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        From the moment she walked into St. James Security, he knew he was in trouble. The kind of trouble that makes a person’s heart race and their common sense take a vacation.

      

        

      
        Luke Robbins. A man who can’t help but lust after Bethany Harrison, his co-worker at St. James Security. Who just so happens to be his boss's sister. Despite the professional risk, he finds himself drawn to Bethany like a moth to flame. When their paths finally collide, the chemistry between them ignites into something explosive, something neither of them can easily walk away from. But just when everything seems perfect—the unthinkable happens. Now faced with a choice that could cost him everything, Luke is willing to cross any lines necessary, even ones that will change his life forever. But will their love survive the choices Bethany has to make to stay alive?

      

        

      
        Collateral Damage, the third and final book in the St. James Security Series, will take you on an emotional rollercoaster until the very end.

      

        

      
        Note: This book is darker than the previous two books in the series. If you do not enjoy darker elements of romance, this book may not be for you.

      

        

      
        Please check CW/TW by visiting the author’s website.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.
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      This book is part of a series. Reading it as a stand-alone is not recommended. It’s also darker than the previous two books in the series. If you do not enjoy darker elements of romance, this book may not be for you.

      

      Trigger warning: violence, blood, simulated rape, and human sex trafficking.
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        St. James Security Headquarters, New York City

        Bethany

      

      

      “Bethany, my office. Now,” Alex commands.

      “Sure thing boss man!” I fire back. I have to hold back a snicker. Alex hates being called that. But that’s what he is. My boss. Who, incidentally, has been MIA for weeks protecting Serena, his new wife.

      For the past few years, I’ve worked for Alex St. James as his executive assistant. It’s a job I actually like, even if Alex can be a bit surly at times. Good thing I don’t scare easily. Let’s be honest. Alex can come off as a total asshole, but he’s all bark and no bite most of the time. Although, I must say he’s pretty hardcore, same as my brother, Ike, who’s his second in command. Which, in their line of work, they pretty much have to be or they won’t last long. I get it, I totally do. Besides, he hasn’t fired me even though he’s had ample opportunity. He tolerates my brand of sassiness, because without it I wouldn’t be able to handle all of the testosterone floating in the air around here. And he knows it. Thus why he just shakes his head and walks past me to his office.

      Smirking at his retreating back, I follow him.

      “Help me make sense of this mess,” he tells me, shuffling folder after folder around until he clears a space. At this point, I bet Alex regrets using paper. But I understand that some things need to remain confidential and keeping digital records of them is just not a good idea.

      Coming around the side of his desk, I lean over and snag a pile of folders. “These should be addressed first. Most of them just need a signature.”

      Handing the files to him, he opens the first one and scans the contents. Satisfied, he signs and dates it, then hands it to me. He does the same to the rest of the stack, finishing them.

      Completed files in one hand, I use my other hand and motion to another stack of files. “The stack over there, those are prospective clients. I wasn’t sure, with everything going on, if you would even entertain the idea of taking on any more clients at this time. If so, let me know and I’ll set up meetings for you or for Ike.”

      He nods.

      “And these,” I say, motioning to the remaining stack of files, “Need to be approved for completion. Once that happens, I’ll close them out, then file them away.”

      “Anything else?” he asks, running his hands through his hair in agitation. He probably just wants to get back to Serena. These days he doesn’t stray very far from her side.

      “Last thing,” I tell him, taking pity on the poor man. “Your messages are under the paperweight. I returned as many of the calls as I could manage, but without you being here…”

      Understanding, he nods.

      “Anything else?” I ask.

      “Yes. Order enough food for everyone. Dinner’s at 7:00 p.m. tonight in my personal dining room. Get the word out—I want everyone there. And make sure Ike brings Ms. Hawkins. It’s time she met Serena and the crew.”

      “Yes, sir,” I reply, heading out. Like I have any control over what Ike does.

      It’s been less than an hour, and Alex has already proven why he’s a demanding boss. But he doesn’t sugarcoat shit and I appreciate that. I always know where I stand with him. Sighing, I sit at my desk and get to work on figuring out what to order for a group of twenty-plus alpha males who eat like there’s no tomorrow.
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        Bethany

      

      

      At promptly 7:00 pm, I sweep into Alex and Serena’s dining room, burritos in tow. “Come and get it!” I say loudly, so I can be heard over the din of conversation in the room.

      Alex clears his throat and a hush falls over the room. “Team, I’m glad to be back. As you know, I’m a married man now,” he says, an ever-present smile on his face.

      It’s weird seeing Alex smile. But it’s also a welcome change.

      Hoots and hollers and well-wishes paint the air. Alex waves a hand to quiet them down.

      “And Serena and I have an announcement,” he says, smiling lovingly at his wife. “Serena?” he says, handing it over to her.

      “Alex and I are expecting!” Serena exclaims happily, a hand over her barely-there baby bump. She smiles brightly.

      Another round of hoots and hollers and congratulations fill the air.

      Alex clears his throat again. “But with these blessings comes trouble. Those responsible for Serena’s ordeal are still out there and haven’t stopped trying to come after her. And for that, we need to keep our guard up.”

      The team nods, agreeing. “And, as you may have noticed, we have a guest tonight. Ms. Madison Hawkins.”

      All eyes swing her way, including mine. Mads gives a little wave.

      “As a guest of St. James Security, you are to treat her with respect. And guard her with your life,” he tells the team. “Ike, anything else to add?”

      “If y’all would, go around the table and introduce yourselves. Ms. Hawkins needs to know how to address everyone in case of emergency.”

      One by one, our team introduces themselves.

      “Now, time to dig in!”

      

      After team dinner, I take the elevator back to my floor and gather my purse and jacket. I’m about to head out, when my phone buzzes with an incoming text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Luke: Let me escort you home

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Okay

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: Meet me in the parking garage

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: On my way

      

      

      

      

      

      

      The elevator doors open, and the first thing I see is Luke, a lopsided smile on his face, waiting for me. Part of me wishes we were a normal couple who weren’t co-workers. A couple who could touch and kiss, even when one of us was on the clock. St. James Security has a no-fraternization policy, so Luke and I have to act like we aren’t together because our jobs depend on it. Once we’re away from headquarters, though, all pretenses are gone. We’re like any other couple—we date, we kiss, and we can certainly fuck whenever we want.

      “Follow me?” I ask Luke.

      “Always,” he tells me.

      I blush like a schoolgirl. Only Luke can get this kind of reaction out of me.

      Getting in, I start my car and watch through the rearview mirror as Luke gets into his truck. Backing out, I drive to my apartment, Luke only a few minutes behind me the entire way, even in heavy city traffic.

      The drive takes about thirty minutes, and soon I’m pulling into a stall, waiting for Luke to arrive. When he does, I get out of my car and walk straight up to him, immediately slinging my arms around his neck, planting my lips firmly against his. No-fraternization be damned.

      Smiling against my lips, he pulls me against his hard body. “Mmm, miss me?”

      In response, I grind myself into him. I think that’s answer enough. When he’s on assignment, I don’t see him for days. Weeks even. Of course I miss him.

      Reluctantly, I step from his embrace. “Let’s go upstairs.”

      As soon as the door snicks shut, he pulls me into his arms, his lips on mine. Oh no you don’t, mister. Bumping my hip against his, I walk him backwards towards the door. Finally, when his back hits the door, I press my heated body against him and take possession of our kiss by nipping his bottom lip, wrenching a groan from deep inside him.

      “Like that?” I breathe.

      His brown eyes flutter open and he focuses on me. “You know I do,” he whispers, clearly worked up.

      “Good. Now strip.”

      Fire flashes in his eyes. “Yes, ma’am,” he murmurs under his breath.

      Grasping the hem of his soft t-shirt, he pulls it over his head, ruffling his brown hair. I take a step back and admire the ridges of his hard, toned torso. Work-roughened hands drop to his belt, unbuckling it. He shoots me a look of pure lust as he holds my gaze, slowly pulling his belt free of the loops before dropping it with a thud on the wood floor. Just watching him makes me so hot, I almost have to fan myself.

      As he unbuttons his jeans and pushes them down and off, his eyes never leave mine. It makes my pussy throb. Free from constraints, his hard as steel cock juts out, pre-cum glistening at the tip. I can’t help it. My eyes fall to his generous girth and I lick my lips. I want a taste.

      He sees my reaction and smirks, jacking his cock.

      I smirk right back.

      He snorts softly under his breath.

      Pushing his hand away, I work his cock and apply just the right amount of pressure I know he likes, while my other hand cups his balls. His breath catches. “Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

      Luke sprawls out on his back, his hands behind his head, his fat cock front and center. “Looks like one of us is overdressed,” he teases me, a lazy smile on his face.

      Meeting his eyes, I make a show out of removing my clothes and my lingerie, my pussy weeping and my nipples pebbled to hard peaks. The whole time, his eyes never leave mine as he strokes his cock.

      Prowling over to him on all fours, I crawl between his legs and slip his swollen cock into my mouth. Immediately, I taste him. And it ratchets up my desire. Sucking his steely length to the back of my mouth, I lick and suck, pleasuring him. The entire time, I watch his abs flex from the pleasure/pain of trying to not come down my throat. And it turns me on even further. My pussy is sopping wet now, my clit engorged to a hard little nub. Knowing me as well as he does, Luke trails his fingers up my thighs and between my pussy lips, straight to my clit. Using the rough pad of his thumb, he rubs my clit over and over, making me tremble with pleasure.

      “B,” he moans, letting me know he’s close to coming.

      Showing mercy, I pull my lips off his slick cock with a pop the same time he removes his fingers from my pussy.

      He looks at me with heavy lids, weighted down from the anticipation of burying his hard cock inside my sweet folds. Shimmying toward his head, I squat over his face and he grins wickedly. He knows what I want. I feel his lips feather over my bare pussy before he slides his tongue through my slit, licking up my cream. Making use of his gorgeous mouth, he sucks my clit, sending pleasure zinging through me, making my legs spasm. Knowing I’m close, he nips my clit then spears his tongue inside me and I’m a goner. It doesn’t take me long to come, since it’s been way too long. Shaking, I move backward and collapse onto his chest. As I’m gulping in deep breaths, he grasps my hips, pushing me towards his cock. Now it’s his turn.

      Adjusting my hips, I settle over his engorged cock and slip just the head inside.

      “B—” he grinds out, trying to keep from coming. It’s been a long time for him, too.

      I brace myself and slowly slide down, his wide girth deliciously stretching me. I’m about to push down the rest of the way when he places his hands on my shoulder and shoves me down, impaling me on his cock.

      “Luke,” I groan, feeling deliciously full. He’s balls-deep inside of me.

      “B, so help me…” he trails off, just as I lift my hips. Setting the pace, I fuck his hard cock, rocking my hips, gliding up and down.

      Eventually, he grows impatient and grasps my hips with his big hands and lifts me off his cock, turning me around. I’m sitting on his hard abs, when he lifts his cock in his hands in silent command to ride him. Reverse cowgirl.

      Sinking onto his rigid length, I lean forward slightly as he thrusts his hips, his cock bumping my magic spot over and over. He pinches my nipples between his hard fingers and my clit pulses, and I’m coming, my cream pouring out of me. Flying over the edge, my legs shake and my vision blurs. As I’m floating, I feel him stroke in and out a couple more times, then feel his muscles tense. Soon, he’s shooting his hot cum deep into my still spasming pussy, adding pleasure to my already blissed-out body.

      We’re breathing hard. Once we catch our breath, Luke rolls us to our sides and holds me in his arms, kissing me softly. My eyes flutter closed and I nod off.
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        * * *

      

      I wake to an empty bed. Throwing back the covers, I get up and grab a robe to cover my nudity. Inhaling, I snicker. I still smell like Luke and sex. While it’s a heady combo, I need to shower. But first, I need to see if Luke is still here. Padding my way into the hallway, I hear a muted sound coming from the kitchen. Tiptoeing into the living room, I spot Luke at the stove, cursing under his breath.

      “Hey,” I say softly, so as to not scare him. It’s never a good idea to come up on a man who’s former military. You’re likely to get your head knocked off.

      “Hey,” he replies, walking over to me, kissing me softly.

      “You trying to cook?” Luke cannot cook to save his life.

      He gives me a sheepish look. “Trying being the operative word.”

      I give him a gentle smile. “Allow me.”

      He looks relieved.

      

      We’re gorging on a breakfast of bacon, eggs, and toast when his phone buzzes.

      “I have to take this. It’s work,” he tells me, getting up and leaving the room.

      I nod, setting down my fork. It never fails. When Luke has time off, it always gets interrupted.

      He finishes his call and walks back in. “I have to go. I’m sorry, B.”

      I pout.

      “I’ll make it up to you,” he tells me, then wags his eyebrows at me.

      “I’m holding you to it.”

      He smiles. “I wouldn’t expect anything less. Lock up after me.”

      Getting up, I follow him out the door, giving him a quick peck before he heads out. “Stay safe.”

      “Always,” he replies.

      Locking up, I lean against the door and sigh. Such is life.
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        St. James Security Headquarters

        Bethany

      

      

      I’m sitting at my desk and busy typing away when my tummy growls. Wanting the noise to cease, I get up and head to the kitchen one floor above. Most people think that St. James Security Headquarters encompasses this floor only, since it houses Alex and Ike’s offices. But Alex actually owns the building, so separate floors house command central, a state-of-the-art training facility, and offices. But that’s not all: the building also includes living quarters and a fully stocked kitchen. And, last but not least, the top floor boasts a swanky penthouse, all for Alex and Serena. It’s quite the compound.

      I enter the kitchen and a large hand sneaks out and grabs me by the hip, hauling me into a male body. A very hard, male body. Startled, I suck in a quick breath and instantly let it out when I smell Luke’s unique scent, which can only be described as woodsy, clean male.

      “Luke,” I manage to whisper, a moment before his lips descend on mine. He kisses me slowly, in no rush, pressing his thickening arousal into the softness between my legs.

      “B, we really need to…” he murmurs, kissing me deeply. He eats at my lips, when all of the sudden he stops, going on full alert.

      A throat clears and I quickly jump out of Luke’s embrace. Without having the time to give him the quickest of glances, I open a cabinet and stare inside, pretending to look for something. Meanwhile, Luke steps up to the fridge and peers inside, also pretending to be interested in the contents. He doesn’t turn around. As the person comes into the kitchen, I keep pretending like whoever cleared their throat didn’t almost catch me with Luke in a difficult to explain situation, especially since I’m on the clock and Luke is my co-worker. Fuck. At least the warning sounded female, not male. Because if my brother caught us, holy shit there’d be hell to pay. Turning around, I play it cool.

      “Morning,” Madison chirps to no one in particular, heading towards the coffee pot.

      Luke grunts and doesn’t turn around. I’m sure he’s sporting something that he’d rather not show off to Mads this morning, courtesy of our little tryst seconds earlier.

      “Oh, hey Mads,” I say. Madison is Ike’s current responsibility.

      Mads looks from me to Luke, then pours herself a big cup of coffee. As she does, I glance over my shoulder and see Luke exit the kitchen. Coward!

      “So, you and Luke, huh?” Mads says, keeping her voice low as she peers at me over the rim of her steaming cup of coffee. Busted!

      I shrug and look away, shutting the cabinet door. I’ll not be confirming or denying anything that pertains to Luke and me.

      “Oh, come on. He’s a great catch. Does Ike know?”

      I purse my lips and shake my head. “You’ve met Luke before?”

      “He switched shifts with Ike a few times.”

      Well, okay then. “Text me if you need anything,” I tell her, practically running out of the kitchen, ending any talk of me and Luke.

      “Will do,” she mutters to my retreating back.
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        * * *

      

      Exiting the kitchen, I go in search of Luke. And what do you know, he’s nowhere to be found. Sighing, I head back to my desk. With Alex only recently returning after being gone for weeks in order to keep Serena safe, my workload has doubled. While it’s a burden, I don’t mind as Alex pays me quite handsomely for my efforts. Digging in, I slog through paperwork and mail, including bills. Almost two hours later, I’m elbow deep in paperwork, when my phone buzzes with an incoming text. Glancing at the screen, I see it’s from Mads. If she wants to talk about me and Luke, good fucking luck. That’s not going to happen.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Madison: Hey, you up for some company?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Always!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Madison: Oh, thank goodness! I’m about to go crazy sitting in this room.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Come down a floor. That’s where my desk is.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Madison: On my way.

      

      

      

      

      

      

      “Hey, you!” I greet Mads, no trace of the awkward encounter from this morning.

      “Anything I can help with?” she asks.

      “Not really. But if you want to fuck with Ike, be my guest.” Technically, they’re already fucking…

      She snorts. “I’m sure he’d love that,” Mads jokes. Not to be outdone, Mads raises her eyebrows at me and smirks.

      She knows. Damn woman, turning the tables on me. Whatever. Playing it off, I just laugh. “You know, there are open rooms,” I taunt. “He didn’t tell you for a reason,” I explain, waggling my eyebrows right back at her. Take that!

      She blushes. “I’ll leave you to it,” she tells me, sashaying away to the elevator. Well, at least it got her out of Ike’s room for a little bit. Shrugging, I go back to the mound of papers strewn across my desk. Shit isn’t going to finish itself.
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        * * *

      

      After work, I’m riding the elevator to the parking garage when I receive a text from Luke.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Luke: Be ready at 7:00 p.m.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Be ready for what?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: Date night

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Really?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: Yes

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Where?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: It’s a surprise

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: What should I wear?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: Wear a skirt or a dress [wink emoji]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: Sure, that narrows it down. Anything else I should know?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: No. Just be ready. [smiley emoji]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bethany: [heart emoji]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Luke: [heart-eyes emoji]

      

      

      

      

      

      

      Feeling excited, I practically float into my apartment. Luke has never taken me out on a date. We’ve always had to be so careful, since technically we aren’t supposed to be all up in each other’s, ahem, business. But here we are, so it’s go big or go home at this point. Flinging open my closet, I shove hangars aside until I find the perfect dress: it’s a white, one-shoulder, ruched mini dress. And it’s fabulous. Excited, I lay it on the bed and dig for the perfect heels. And I have just the pair. Finding them, I pull out a classic pair of nude strappy heels, complete with tiny buckles. Paired with the dress, it’ll drive Luke wild.

      At seven p.m. sharp, Luke rings my doorbell. I can’t keep the smile off my face as I swing the door open.

      “Wow B, you look stunning.”

      “Thank you,” I reply, blushing. “You don’t look so bad yourself.” And that’s an understatement. He looks fresh and clean dressed in slacks, a button-up shirt, and a blazer. He’s finally in something other than a t-shirt, cargo pants, and work boots which is standard dress for St. James Security bodyguards. And I’m 100% here for it.

      “Ready to go?” he asks, shaking me out of the moment.

      “Sure, let me grab my purse.”

      

      Walking hand in hand, we head toward Jack & Charlie’s in the West Village.

      “I’ve wanted to eat here for ages!” I exclaim softly.

      He smiles and leads me inside.

      The place is an absolute gem and oh-so romantic with its posh fabric, dark wood interior, and muted lighting.

      “Reservation for two for Robbins.”

      “Right this way, sir.”

      “After you,” he says to me, gently touching my lower back.

      I follow the maître de toward the back of the restaurant to a cozy and somewhat private booth.

      Oh, Luke. Well, done.

      The waiter visits our table, hands us menus, explains tonight’s specials, and then quickly walks off, leaving us.

      “Everything looks amazing,” I muse, reading through the menu.

      Luke smiles and looks back down at his menu.

      Sitting down my menu, I sigh. “I think I know what I want. How about you?” I ask Luke.

      “Going with the old standby. Steak.”

      I mentally snort to myself. Luke rarely eats anything else.

      “And I think I’ll have the Bistro Chicken. And I’m ordering dessert.”

      He reaches under the table, stroking his fingers over the creamy skin of my thigh. “Your sweet pussy is my dessert,” he murmurs near my ear, making me shiver.
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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.
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