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Balthazar’s Fire (Book Two) 

Four dragon brothers with a mission.

One dangerous secret they’re sworn to protect.

––––––––
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Balthazar

Sparks flew when I met Cherie.

That’s why I whisked her away to my mountain retreat,

To romance the woman who finally spoke to my dragon.

But then, in a flash, she was gone.

Snatched by my nemesis, Oliver Monroe.

I’ll destroy the beast who took her,

Fight tooth and claw to take her back.

By the time she’s in my arms again,

She’ll be mine—for good.

Cherie

Taken by a monster,

I awake dazed in the darkness,

Captive to the beast who’d once been my boss.

My only hope is freedom,

But to get away from his clutches,

I’ll have to trust in another man,

Balthazar Vaughn.

And his twisted secrets are buried deeper than most.
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Prologue
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Balthazar Vaughn

––––––––
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HEART POUNDING, BALTHAZAR rocketed toward town, his intention focused on one thing: finding Cherie Flynn. He didn’t think through his plan, or the potential repercussions of whatever he decided, and he intentionally avoided dwelling on the words of his late father, Michael. 

Since his demise, Michael Vaughn had reached out regularly to his eldest son, sometimes meeting him in spirit on the mountains and communing with the same telepathy he’d taught his four boys in life. Balthazar had heard his warnings about Monroe. He knew the danger, but it didn’t matter. His only concern was Cherie.

As the cityscape loomed, he allowed the breeze to guide him to the ground, his violet wings folding seconds before the transformation overcame him. Well-practiced, the change was almost instantaneous, his human form emerging where the dragon had once stood before he sprinted onto the property his family kept on the outskirts of the town. 

Elevated and isolated, the house was the perfect spot for dragons to land, and for men to exit in one of the shining sports cars lined up in the underground parking lot. It was a system that worked well for the Vaughns, but never had Balthazar known such urgency as he tore from the grounds behind the wheel of his Aston Martin.

“Call ‘brothers’.”

Giving the order to the microphone above his head, Balthazar stared out at the road ahead, tensing as the car’s system called all three of his brothers via their What’s App group.

“Balthazar?” Sebastian connected first, his voice etched with concern. “How are you?”

“On my way.” Ignoring Sebastian’s query, he pressed down on the accelerator.

“That wasn’t the question,” Sebastian chided. “Are you healed?”

“I’m fine,” he muttered, his gaze flitting briefly to his chest before his attention returned to the increasing traffic.

The injuries he sustained the night before, thanks to his long-time rival, Oliver Monroe, had mended, but the effects of Monroe’s attack were deeper felt. The bastard had taken Cherie and turned into a chimera to assault Balthazar. He shuddered at the disturbing memory. Monroe had long been Balthazar’s nemesis but discovering that the cretin was also a shape-shifter had rocked the foundation of Balthazar’s world.

For so long, he and his brothers had assumed they were the only ones with such hybrid abilities, as though the magic in their genes were a lofty ideal held only by the Vaughn bloodline. But they’d been wrong. Oliver Monroe shared the same magic, and now he had his hands on the only woman Balthazar had ever truly wanted.

“Are you, though?” Sebastian asked.

“No.” Balthazar’s jaw tightened with the confession and reflexively he checked to see if either Draco or Cole had joined the call yet. “I’m worried sick about her.”

“We’ll find her.” Sebastian’s resolve thundered through the ether, shrouding his older brother in the one thing he had to hang onto—hope. 

“I know we will.” Balthazar had never been more grateful for his brother’s support.

“Hey.” Cole’s voice filled the air. “Where are we, Balthazar? Do we have a destination?”

“Monroe’s offices.” Balthazar had no way of knowing why, but his instinct told him that was where the moron was keeping Cherie, and his gut rarely lied. “She told me she was in the basement.”

“You’ve spoken to her?” Cole sounded bewildered.

“Not exactly.” Balthazar blew out a breath. He didn’t have the patience to explain everything to them, but they’d offered—no, they had demanded—to stand alongside him and fight to free Cherie. An explanation was the least that his brothers deserved. “I have some type of telepathic link with her.”

Balthazar was absurdly thankful that Draco wasn’t on the call yet. He could only imagine what the third of the four brothers would make of his woo-woo explanation. Despite the fact that the Vaughns regularly communicated with telepathy as dragons, they’d never known the ability to stretch beyond their family before.

“Telepathic?” Even Sebastian sounded skeptical.

“Yeah.” Balthazar shrugged, although there was no one there to see the gesture. “I heard her in my head and she relayed what she could to me.”

Which wasn’t much. Gazing out at the passing landscape, Balthazar recalled the brief exchange in his head.

I’m coming to find you, Cherie, he’d assured her. Do you know where he took you?

She’d hesitated and for a moment he thought he’d lost her. It’s a basement somewhere. That’s all I know.

Don’t worry. He remembered his determination. It was the same tenacity that drove him now. I’ll find you.

Thank God. Relief had resounded in her thoughts.

Has he hurt you? 

It was Balthazar’s worst nightmare, the idea sending fire to his blood. If Monroe had harmed her, Balthazar would tear him into pieces. At this point, he might destroy Monroe anyway. Just for kicks.

Not really. She’d sounded terrified. He has me tied up, but that’s it.

Balthazar straightened in the seat at the memory. Whatever happened, Monroe had created that fear in her. He’d come to the Vaughns’ mountain lodge uninvited and had transformed into a dangerous beast in order to attack Balthazar and snatch Cherie. Balthazar hated to think what he might have done since.

“Okay.” Sebastian sounded unsure but was clearly trying to stay upbeat. “Monroe’s offices it is.”

“How soon can you be there?” Balthazar checked his speedometer as he cruised around the city’s perimeter. “I’m about ten minutes away, assuming I can get through the traffic.”

“It’s mostly clear at this time of the day,” Sebastian assured him. “I’m even closer than you.”

Closer?

Balthazar’s brows knitted as fleetingly, he wondered where his brother had spent the night, but the query didn’t materialize. Wherever his brothers were was irrelevant. They would convene to battle Monroe, because deep down they all understood the same important tenet. The Vaughns were stronger together. 

“Cole?” Balthazar probed. “How far away are you?”

He was growing more anxious to reach Cherie by the second. Balthazar didn’t know what Oliver Monroe had intended when he abducted the brunette, but clearly it was nothing good. Monroe had a proven track record of being an asshole, and only the day before had dressed Cherie down in public before summarily dismissing her from her role as his assistant. That was how Balthazar had met Cherie in the first place; her presence in Monroe’s office had been the only silver lining of his curt and futile meeting with Monroe.

“I’m in the city already,” Cole advised. “Already en route to Monroe’s tower. E.T.A in less than five minutes.”

“Good.” Balthazar was reassured by his brother’s urgent response, but, as usual, there was one person missing. “What about Draco?”

Of course, it had to be Draco. Whenever there was trouble in the family, Draco was bound to be at the heart of it.

“What about me?” 

Balthazar’s heart skipped a beat at Draco’s sardonic response, his focus flying to the car’s dashboard to confirm that his other brother was indeed already online. “Draco?”

When had Draco joined the call?

The last thing Balthazar needed was Draco’s mocking comments when he was already so highly strung about Cherie’s plight.

“I’m here.” Draco’s voice radiated conceit, the sound twisting the knot of nerves in Balthazar’s stomach. “Where are we meeting?”

Does that mean Draco hadn’t overheard the entire conversation? Balthazar inhaled at the possible reprieve. It shouldn’t matter what his younger brothers thought, but Balthazar was no fool. It did matter. Their parents’ untimely deaths meant that he had taken on a quasi-paternal role, especially to Draco and Cole—the youngest of the four brothers. He cared what they all thought.

“At Monroe’s office tower,” Balthazar told him, fighting to steady his breathing. The trauma of recent events had shaken Balthazar’s normal suave demeanor. “As soon as you can.”

“I’ll be about ten minutes,” Draco confirmed. “Are we just going to march in there and demand your new woman back?”

Draco’s tone was still filled with sarcasm, but for the first time in hours, Balthazar’s lips curled in genuine amusement as he imagined the scene Draco described.

“No,” Balthazar clarified. “We can do better than that.”

“Care to share?” Cole probed.

“We’ll meet on the corner of Beauford and Grange,” Balthazar instructed, suddenly feeling much more like himself. “We’ll go over the details there.”
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Chapter One
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Cherie Flynn

––––––––
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FOOTSTEPS ECHOED OVERHEAD, the noise reverberating around the dark space Cherie was confined to and ratcheting up the tension in her body. Yanking against the ropes that secured her to the chair, her eyes darted around the shadowy basement for the four-hundredth time.

Where am I?

Her heart raced at the unanswered question, her hands struggling futilely against her binds as she grappled for composure.

Don’t panic. Closing her eyes, she forced her breath to slow. Think. How do I get out of here?

“Balthazar’s coming,” she whispered, the words alone enough to conjure the image of her handsome beau to her mind.

But that was ridiculous. Balthazar wasn’t her man. They barely knew each other, having had one date together before the insidious Oliver Monroe had ripped their growing chemistry to pieces. 

Balthazar.

Cherie hoped he was all right, but she could still see him sprawled out on the deck in agony—attacked by Oliver—the man who had transformed into a two-headed beast right before her eyes.

That can’t be right. She swallowed at the grotesque memory. I must have imagined it.

But Cherie hadn’t invented the monster. She knew she hadn’t. She could still smell its foul breath and feel the ruthless grip of its claws as it collected her and took her down the mountain. A terrified shiver raced along her backbone. At some point during the journey, she must have passed out with terror, because she didn’t remember arriving in whatever dark pit he had her holed up in, but she hadn’t made the beast up. Nothing so grim existed in her imagination.

Up until yesterday, Oliver Monroe had been nothing but her rude and grumpy boss. Yes, he treated her badly, and a combination of her low self-esteem and low income had compelled her to stay in his employment, but she’d never envisioned that the man who paid her crap salary would be able to shift into the hideous creature. Hell, she hadn’t even believed that such things existed.

Balthazar! 

Concentrating on his face, Cherie called his name in her head, squeezing her eyes shut as she focused on him. She’d managed to reach out to him earlier using this method, or at least she thought she had, but maybe that was all part of the madness that seemed to have seeped into her life since Monroe had fired her.

The mountain date with Balthazar had been something special, but it had ended in disaster. Was she honestly now expecting the same man who’d helicoptered her to the isolated peak and gotten himself injured, to save her? That was truly ludicrous.

“That’s not fair,” she murmured. “Balthazar did his best. He did everything he could...” 

But it hadn’t been enough. Oliver had been waiting, and as soon as Balthazar was out for the count, he’d snatched her away. Eyes fluttering open, she glanced around the gloom again. 

I can’t put my faith in Balthazar. 

Not because she didn’t want to, or because she lacked belief in the tall, dark stranger who’d waltzed into Oliver’s office and sent her pulse racing. She trusted that it had been his voice in her head when she’d awoken, but whether or not she’d planted it there herself to give her courage, she wasn’t sure.

I have to be logical. 

She needed to escape, and fast. Oliver had left after providing her with a much-needed glass of water, but he’d already made his intentions clear, and even the drink had been excruciating to endure. The way he’d refused to untie her and let her use her hands, the way he’d brushed his palm over the mounds of her breasts as he slowly tipped the liquid past her lips—it was so dehumanizing. Her skin goosed in disgust as she recalled the evil gleam in his eyes. He clearly meant to do her harm and she couldn’t just sit there and wait to play the victim. Cherie had played that role for too long in his office.

I have to get myself out of here. 

But how? 

She considered calling out for help in the vain hope that someone in the building wasn’t a self-obsessed narcissist, but fear squeezed her throat closed, an echo of Oliver’s warning pinballing around her head.

‘If you scream, baby, then I’ll find something useful for that mouth to do.’

Tears pricked in her eyes at the thought of all the vile things Oliver might have in mind. She didn’t want to encourage a single one. She’d never been attracted to the man, not even when she’d first worked for him. Oliver had always exuded the essence of a spoiled rich boy—the least alluring aroma in the world. Cherie didn’t want him and she never would. The disturbing thing was, until she’d told him to shove his job up his ass and walked away, he’d never shown any interest in her, either.

Exhaling, she studied the shelving erected on either side of the basement as best she could in the half light. There was nothing obvious she could use to help her pursuit and without the help of her hands, there was only so much she could achieve. Frustration simmered inside her, sending the first tear sliding down her cheek. 

I can’t give up! I don’t belong to Oliver bloody Monroe.

As if the villain had read her mind, the sound of footsteps started overhead, the noise growing louder on the steps. 

Shit, Oliver’s coming back.

Brow creasing, she stared into the dark abyss, her heart accelerating as she tried to decide how to manage whatever came next, but however hard she tried, it was impossible to quell the suffocating panic clawing its way to her throat. Tied up in the dark, she was Oliver’s for the taking—bound to play whatever role he’d cast for her.

Balthazar! 

She’d wanted to say the word aloud, but terror kept it trapped inside.

Balthazar, if you can hear me, he’s coming. Help me. For God’s sake, help me!

***
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Balthazar

––––––––
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SUNLIGHT BLEACHED THE sky above them as the four Vaughns crowded on the busy urban street, but the labyrinth of skyscrapers rising from the earth blocked most of its rays. To the untrained observer, the men looked like any other group of city bankers, finely dressed and exhibiting the spoils of their wealth, but those closer to the huddle of suited men might have garnered the odd compromising word as they passed, and a sense that not all was well with those well-dressed gentlemen.

Running through the details with his three brothers one more time, the rescue plan slowly cemented in Balthazar’s head, and the more he heard it, the more he liked it.

Yes. He smiled as his confidence grew. This is going to work.

Sebastian would be the decoy. He had a natural air of calm about him and could dupe Monroe into believing there was discord amongst them regarding Monroe’s recent and insulting business offer. While Sebastian kept Monroe busy above ground, Balthazar and the others would find Cherie and free her. It was as genius as it was simple, and in Balthazar’s opinion, that meant it was going to work.

“It’ll never work.” Draco shook his head with a sigh. “Do you really think Monroe will fall for the old decoy trick?”

“Yes,” Balthazar replied flatly. “I’ve met the guy and he’s absurdly arrogant and not very bright. If he believes Sebastian wants to discuss his offer behind my back, then Monroe will piss himself to listen.”

A low growl escaped Balthazar’s throat as he considered the fate. He wanted more than only Monroe’s denigration to make him pay for what he’d done to him and Cherie.

“It’s worth a shot.” Cole shrugged. “At least it means Monroe will be distracted. After that it’s just us, and Balthazar’s woman—”

“And the armed militia that moron likely has stashed away in the bowels of the building.” Draco motioned behind them to the tallest high rise of them all—Monroe’s tower block.

“He won’t have militia.” Sebastian laughed wryly. “He’s a businessman, like us.”

“He’s nothing like us,” Balthazar corrected. “And Draco’s right to be wary. We have no idea what security the family has, but there’s bound to be some, and yes, they could have guns.”

An eerie quiet fell over them as each man considered Balthazar’s warning. 

“It’s just as well I stopped to collect a few arms of our own then.” Draco lifted the sports bag he was carrying into the air, a dark glint gleaming in his blue eyes. Although he bore the same distinctive height and high cheek bones as his brothers, Draco was the only blond of the four. It had made him stand out in a group of already noticeable men.

Balthazar’s gaze fell to the leather bag. “What did you do, Draco?”

“I brought supplies.” Draco’s lips twitched. “And you’re welcome.”

“Seems sensible to have back-up of some sort,” Cole suggested, glancing between his brothers. “We’re stronger and faster than most, but even we can’t outrun bullets.” 

“I don’t like it.” Balthazar ground his teeth as he eyed the bag. He understood Draco and Cole’s point, but weapons never boded well.  Balthazar was used to outwitting and out moving his opponents without guns. He was faster, stronger and usually, smarter. Walking into the building armed meant they had an intention to use weapons and that didn’t sit well with him.

“What’s to like?” Draco’s brow rose. “We’re marching in there to rescue a woman you barely even fucking know, Bal. I’m not losing my life because of your most recent hard-on.”

“Now, hang on...” Balthazar’s heart thundered at Draco’s thinly-veiled criticism. “I wouldn’t do anything to put any of you in danger. As I recall, I never even asked any of you to help me.”

“No,” Sebastian interrupted. “I insisted, and I stand by the assertion. We’re stronger together and we know it.” He paused, pulling in a deep breath as if he expected any of the others to argue. No one did. 

“Draco’s point wasn’t so eloquently put, but it’s fair, Balthazar.” Sebastian turned to his older sibling. “Forewarned is forearmed, or, in this case, forearmed is better than wandering in there with no defense whatsoever.”

“Okay.” Balthazar sighed, wishing they could just get on with it already. “We’ll take the guns, but I strongly urge restraint.”

Peering back at the ominous tower, anxiety contracted in his stomach. Cherie was trapped in there and she needed his help. 

Balthazar! 

As though Balthazar had conjured her voice in his desperation, he swore he heard her call his name in his head. His brows knitted as he focused on her voice. Was he inventing it in his frantic anguish, or was their telepathic connection growing stronger again?

Balthazar, if you can hear me, he’s coming. Help me. For God’s sake, help me!

Pulling in a sharp breath, Balthazar turned back to his brothers who were still discussing the merits and disadvantages of armed encounters. Draco in particular, seemed hellbent on conveying which gun was his favorite, but Balthazar wasn’t listening. He’d definitely heard Cherie that time and there was no doubt she was in trouble.

“... if you cock it properly, then it’s by far the most efficient weapon,” Draco went on. “And it handles nicely, too. You can—”

“Let’s just go!” Balthazar blurted, effectively ending his brother’s sentence. “She’s in there and he’s doing gods only know what to her.”

Their three stunned expressions showed just how out of character Balthazar’s emotional outpouring was, but he didn’t care. He loved his brothers and appreciated their support, but standing around talking wasn’t expediting the plan. Only action could pull Cherie back from Monroe’s grasp.

“Okay.” Sebastian reached for Balthazar’s shoulder as he glanced up at Monroe’s fortress. “Okay, we hear you. I’ll head inside and lure out Monroe.”

“Thanks.” Meeting Sebastian’s kind eyes, Balthazar managed a small smile. He’d essentially ignored Sebastian when they’d met for coffee yesterday and today he was drawing him and the others into a complicated web of abduction and danger. So much for being the dependable big brother. 

“And that goes for all of you.” Balthazar glanced at Cole and Draco. “I owe you.”

“Too right you do.” Draco laughed darkly. “Don’t worry, Bal. When it’s time to pay up, the added interest will be huge.”

Smirking, Draco spun and wandered in the opposite direction, followed quickly by Sebastian, who overtook him in an attempt to reach the office entrance first. Watching them go, Balthazar was struck suddenly by a premonition that Draco was right. That one day soon Draco would land himself in jeopardy and have no idea how deep he was in the mire.

“Ready?” Cole prompted, motioning after Draco.

“Yeah.” Balthazar met his youngest brother’s knowing gaze. “Let’s do this.”
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Chapter Two
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Cherie 

––––––––
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“HOW ARE YOU DOING, beautiful?” Oliver Monroe’s sneer cut through the gloom as he loomed in the doorway. “Did you miss me?”

Missed him? 

When she got out of the chair he’d tied her to, she’d happily show him just how much she’d missed him by shoving her knee straight into his testicles.

“Hmmm?” He moved closer until he was near enough to stroke the underside of her chin. 

“Yes, sir.” 

Choking out the words, Cherie lowered her gaze and avoided his eyes. How long had she been here? How long did she have to abide his sickening attention, and where the hell was Balthazar? Hadn’t he told her he was on his way and coming to help?

I made the telepathy up. She swallowed with dismay. There’s no other explanation.

“Good.” 

His fingers grazed the side of her neck before skimming her nape, promising other, more sinister intimacies to come. Tensing at the provocation, she willed the image of Balthazar into her mind. If she’d been able to hear his voice earlier, even assuming that it had only happened in her head, then she needed the power of that tonic again. Whatever was about to happen required her to block out reality more than ever before. 

“It seems we finally have some time we can spend together, baby.” 

Cherie shivered at his knowing tone. Had anyone ever made a sentence sound so ominous before? Wandering a small circle, Oliver came to a standstill behind her and she twisted to look at him. “At last.”

Oh, crap. 

That wasn’t how Cherie would have put it. All she wanted to do was get the hell out of wherever she was.

“I’m sorry about the accommodation.” He stared around the shadowy basement thoughtfully. “I want to keep you somewhere better, but...” Edging closer, his  finger brushed over her collar bone before playing idly with the top of her dress. “You were so resistant to the idea of coming with me.”

“I... didn’t expect any of this.” That was the understatement of the millennium. 

“What?” His hand snapped to her throat, cupping her neck tightly as he glowered over her.

Struggling for air, her eyes widened. “Sir,” she added quickly, recoiling as far as the uncomfortable chair allowed.

“Let’s not forget our manners, baby.” Gaze narrowing, he dropped his hand to her breast and groped at her nipple. Completely unable to resist his unwelcome advance, she heaved in a shaky breath. “You should know how much it irritates me.”

“S-sorry, sir.” She cringed, loathing both her plea and the way he manhandled her in equal measure.

I should be stronger than this, she admonished herself. I shouldn’t cede... But what choice did she have? Oliver held all the cards and Cherie didn’t even know where he’d taken her.

“You weren’t a bad little worker, you know.” His dark chuckle rebounded as his palm lowered down her body between her legs. With her ankles bound to the chair legs, there was no way to halt his pursuit and the dress she’d donned for Balthazar made it all too easy for his hand to slip beneath and to her panties. “A little slow, but... we could work on that.”

“Please, sir,” she croaked in a breath, disgusted at the liberties he was taking. “Stop.”

In all the time she’d worked for Oliver, Cherie had never so much as even gazed his way. She’d never given him any impression that she was interested in him, because she wasn’t. Oliver was the worst kind of man and any aesthetically pleasing features he had were blotted out by his callous arrogance and greed. She hadn’t wanted him then and she sure as hell didn’t consent to his fingers between her thighs now. 

“Is that how you like it?” His tone goaded. “Want to pretend you don’t want me when we both know you do?”

Wait, what? 

How was he managing to misconstrue her direct response?

“No,” she rasped, struggling in vain to be free of his touch.

“No?” He laughed at her predicament. “When you’re dressed so wonderfully for me? But then, I forgot, you didn’t dress up for me, did you, baby?” His tone deepened as his fingers pressed harder against her sensitive flesh, her heart rate gathering speed as panic burgeoned. “You wore this dress for that asshole, Balthazar.”

“I-I didn’t know you felt that way about me, sir.” Closing her eyes, she fought for breath as he stroked her tiny panties out of his way.

“I’m not blind,” he muttered. Leaning over her shoulder, his breath smelled of stale whiskey as his vulgar rant continued. “I notice nice pussy when it passes by my desk every day.” His breathing grew labored as his fingertip brushed over her clit and all of her muscles stiffened at the same time, determined to stop his progress in a silent act of defiance. 

Oh, God.

She wanted to cry out, to scream, but what would be the point? Yelling would no doubt only anger Oliver, and there was no one there to hear her. 

No one.

The word echoed hastily in her head, reinforcing her miserable fate. When Balthazar had collected her from her house yesterday, she’d had no idea that this was how she’d end up, a bound captive forced to endure Oliver’s crude touch. As though her captor was reveling in her desolation, his free hand snaked around her helpless body, feeling the weight of her left breast through her clothing.

I can’t do this. Unable to articulate her misery, the claim ricocheted in her mind, heightening her woe as his fingers attempted to coax her to life. Please don’t make me do this!

‘Cherie!’

Just like that, Balthazar’s voice exploded in her mind. 

‘I’m coming. We’re close.’

‘Balthazar!’ She’d wanted to say the word aloud, but fear held it at bay. Of course, as Oliver’s digits continued their unsolicited exploration, she considered that Balthazar’s reassurances originated in her subconscious, like a lifeboat her brain had dispatched to get her through the ordeal to come, but in her despair, she didn’t care. Any beacon of hope in the darkness was welcome. ‘Please hurry. I can’t hold on much longer.’

She and Oliver both leaped at the shrill ringtone of Oliver’s phone, his fingers withdrawing as he straightened behind her.

Thank God.

“Who the fuck is that?” he growled, presumably to himself since the grateful Cherie had no idea who was on the other end of his device. “I told them not to disturb us.”

“Maybe it’s important, sir,” she proffered, physically willing herself not to tremble as he yanked the phone from his pocket.

“It fucking better be,” he retorted.

Inhaling the stale air, she listened as he answered.

“What did I tell you?” Oliver snapped at whomever had dared to call his phone. “This had better be good.”

She could just make out the voice of the other man.

“What?” Snorting, Oliver spun, his voice unexpectedly animated. “Here? Which one?” He paused as he listened. “Sebastian?” Oliver’s laughter was insidious. “Which fucking one is that?”

Sebastian? Cherie twisted in Oliver’s direction. That was the name of Balthazar’s brother—the one she’d met briefly the day before. Could he be talking about the same man?

“Right.” Oliver shook his head. “There are too many of them.”

He paused, glancing her way and winking as he listened.

Horrified to have met his eyes, she turned away in a hurry, wishing she could at least close her legs now he’d shimmied her underwear to one side. This was turning out to be officially the worst day of her life.

“Seems a bit of a coincidence doesn’t it?” His voice reverberated around the damp space. “That Sebastian should turn up at my door the day after I knocked out his brother.”

Time lapsed as the man on the line gave his opinion, but all Cherie could do was focus on not making her excitement too obvious. The brother Oliver was referring to was Balthazar, which meant that Sebastian was definitely the one she’d fleetingly met. She didn’t know how, but that was a good omen—a sign that somehow, Balthazar was acting in her favor and would help her. After all, the call alone had been enough to halt his molesting hands.

“I suppose so,” he answered eventually. “You’re right. What difference does it make? One man can’t do shit and this Sebastian has no way of knowing his brother’s piece of ass is even down here.”

Cherie’s eyes squeezed closed at his callous description of her. What had happened to Oliver to make him such a heartless piece of shit with no regard for women at all? Sitting there, she couldn’t recall why she’d stuck it out as his assistant for so long. 

“Whatever offer he has, I’m tempted to make the fucker wait.” Oliver walked back to her, snickering as his free hand dangled past her neck to her breast. Finding her nipple, he pinched the bud, eliciting a pained gasp from his captive. “I’m a little busy down here.”

“Oh, God,” she whimpered, unable to hold back her reaction to the sudden hurt.

“But yeah, you’re right.” His laughter was quiet as his hand rose to her throat, silencing her as he held her in place against his hip. “This little bitch isn’t going anywhere. I guess my cock can wait twenty minutes.”

A well of nausea knotted in her belly at his inference, fresh tears brimming as her fear escalated. It was one thing to guess what he had in mind, and to be subject to his roaming hands, but another to hear such base insults coming from the man who’d failed to show her respect even before he’d kidnapped her.

“You can tell him that, though.” Oliver’s digits tightened at her throat, forcing her closer to his suit trousers. Rising to her cheek, his fingers compelled the side of her face against the fabric, and to her horror, her cheekbone grazed along the outline of what felt like his erection. 
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