All my focus remained on the angel who had yet to step out of the elevator and into the room with me. She was a heady mix of shy and emboldened, the tip of her pink tongue moving out to lick her full, crimson lips.

My dick jerked and thickened once again, and my voice came out like sandpaper when I asked, “You’re not from our agency, are you?” 

Her eyes flashed. “Why else would I be here?”

“Why indeed,” I murmured. I glanced past her delectable body to her empty hands. “A hooker without a clutch bag filled with paraphernalia. Am I missing something?”

Her face blanched, but then she smiled and I was too distracted to act on her flash of guilt. “Of course you’re missing something,” she crooned.

“Oh?”

She bent her legs and swept her hands down and out, showcasing her legs that were as perfectly proportioned as the rest of her. “You’ve been missing out on me,” she answered huskily.

She wasn’t wrong. Where had she been all my life? Yet irrational disappointment bit deep even as satisfaction settled over me. I wanted her to be the innocent, naïve woman who enchanted and fixated me, even as I wanted her to be the whore I could fuck into submission until her cries filled my ears and my seed filled her empty crevices.

“Come here,” I commanded.

After a momentary pause, she stepped out of the elevator and into my parlor, my dick lifting like a snake in front of her hungry stare. I smirked. Oh yes, she wanted me, her innocent demeanor offset by a passionate nature she hadn’t quite managed to repress.

My engorged dick throbbed with painful need, as though I’d not just blown my load a few minutes earlier. “Dress off. Now.”

She blinked, the faint tremor in her hands the only indication of nerves. “It doesn’t work that way, not with me,” she said huskily.

Shock for a moment held me in its grip. Since when did a whore tell me how things worked? I commanded and they obeyed. Yet a part of me was stimulated by her defiance, aroused by a need to dominate and fuck her into complete capitulation.

The pulse at her throat surged, and suddenly I wanted to bite her there before kissing away the sting. I wanted to taste and lick and bite every part of her body, while inhaling her scent until she became a part of me.

Holy fuck. I hadn’t been this stimulated since...forever. But it didn’t mean I’d let her waltz in here like she ran the fucking show.

“You’re telling me how it works in my home at my party?” I asked. “Do you know who I am?”

She nodded. “I know exactly who you are, Ethan Agostino.” She stopped in front of me, and I inhaled her amber notes with fruity peach undertones, like the scent had been made especially for her. Damn. This whore had done her homework, knew how a unique scent like hers drove me half-crazed with lust.

My dick bucked, the skin on my shaft pulled so damn tight I wondered if I might embarrass myself and lose all that control I prided myself on. “So how does it work?” I asked, giving into the treacherous desire to see exactly what she was playing at.

“You ask me to do something, then you have to reciprocate in return,” she said huskily, her voice rich honey poured over a delicate bite of velvety, dark chocolate.

“So take off your dress,” I instructed, “then I might reciprocate.”

Her silver-gray eyes turning molten, she tugged at the little bow on the side of her dress that drew the fabric tight around her waist, delineating it. Only once the fabric loosened did she draw the gown up and over head, exposing her gorgeous body in a crimson lace thong and matching bra that barely contained her plump, ripe tits.

I lowered my gaze, my mouth drying at the narrow, platinum blonde tuft of hair just visible through the triangular bit of lace that made up her tiny thong. She was a natural blonde. Even her pale skin was flawless, except for the fine white scar embedded on her hip. I frowned, tempted to ask about it, needing to know everything about her past, present and her future.

Because as sure as I’d be crowned don in the next hour, I knew she had to be a part of my future. I’d force her if necessary. She was already my employee, it wouldn’t be too difficult coercing her to be my mistress for as long as she continued to excite and arouse me.

Taking was what I did. I saw no reason to stop now.

She was mine.
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​Chapter Three
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Sabrina

What the fuck was I doing? And yet, even as I questioned my sanity, adrenaline poured through my veins right alongside lust, reminding me just how alive I felt.

Ethan exposed my deepest, darkest desire to be noticed, venerated even, his approval making me soaking wet. That his eyes seemed to drink my body in like a man dying of thirst sent even more moisture between my thighs. 

I knew exactly where he could quench his dehydration!

Not even the fact I’d seen him with two other women could deprive me of what I wanted. The fact I was a Costa who had to preserve my virginity was the only thing depriving me of that.

“So,” he said roughly. “Tell me what you want from me in return?”

Other than his thick, monstrous cock deep inside me? I shuddered. No, impossible. I really did have to stay a virgin for my future mobster husband or my life would likely be forfeited. Besides, Ethan’s cock would never fit inside me, no matter how much welcoming lubrication soaked my core.

“You already have your clothes off,” I said huskily, trying not to stare at the hypnotizing tribal ink on his upper thighs, or his big thick cock sitting in-between like a serpent ready to strike. That he was broad shouldered and corded with muscle, a six pack rippling faintly across his flat belly and showcasing his strength made my insides cramp and my temperature soar. “So I don’t need to ask you to strip.”

“I can think of a lot of other things we could be—”

“What are you celebrating tonight?” I interjected quickly, before I chickened out and decided this was a bad idea, after all.

A frown darkened his face and, even without the scar cutting across his jaw, cold cruelty lurked beneath his dark stare. It was that side of him I’d never wanted to see.

“Why does that matter?” he asked, his voice a low, accusatory growl.

Shit. I blinked. I needed to distract him, and fast. Unhooking my bra and dropping it to the floor, my unfettered breasts bounced free, my pink nipples tightening. At this point, the possibility of losing my virginity far outweighed the possibility of losing my life.

“It doesn’t matter,” I answered with a husky laugh, even as I climbed onto his chair, my knees bracing either side of his thick, muscled thighs while I looped my arms behind his head. “I was just curious, that’s all. You seem to prefer celebrating alone.”

“Except I’m not alone, am I?” 

I managed to titter nervously, my breasts jiggling. But though his dark eyes barely warmed, his smile was strained as he reached for me and sealed his mouth across mine. I moaned then, forgetting about everything but our scorching chemistry as electricity danced between us. 

I wasn’t a skilled kisser by any stretch of the imagination, but even I recognized talent as he pillaged my mouth, the faint taste of whiskey on his lips while his tantalizingly crisp citrus and marine aftershave filled my nostrils. It wasn’t until his big hands locked onto my hips, his calloused fingertips digging into my ass cheeks that it registered in my foggy, lust-fueled brain that I needed to stop. 

I came here for information. At this rate, I’d be leaving emptyhanded and with a broken hymen for my trouble.

Better than not leaving at all.

Any hint of me being a virgin and my deceit would be exposed. And then it would only be a matter of time before Ethan dragged the truth out of me. Whether I survived his vengeance after that was...doubtful. 

He paused, then peeled his lips away from mine, his scorching eyes holding my stare. “Is something wrong?”

I swallowed hard. “Of course nothing’s wrong,” I managed. “It’s just—“

“Yes?” he prompted, one dark eyebrow cocked and his even darker eyes glinting with a mix of blatant curiosity and barely veiled impatience.

“If you really want to know,” I said, using my best timid voice, though that wasn’t hard when every cell in my body told me he wasn’t buying my performance. “My mama taught me values, and it’d kill her three times over again to know I’m now selling my body to pay my bills.”

“So prostitution is a recent venture?” I gave him a jerky nod. “And your mother is dead?” he asked softly and with such unguarded intensity I was glad I didn’t have to put on another act. My emotions were all too real.

Tears welled. “Yes, she died when I was twelve.” The pain of her death still invaded my dreams at the smallest provocation. “It’s just my dad and my older brother now.”

“And they know what you do?’

Oh, crap. I nodded jerkily, already caught up in the tangle of my own lies.

His brilliant obsidian stare narrowed and I resisted squirming as he seemingly deciphered all my thoughts...my treachery and lies. “If they loved you they would never allow you to sell your body.” Whatever empathy he’d had seemed to dissolve, his eyes sharpening. “Who sent you here?” he growled. “The O’Malleys? The Accardis?” He inhaled sharply. “The Costas?”

My insides cramped and my heart fluttered. I should have known better than to come here and imagine I’d uncover information. This man bristled with feral energy, his cock quivering beneath me as I sat on him with my breasts hanging in his face.

Nothing about me had been enough of a distraction to divert his suspicious mind. Not that I blamed him. His guarded nature had been what had kept him alive all these years while many others had fallen by the wayside. How could I have forgotten his older brother who’d died with a bullet in his head thanks to our turf wars?

Goose bumps prickled across my skin. If Ethan even half-suspected I was a Costa I’d be dead within the hour—no doubt after he’d fucked me and tortured me, then thrown me away with the rest of his garbage. 

The hatred between our families knew no limits.

I managed a smirk. I wasn’t ready yet to throw in the towel. I valued my life way too much. What was the harm in one more white lie? None, if it meant my heart kept beating. “My dad and my brother aren’t happy about my...career choice, but they’re beginning to understand I’m setting up a future for myself, and that means making men like you happy while I fill up my bank account.” 

He didn’t need to know I was full of shit and that I’d settle for making it out of here alive and unharmed.

“Prove it, then,” he growled. At my frown he added, “Take off your pretty little thong and put my dick inside you where it should have been ten minutes ago.”

I pushed off the chair and stood in front of him in nothing but my spiked heels and my thong. Hooking my thumbs beneath the insubstantial scrap of string at my hips, I pulled my thong down slowly, my brain whirring with escape plans even as a part of me actually wished I could have sex with this man.

He wouldn’t be gentle. His eyes didn’t lie. He’d lived a tough life in his short thirty-five or so years. He’d probably fuck me with rough and callous indifference. And yet a part of me yearned for him to do just that. I didn’t need contrived respect, one I knew he’d never give me anyway. What I craved was the danger and excitement, and more importantly, the power he wielded. 

I sensed he’d give me that and more.

I straightened proudly in nothing but my high heels. My body was naturally slender, with my breasts a little too large for my frame. That alone seemed to please most men, and Ethan wasn’t immune. 

“Allow me to give you one piece of advice,” he said in a raspy voice.

“Of course.” I was intrigued, despite myself.

He dragged a fisted hand up and down his cock. “Don’t let guilt control you, not ever,” he said, almost lazily. 

“It sounds as though you’re speaking from experience.”

He snorted. “I learned the hard way guilt is a wasted emotion. You take what you want in life and don’t look back. Not ever.” He blinked, his eyes now burning. “But enough with the small talk, angel. I need you on my dick.”

Holy fuck. My legs went weak even as my mind sharpened and lit up with a lightbulb of inspiration. Pressing a hand to my midriff, I said, “Do you mind if I use the ladies room first. This is terrible timing, but I’m cramping—“

“You think a little menstrual blood concerns me?”

My laugh bordered toward hysteria. “No, I guess it probably doesn’t. But it does bother me. If you will excuse me for—“

“No, you’re not excused.” He pushed to his feet, towering over me and making me realize just how huge he really was even though I still wore my high heels. Something between genuine fear and incredible need pulsed through me, my nipples sticking out and my breasts growing as heavy as my womb.

I tilted my chin up. “I did hear you enjoy fucking women against their will.”

“Then you heard wrong,” he said softly, his voice a warm caress against my scalp. “That’s my father’s perverse enjoyment, not mine.”

I didn’t need to hear Ethan’s preferences, I was only glad rape didn’t factor in them. It didn’t stop me from suggesting, “Perhaps the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree?” 

He sucked in a sharp breath. “You seem to know a whole lot about my family,” he rasped thickly. “Have you fucked my dad?”

“What? N-no! Of course not!”

“You’re definitely his type. He’d enjoy breaking you.” Clamping his hands on my shoulders, he followed me in what could have been a choreographed dance as I backed away from him, doing my best to break free of his hold until my spine jolted against the wall. His body crowded against mine, his eyes glinting darkly. “Is that what you’d like from me?”

I shook my head, my bared breasts rising and falling as I sucked in oxygen. I was failing dismally at this high end whore scenario. 

His body completely enclosed mine, blocking out the light, his cock pushing against my stomach. I trembled even before he rocked suggestively against me, his cock sliding up and down my flat belly in a continuation of our perverted dance. He lifted his hands off my shoulders, his fingers then pushing into my hair. My breath hissed at the burn in my scalp before he freed the pins holding my hair in place, one-by-one, then tugged apart my braided hair.

I stayed frozen in place, immobilized by this man, dominated, my willpower so weakened I was caught in a maelstrom between hot need and cold rejection. When he finally released my hair, it dropped to my waist in a thick rush of movement. 

As my silver-blonde tresses framed my face, he stepped back, his mouth dropping open. “Fucking spectacular.” 

I searched my brain for some sexy rejoinder, something a high-end whore might say. Instead I came up empty, my tongue sliding out to slick over my sandpaper dry lips.

He groaned, the sound low, primal, reverberating in the air between us before he closed the gap and slammed his mouth against mine. His kiss was dominant, forceful, and my head spun as my legs turned weaker still. I should despise this man—I did despise him—yet I wanted him, too, needed him. I was as desperate for him as he was for me.

We were all but fucking, our bodies sliding slickly against each other’s when he dragged his mouth away from mine and asked thickly, “Are you clean?”

I blinked, caught off guard. “I am. Yes.” Of course I was. I’d be the unluckiest woman in existence to catch a disease when I’d slept alone in my own bed for the last twenty years.

He seemed to take it for granted that I was on some kind of contraceptive implant. But of course he’d assume that when he also assumed I was just another whore at his disposal.

“Good,” he said thickly. “I want to be bare inside you now. I want to—“

Creak.

Ethan stiffened at the soft, predatory tread behind us. 

“Am I interrupting something, figlio?”

“Papà,” Ethan replied without looking back, his colorless voice empty of emotion. “As I’m sure you can see, I’m a little busy right now.” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
WEI]LU&

/ \\\\\\\\\\\





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





