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​​​This is the last book of the Toxic Love trilogy. Sinful Surrender features a dominating black male and an alpha white male taking control of a young woman who yields to both men completely.

It also contains scenes including exhibitionism (balcony, roadside, highway, elevator & bar), domination, bondage, submission, MFM, and a female on female kissing scene.

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 & second 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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"Do you know why I stopped you?" the unfamiliar police said, still looking at his notepad.

I gulped and tried to fight back the panic bubbling in my belly. I shook my head. "No sir," I whispered.

"Hands on the roof of the car," he instructed.

I did as I was told willingly, preferring to face away from him completely so he wouldn't see how red my face was.

I heard a sharp intake of breath from behind me that told me he finally looked up from his notepad to see my naked body.

"Ma'am, why are you naked?" he asked, leaning forward and caging me in with a hand on each side of my body. I could see his hands beside me, his skin was almost as black as James's. I gulped. This wasn't the same police officer who found us in the changing room the other day.

His face was just an inch from mine, his breath tickling my ear. What was he going to do to me?

"I... I'm sorry," I breathed.

"Sorry is not going to cut it," he whispered. "Are you a prostitute?" he asked.

"No!" I gasped, trying to draw back but his hand was on the small of my back, pushing me firmly against the warm car.

"Then why are you naked?" he asked.

"I... It was a prank," I murmured. I didn't want to get James in trouble.

"You're a slut," he said after a moment of silence. "You must be punished." He toyed with a curl of my hair, then slowly slid his finger down my spine. I tensed, wondering how far he would go. Fear coursed through me, but at the same time, my heart raced, my sex heating between my legs.

I was getting turned on by a complete stranger on the roadside!

"I suppose I could let you go..." he said, hands reaching all the way to my buttocks, cupping both cheeks with his hands. "If you'll let me fuck you."

"No!" I tried to pull away from him, but he held me against the car with his body.

"You need a punishment," he said. "I can't just let you go like this..."

With that, he pulled back and then slammed my upper body against the hood of the car. My hands fell forward, palms flat on the car, leaning over as I did so.

His hand came down hard on my ass, making me yell in surprise. I winced, my eyes watering from the impact.

"You've been very bad," he growled, hand coming down hard on my ass again and again, taking my breath away. I mewled as the stinging washed over me, but he held me in place with his palm on my back, firm and unyielding.

Another blow made me yelp, then another, reddening the same spot to turn the stinging ache into painful smacks. My ass was burning. I felt the bruises forming and bit my lip, trying not to scream as his hand came down again and again.

Cars sped past us, no one willing to get in trouble with the police. Strangers on the road was seeing this- this- police brutality! I bit my lip from screaming out the word. Yet, despite the merciless spanking of his hand on my tender flesh and my panting breathes, I could feel my pussy glowing with a need for a hard cock inside me.

I had turned into a masochist! I thought with a shock.

Finally, he stopped and rubbed his palm over my burning ass. I whimpered as his calloused fingers grazed my abused skin.

"Let's see if you've learned your lesson..."

I could feel his gaze on my naked buttocks, admiring his handiwork. I gasped as he squeezed the bruised flesh. I felt my face burn with shame. I knew he could see the wet spot between my legs, dripping down my inner thighs.
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Chapter 1*: Bar Show

[image: ]




"Come on Mia, you can do it!"

My three new friends heckled me relentlessly as I brought the cup to my lips with the intention of making me down it all. The only reason why I was taking so long was because I've had three drinks prior and my stomach was feeling bloated. At this point, the mimosas had been flowing for a while and there was no reasoning with them.

"Done!" I yelled as I slammed the empty glass on the table.

At the sound of my voice, James looked over with a worried glance and I gave him a thumbs up, my brain buzzing pleasantly from the abundance of alcohol flowing through my veins. It was nice to finally relax amongst friends. Or in this case, new friends.

Picking Las Vegas to get away from everything and have a short holiday was a great idea but our initial plan to sightsee in the morning and sleep in was demolished the moment we ran into one of our old clients, Carla  Manning.

Carla  found out through our investigation that her husband had been harboring not one, but two side-chicks. With the damning proof we found, she managed to win the case with almost everything. He got the mansion, but she had enough money to get a new one that's even bigger.

Carla  was getting married to the man of her dreams, someone we also helped vet prior to her engagement. He was a good guy. A little boring, but a good guy nevertheless. Her new soon-to-be husband was even richer than her ex, though he was a little older in his mid-forties.

She ran into us at the airport, just as she was about to get her pre-wedding party started, and insisted on having us join her party.

"You're together now?!" she squealed upon seeing us. "You have to join us!" she cried gleefully, sliding between us and dragging us towards her hens party. She called her fiancé to pick James up and we somehow still managed to end up in the same bar.

"I think I'm going to be sick," I burped, then hurried into the bathroom to wash up. I had never been a heavy drinker.

As I looked in the mirror while freshening up my makeup, I started to feel a little melancholic.

I was still in my early twenties and this was the first time I've been invited out partying with the girls. I never got to experience college. The more time I spent with them, the more I realized how much I missed out. I never partied, never had late night study groups, never hung out with the 'cool crowd' or been invited to a party. And James, as much of a catch as he was, wasn't exactly the type to be open to experimenting with anything new.

James was another enigma. I splashed cold water on my face, praying that all the waterproof makeup I applied was really waterproof before looking up at the mirror. I looked decent. My long hair was still curly instead of frizzled and my mascara stayed firmly in place. I applied a little bit of my red lipstick and made sure tried to decide if I looked drunk. My eyes were half-mast and I looked ready to go to sleep. Maybe I was a little drunk.

I grabbed the door handle and could feel the heavy vibrations of the bass thumping music emanating from the other side.

"Another!" I cried out with false bravado as I went back to the table.

The girls cheered and I felt like I belonged. It was clear that our evening was just beginning.

As if we weren't already drunk enough, Carla  decided we needed to get away from the boys, who were side-eyeing us and glaring at all the men who got within a five-foot radius. It ruined the fun. I noticed that some of the guys, whom I could only assume were the girl's boyfriends or husbands, warning away guys who approached us with drinks.

"I know a place," Mindy offered. She had been to the bar on a previous trip and it was 'rad', whatever that meant.

"Buh-bye, baby!" Carla  called out as she led us out of the bar. Patrick offered her a weak wave, but looked like he was 90% drunk and ready to head to bed already. It was only ten. Like I said, a little boring, but a good guy.

The loud music drowned out the rest of the goodbyes. I locked eyes with James and gave him a shy wave. He looked like he had something to say but it was lost in the noise so I turned away and headed out to join the girls.

James held me by my arm just as I reached the door and pulled me back. I yelped, surprised by his sudden action. His expression was stoic, but slightly worried. It was endearing.

"I'll be fine. I'll stick with the girls," I promised.

He frowned, then nodded curtly. I thought he was going to get me go. Instead, he drew me into his arms and kissed me hard on the lips, almost bruising. "I'll see you later," he growled, his tone suggesting that we were going to do a lot more than sleep. His eyes drank me in, inhaling the sight of me in my tight black dress. I felt a little self conscious. I felt as if he was undressing me with his eyes.
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