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​​​This is the second book of a trilogy. Stockholm Syndrome features a dominating black male who takes control of a young woman who yields to him utterly and completely.

It also contains scenes including exhibitionism (office & balcony), domination, bondage, and submission.

Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).


This book can be enjoyed on its own, but for optimum reading experience, check out the first book of the Toxic Love trilogy first.
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Brazen and beautiful private detective, Mia Faye has never been caught doing anything illegal. That is, until she takes a new job and agrees to steal something deeply personal from an infamous billionaire, Damon Davis. After breaking into his mansion, she finds herself witnessing perverted acts involving a young woman and a group of strangers.

She steals what she needs and escapes, only to fall into the clutches of the mysterious man soon after. And what begins as a simple job turns into so much more...
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Look Inside

[image: ]




The door opened and I turned from the window to stare at the man coming in, my heart sinking at the image before me. He was nothing like what I had imagined. Instead of an obese, balding old man, the man who walked in was devilishly handsome. His light blue shirt was fitted, the thick muscles on his chest and arms contracting as he walked towards me.

I moved towards him, extending my hand. A practiced smile was on my lips as I watched his dark blue eyes move from my face to my toes, focusing on my breasts for a moment longer than necessary before looking back up.

"I'm Mia."

He moved around me and I turned, walking towards the chair and hoping I'd make it before my legs gave out. My knees shook slightly as my heart beat wildly in my chest.

I was not prepared to meet someone who looked so much like the man who kidnapped me. The scent of his cologne lingered in the air and I breathed it in deeply, coveting it. He even had the same masculine scent that could disintegrate panties.

I sat down, interlinking my fingers on my lap. I wanted to jump n and start the conversation but he was staring at me with an expression that hinted he had something to say.

"Your resume says you've had no job experience before?" he asked.

"No, sir," I murmured demurely.

"And you graduated with an Arts Degree?"

"Yes, sir."

"Mia. You and I both know the only reason you're here is because of your looks," he said, raising an eyebrow.

This was embarrassing. Or it would've been if the qualifications weren't faked. I tried to look insulted.

"I passed the online examination with almost full points," I defended. I had sat in front of worse interrogators. He was nothing.

"Then you must be really smart," he said. Something about his gaze made me feel as if I was nude. I gulped. My mind raced for the most appropriate answer.

"Yes," I whispered, my voice hiding from me. What was wrong with me? I could do better than that. "I scored better than 99% of the other candidates, which allowed me to skip two stages of interviews and brought me straight to you," I said.

He turned his gaze towards me and I held my breath. My chest was screaming for air.

"Hold that thought," he said, his attention diverted to the blinking light in the phone. He turned his back towards me and I let go of the breath I didn't realize I had been holding the entire time. 

I waited for him to leave the room to have his conversation. To my surprise, he merely walked to the window to walk.

"I know you have a meeting tonight, but I've made us reservations at King's Diner," he said, sounding irate he even had to say it in the first place.

I made mental notes about the interruption in my report. It was fortunate that I decided to wear a wire under my shirt today. I doubt the client would believe me if they didn't listen to the conversation themselves.

I glanced up and inhaled sharply when I realized that his eyes were on me as he spoke.

"Wear the red sequin dress I bought you last month. Yes, the one that you thought was too low."

His predatory gaze made my skin break out in goosebumps. I averted my eyes toward the window, needing some air back into my lungs.

"No panties," he said suddenly, making me jump in my seat. My head snapped forward, eyes wide as the man simply stared at me. His expression was hard and threatening, as if he was talking to me. I crossed my legs, feeling a tightness grow between them.

The sound of his phone dropping onto the table caused me to stiffen.

"Your previous experiences could barely get you a job as a receptionist, let alone a managerial job that you're applying for," he said steadily. "What're you willing to do to get it?" he asked.

He walked around the desk and nervousness tugged at my stomach as he approached me. He probably thought I was another fresh graduate, desperate for a job. I had more than enough information to get him in trouble.

I stood up. "Maybe this isn't the kind of work I'm looking for," I said.

He looked stunned, as if this was the first time anybody had turned him down. He was a good looking guy, but I didn't want to sleep with a complete stranger for a job that I didn't need. I stood up as he reached me.

He looked down at me and smiled. "You're very pretty," he said. "If you asked nicely, I could get you the job, no questions asked. I wouldn't even bother you again afterwards."

I couldn't help but back away from him a little. The door was just a few steps away but he was in my way.

"Don't pretend you aren't turned on," he growled, moving to box me against the desk. I felt my back hit the table and yelped.
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Chapter 1: Home
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It was one o'clock in the morning when I opened my eyes and stirred. I looked around in panic and relaxed only when I caught my reflection on the old box TV by the couch. I was home.

I ran my fingers through my hair and sighed when my fingers were tangled in my hair. My normally smooth and silky hair was messy enough to comfortably house a family of birds. A good warm shower would do me some good but my legs were too heavy to carry me anywhere.

I hadn't left my apartment since I set foot in it a week ago. It was prison of my own making, except there were no guards outside my door to keep me from escaping and the door didn't lock from the outside.

"You're awake," James's voice came from behind me and I turned to face him. He hadn't left my side since I returned. I had grown accustomed to having him around but I knew it was selfish of me to keep him to myself.

"Shouldn't you be home?" I asked, trying to force a smile for his sake but the muscles on my mouth wasn't working.

"I still have work to do," he answered simply, gesturing to the laptop he had on my dining room table. He seemed to have taken on one of those online assignments, one which did not require him to leave his laptop to get the job done.

The light from the laptop reflected in his pearly black pupils. He wasn't looking at the screen. His darkened eyes were focused solely on me and I couldn't help but feel my heartbeat speed up. It was like he could see through all my secrets without asking.

Not once had he questioned me about my abduction, choosing to let me heal in my own time.

He told me that I was only gone a few days, not long enough for the police to be seriously involved. It felt like an eternity.

I knew James had questions, but he had been waiting patiently for me to heal before asking. He deserved answers. When I was returned back to my apartment, he was like a raging animal, shouting obscenities at the police officers who didn't believe I was actually missing. I was only gone a few days and private detectives are known for being mysterious and taking odd jobs that takes us away from human contact for short, sometimes long periods of time. Me being missing wasn't a big deal in their opinions. James knew something was wrong.

I opened my mouth, as if to confess everything, but when no words came out, I closed them and leaned back down on the couch.

"It's okay if you don't want to talk to me about it." James's soothing voice echoed in the house and I felt tears fill my eyes. "If you'd like me to find a therapist for you..."

"No," I answered almost too quickly. "I'll be fine," I added, careful not to sound panicked. I drew in a deep breath and began to remind myself of all the good things in my life, starting with the day I found James and started my first job with him. He was the one who saw promise in me.

I didn't want to be a private detective back then. I didn't even know that was a profession anyone could aim towards. It certainly never came up in career counseling classes.

I didn't find James. He found me.

I had been naively tracking down a person who had been making threatening comments towards Angie, my best friend at the time. He said he was going to track her down and cut her up. He changed accounts every time he was banned and continued harassing her, threatening to do all sorts of things to her. It wasn't long before she started self-harming. I took it upon myself to hunt the man down.

It took a little while for me to finally track down the man. He was a thirty-something-year-old tattooed drug addict who lived in a debilitated house in a bad area of town.

I decided to confront him on my own, marching up to his door and letting myself in when he didn't respond. The apartment smelled or beer and cigarettes. It found him on the couch with the laptop on his beer belly and immediately regretted my decision to come unarmed. The only thing I had with me that could be used as self defense is a pepper spray.

"Leave Angie alone, you fat fuck," I said as a way of getting his attention.

He looked up his laptop with his crazed, sunken eyes and I knew I've made a terrible mistake. It shouldn't have surprised me that he didn't appreciate being told what to do by a girl, or having his eyes sprayed with pepper spray.

If James hadn't shown up when he did, I would've ended up much worse. I escaped with a black eye and a broken arm.

"Come work with me," he offered as he sat by me in the hospital bed.

I stared at him as if he had grown a second head. I had just finished high school and was applying to universities, a task that was proving to be harder than I expected due to the fact that I didn't have any money. "You look unemployed," I said. It was true. He was wearing a brown shirt that was torn around the seams and a pair of black slacks that looked too comfortable to be a work uniform. His hair was shorter back then, a mess of frizzy curls that went all over the place.
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