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      Killing always came easily to me. Loving did not.

      I held the muzzle of my gun right between Charlie’s eyes and stared down at the guy, feeling no ounce of sympathy for such a pitiful, filthy man. He had corrupted the Ricci name by taking those children, doing things so sinful to them that he’d be sent straight to fucking hell. Right where he belonged.

      “I trusted you, Charlie,” I said through clenched teeth, taking the safety off. “And you did the one thing you and I both know this family never does.” I pushed the gun further against his forehead, watching the tears fall down his cheeks. “Tell me what you did, so I know you know why I’m about to shoot you fucking dead.”

      “Please,” he pleaded. “Please, Cristian … I’ve known you since you were a boy.” More tears slid down his cheeks, but he’d had no sympathy when he was touching those fucking children, so I had no sympathy now. “Don’t do this.”

      I grabbed a knife from the pocket of my suit pants, opened it, and slid it right across his cheek, carving a deep gash in the thing he’d spent thousands on. When I had been young and impressionable, I’d thought it was to look good for the women. But now, I knew it was to appear attractive and youthful, trusting even, to young boys.

      He grasped his face and screamed. “Cristian. Please …” Blood spewed out of his wound.

      “Fucking tell me, Charlie, or I’ll do it again. You don’t deserve an easy fucking death.”

      Nothing.

      I slid the knife across his other cheek, then broke his nose just for the fucking fun of it. “You’re a piece of shit. If my father were still alive, he’d be fucking disgusted with himself, knowing that one of his best men did this.”

      Charlie grasped his nose and doubled over, spitting up blood. “I won’t do it again. I swear, Cristian. You have to believe me. It was one time. One time! It didn’t even mean anything. I didn’t do anything to the kid.”

      My jaw twitched, my finger hovering over the trigger. I didn’t want him to be on this fucking planet anymore, didn’t care about torturing his ass. He deserved death—cold and final death—more than any of the men I had killed.

      “Boss,” one of my guards said. “Ben wants to see you.”

      Ben. I pressed my lips together at the sound of his name. Another man I’d have to get rid of soon if he continued to disappoint me. I didn’t have time for his bullshit now though. I had other assholes to deal with.

      “I’m busy.”

      Someone pushed the door open.

      “Please, boss,” Ben said, stepping into the room without fucking permission.

      Couldn’t he fucking see that I was in the middle of something important?

      The guard grabbed him by the shoulder to shove him out, but I stopped him.

      “He can stay,” I said, gliding my tongue across the inside of my teeth.

      Let him stay, so I can show him what will happen to him if he doesn’t clean up his act.

      Ben stared at Charlie, then at the blood on my hands. “I can come back. Sorry for⁠—”

      “Sit the fuck down,” I said to Ben. “You wanted to talk to me. You interrupted me. You will wait.”

      Ben scrambled to a seat at my desk, and I turned back to Charlie.

      “You’re a sorry excuse for a Ricci,” I said. “Take him to the fucking dungeon and chain him up. I’ll be down to handle him later.”

      Two guards looped their arms around his and picked him up. Charlie tried scrambling away, shaking his head back and forth and telling me that I was making the biggest mistake of my life. After they took him out the back door, I stuffed my gun into the waistband of my pants and walked around my desk.

      “Did you do as I’d asked?” I asked Ben.

      Ben glanced from the back door to me and looked at his lap. “Boss, I can’t do this anymore.” He shook his head. “Please, I can’t.” That fearful expression crossed his face, the same one I’d told him he was going to have after gambling away my money.

      I stared at him, my tongue gliding across my teeth again as I took a sip of my sambuca. It tasted sour in my mouth tonight, or maybe that was just the thought of a Ricci ever doing that to a child.

      Music thumped from my club into my office, and I tried to use the alcohol to relax because I was one moment away from killing this fucker right here. I didn’t have the patience tonight, and he was beginning to become a nuisance.

      “You steal my money, are thousands of dollars in gambling debt, and think you can ask to just stop?” I asked, rage boiling inside of me. My jaw tightened. “You have the fucking audacity to ask me to let you go?” My voice was quiet—deathly quiet.

      “Please,” Ben said.

      I slammed my hand on my desk. “I gave you a choice two months ago. Work for me or get a bullet straight through your head. You chose to work for me, so that’s what you’re going to fucking do.”

      Ben shook his head. “I can’t do this anymore. I can’t kill people.”

      After blowing out a deep breath, I looked him straight in the eyes. “What happens when your fiancée finds out about your little problem? Huh? She doesn’t know what you do, does she?” When he shook his head, I cracked a small smile. “Maybe she should find out why you’ve been out late for so many late nights, how you’re thousands of dollars in debt, that you don’t have a fucking cent to your name, and that you have an addiction you can’t fucking overcome.”

      “Don’t tell her, please,” he said, shaking his head.

      “I suppose she doesn’t know about all the money you’ve taken from her too.”

      “I haven’t taken anything from her.”

      Lie.

      “You haven’t gambled away your savings yet? What about that ring on her finger? Does she know it’s fake?”

      “It’s not fake,” Ben said, but he couldn’t look me in the eye when he said it. After I let him simmer for a few moments, he shook his head. “It doesn’t matter if it’s fake or not. She loves me, and I love her.”

      I placed my gun on the desk and took another swig of my sambuca, letting it sit in my mouth for a moment as I stared at the man in front of me, who seemed to be spooked.

      “Her name is Roxie, isn’t it?” I asked, letting her name roll off my tongue. “She’s very beautiful. It’d be quite terrible if I had to take her from you to pay off your debt.”

      “Please, don’t. She’d leave me if she found out. She would fucking leave me.”

      “You want out, don’t you?” I asked. “There’s a price.”

      He stood and placed his hands on my desk. “Please, boss. Don’t involve her. She doesn’t know anything about where I’ve been going, what I’ve been doing, who I am. It would break her heart.”

      “You love her?” I asked, brow arched.

      He nodded frantically. “More than anything. I do this all for her. Please, don’t involve her in this. It’s my fuckup.”

      I stood too, grabbed my gun, and walked around him. A bead of sweat rolled down that lousy neck of his. I should’ve broken it when I had the chance.

      “You don’t do this for her. You do this because you gambled away my money and thought you could get away with it. You don’t love her because if you did, you’d have dropped her the moment you got involved with me.”

      “I do love her,” he said, sounding so sure of it.

      “You don’t. You’re just selfish.” But so was I.

      I had only seen her a handful of times in passing, but I knew she’d be mine one day.

      After opening the door for him, I gestured for him to leave. “You’re not out, but you’re going to bring her here tomorrow night. Ten p.m. Don’t be late.”

      I had business with another family tomorrow night about more men who’d made bad decisions involving children, but I’d be willing to make room for sweet ol’ Roxie too.
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      I sipped on my jasmine tea and stared at the dark TV screen, trying to keep my eyes open just enough to stay awake until Ben came home. The neon green light of the clock read 3:04 a.m. It was so late—so freaking late—and I had to be up in four hours.

      My eyes fluttered closed, yet I willed myself to stay awake.

      Every night for the past two weeks, Ben had been coming home past midnight. And every night, I’d fall asleep before he came home because I needed to sleep for work, but not tonight. Tonight, I was going to find out where the hell he had been because this wasn’t the Ben I had been dating for the past three years.

      Another fifteen minutes passed, and I found myself coming in and out of sleep, accepting and rejecting the darkness that seemed to always creep up on me at this time. I had only been thinking and dreaming the worst about him lately, but maybe … maybe I was just getting cold feet before our wedding.

      He had proposed a month ago, yet something felt off. And all I could think about was that he was getting cold feet too, that he was out, enjoying the last of his single life with another girl before he married me.

      Our apartment door creaked open, and Ben stumbled into the room, trying to be as quiet as he could. But he didn’t know that I had stayed awake for the first time this week. He didn’t know that I was freaking determined to know where he had been.

      I mumbled his name, but instead of coming into the living room to greet me, he hurried straight to the bathroom and shut the door, the smell of alcohol, covered by cheap cologne, drifting through our small apartment.

      When I heard the water start, I shot up from the couch and wiped my tired eyes.

      “Ben!” I shouted, knocking on the bathroom door. “Ben, we need to talk.” He didn’t answer, so I banged on the door with the side of my fist. “Ben, open up!”

      The water hammered down on the shower walls, so I hit my fist against the door, louder and louder until it was trembling. I was thinking the absolute worst. Ben had been out with another girl, telling her things he only told me, letting her touch him … and now, he was trying to hide the evidence, cover up her perfume with my lemon-scented soap.

      “Now, Ben. We need to talk. This is serious.”

      After waiting another two minutes, I found the key to the bathroom door hidden in the kitchen and unlocked it, stepping into the steamy room.

      “Ben, we need to talk. Why are you ignoring me?” I asked.

      “Go to sleep, Roxie,” Ben said from inside the shower. Our shower curtain was basically hanging by a thread at this point, and the room was small enough to barely hold two people. “It’s late, and you have work tomorrow morning.”

      His clothes were sitting in the sink, and because I knew he’d never admit to cheating on me—what guy would?—I grabbed them and hoped to find a note, to smell perfume, looking for something that would give me a clue as to where he had been these past two weeks.

      But as soon as they touched my skin, I saw the blood. My fingers trembled as I unraveled them. They weren’t soaked in blood, but instead splattered with it. I shook my head, my eyes wide, my heart hammering against my chest.

      “What is this?” I asked, voice so quiet that I almost didn’t hear myself. “Why is there blood on your shirt?”

      The water shut off, and Ben stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around his waist. He snatched the clothes from me, jaw tight.

      “I said, go to bed.” He stormed out of the bathroom, tracking water all over our dingy apartment floor to the bedroom.

      After thrusting the clothes into a black garbage bag and throwing it in our trash can, he rifled through his closet to find something to wear. I followed after him every step of the way.

      “Why can’t you tell me?” I asked. “I’m your freaking fiancée. I deserve to know.”

      If there was one thing I hated the most in this world, it was men who lied. He could’ve gotten into an accident. He could’ve gotten into a fight at the bar. He could’ve fucking killed someone, for all I knew. And I would be there for him. But I couldn’t fucking deal with a liar.

      “Are you cheating on me?” I asked. It didn’t explain the blood, but it was the only explanation I had come up with for his sudden coldness the past two weeks. “Tell me you haven’t been cheating on me.”

      “I haven’t been cheating on you,” he said, his body completely tense. “I would never cheat on you.”

      “Then where have you been?” I asked, staring up at the ceiling with tears in my eyes. “And why do you have blood on your clothes?”

      “That’s none of your business,” he said to me, voice harsher than usual.

      “It is my business, Ben. I’m going to marry you.”

      He snatched my chin in his hand and slammed me against the wall. The air left my damn throat, and I stared up at him with wide eyes, never having experienced this Ben. He had never laid his damn hands on me before.

      “Leave it alone,” he said through clenched teeth, sounding out each word as if I couldn’t hear him.

      After a few moments, he released my chin and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, walking away and shaking his head. “I’m sorry, Roxie. I didn’t mean to touch you like that.”

      I stepped away from him when he came closer to me. I shouldn’t have asked where he was. I should’ve just gone to fucking bed and woken up tomorrow like everything was fine. Sometimes, ignorance was fucking bliss.

      Instead of prying anymore, I slid into bed, turned onto my side, and stared into the darkness. “Good night,” I whispered, trying hard to keep my voice steady and unwavering.

      Tears welled up in my eyes. The feeling of his hand closing around my throat so viciously like that haunted me.

      The bed dipped next to me, Ben sliding under the covers with me. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, fingers brushing against my hip to pull me closer.

      I pushed him away. If he didn’t want to tell me the truth, I didn’t want him to touch me.

      “I’m taking you out tomorrow night. We’re going somewhere nice,” he said, then turned onto his side to face the opposite direction.

      I pressed my lips together and refused to make any noise, any whimper, any sign of weakness. God, I did so much for this man. I worked my ass off to get us out of debt—or at least tried to—had stayed up late with him to watch him play those stupid online card games when we started dating, spent a weekend in Vegas with him when I should’ve been working. And he couldn’t even tell me why he had been coming home late and why there was fucking blood on his clothes.

      Before I could fall asleep, the bed shook slightly, and I could hear the quiet sobs coming from his side.

      “I fucked up, Roxie,” he whispered so lowly, probably thinking that I had fallen asleep. “I fucked it all up.”
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      So much for wanting to take me out somewhere nice to spend time with me.

      Sure, we might’ve been at the fanciest, most upper-class club in all of Manhattan, and I might’ve been on my second glass of Afterglow Elixir sweet white wine that was way too expensive for our budget, and some guys from across the bar might’ve been looking me up and down the entire night and making me feel good for the first time in two weeks, but Ben was nowhere to be found.

      He had disappeared almost half an hour ago, telling me that he needed to use the restroom. My fingers turned white against the glass as I tried to think of the best-case scenario. Ben was just taking the biggest dump of his life—not in there, fucking some girl—while I sat here, stupidly waiting for him.

      A couple of the men dressed in black stared at me from across the bar, their wandering eyes dark and sinful. I swallowed some more of my wine and pressed my knees together, knowing that I shouldn’t ever feel this way about any man who wasn’t my fiancé.

      But he hadn’t paid much attention to me since we had gotten engaged, had left me alone for weeks now, barely touching me when he got home for the night. The most I had gotten was a kiss on the forehead lately.

      I tore my gaze away, heat crawling up my neck, and pushed my empty glass to the edge of the counter. Fuck tonight. Maybe I should’ve waited a couple of more years to get engaged or pushed a little harder last night when asking him where he had been.

      “Another one?” the bartender asked.

      After glancing over my shoulder toward the back hallway where Ben had disappeared, I frowned and nodded. I didn’t expect he’d be coming back out anytime soon.

      “Make that two,” someone said from beside me. His voice was deep and charming, sending shivers right down my spine.

      And when I looked over at him, I knew why. He was one of the handsomest men I had ever seen. Dressed in gray suit pants and an off-white dress shirt that looked to be a size too small—or maybe his muscles were just a bit too big—he had eyes of the devil, a smirk so sinful that I was sure I had only seen it in my nightmares, and luscious black hair that curled over his forehead.

      The bartender placed two glasses of Afterglow on the counter. “Here you are, boss.”

      Boss.

      He sat down in the seat beside me, his long leg grazing against mine. “I’m Cristian. I⁠—”

      “I’m not interested,” I said, cutting him off and glancing over at his godly sculpted face and those intense brown eyes that seemed both cruel and filled with fervor.

      While his jaw clenched, he let out a low chuckle that seemed to warm me in all the right places. “I’m not here to hit on you—yet. I’m just here to talk, Roxie.”

      I tensed when he said my name, the sound of it so smooth on his full lips. “Do I know you?” I asked, gripping my glass tighter and trying damn hard not to feel that heat crawling up the insides of my thighs, gathering in my core, making me lust after a man who I didn’t call my fiancé.

      “I know your boyfriend,” he said.

      “Fiancé,” I corrected.

      He curled his lips into another sinful smirk and sipped his drink. “Not for long.”

      I raised a brow at him, kinda, sorta feeling a little buzzed and really freaking ticked off tonight. Whoever this Cristian was, he had another thing coming. I wasn’t about to sit here and take his shit.

      “What’d you say?” I asked, placing my glass down.

      Cristian looked me up and down slowly, his smirk widening. I expected him to shake his head and tell me to forget about it, that he hadn’t said anything, that he was just kidding about it all. But instead, he leaned in closer to me and placed a hand on my knee, his large fingers curling into my inner thigh.

      “Not for long,” he repeated.

      Pressing my lips together, I glanced down at his hand on my thigh and felt my heart lurch in my chest. His fingers were so big, so thick, so rough against my bare leg. He moved them in small, soothing circles and made me clench.

      “What the hell does that mean? And why are you touching me?” I asked.

      He leaned in even closer to me, his lips grazing against my ear, fingers moving a couple of inches up my inner thigh. He paused for a moment, his low chuckle making me shiver again. “Because I own you now, principessa.”

      I clenched and swallowed hard. “Nobody owns me.” Not even Ben.

      Cristian pulled away just enough to stare into my eyes with his stormy, dark ones. “Ben didn’t tell you yet?” He chuckled down at me. “I didn’t really expect him to though. He’s a bitch about it.”

      “Ben is⁠—”

      “He’s a bitch, an asshole, a fucking stronzo.” He brushed his finger down my lower lip and gazed at it with so much more damn passion than Ben had ever stared at me. “And you know it too, don’t you?”

      I slapped his hand away. “Ben is not an asshole or a stronzo or whatever you just called him. He loves me, and you should probably leave before he comes back out here and finds you touching me like this.”

      Cristian’s smirk just widened even more. “I’m terrified, principessa.”

      I pushed my hands into his chest, feeling the alcohol take over. “You should be. Now, leave me alone.”

      He stood beside me, towering over me with his bulky frame, and placed his finger under my chin, raising it until I was staring up into the eyes of the devil. “I don’t think you understand. I own you now, principessa. Ben’s wrongdoings are yours, and the devil loves making people pay for their crimes.” His breath warmed my ear. “Especially sinners like you.”

      My breath caught in the back of my throat, and I found myself trying to form words … any words … but I couldn’t. Something inside of me told me to run as fast as I freaking could, get out of this club, and leave Ben here to burn for whatever he had done to this man.

      But I stayed glued to the spot, staring up into the eyes of Manhattan’s cruelest devil.

      He placed his drink on the counter and nodded to the bartender. “Don’t worry about her tab. I got it.” And with that, he gave me one last lingering look and turned around, the handle of a gun—a fucking gun—sticking out from the back of his waistband.

      And from that moment, I knew Ben really had fucked up. We were screwed.
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      Almost an hour later, two men walked out of the back hallway and made a beeline for me. I stood, leaving my half-empty glass on the bar, and shuffled through the groups of people having a good time.

      Was my first instinct to leave this place behind even if Ben was somewhere in the back? Yes.

      I didn’t want to be within any feet of Cristian or his men.

      Glancing over my shoulder, I pushed around people on a mission to get the hell out of here before they could catch me and kill me for whatever Ben had done to them. I bumped into someone’s chest and froze. A man about double the size of Ben’s tiny frame stood over me.

      “Where do you think you’re going?”

      I swallowed hard. “To the women’s room. I … I have to pee.” I crossed one leg over the other and pretended to have to pee my goddamn pants, as if some hadn’t already leaked out because I was straight-up terrified that tonight would be my last night on earth.

      He snatched my arm, his large hand nearly wrapping around my entire elbow. “You can use the restroom later,” he said to me. “Boss wants to see you.”

      I dug my heels into the ground. “No,” I said, shaking my head. “No, please, don’t take me back there.”

      He dragged me through the crowd and down the dark back hallway as I tried so desperately to squirm out of his hold.

      “Please, don’t. I don’t want to die. Please.”

      He pushed open a door and pulled me into a back alleyway. I squeezed my eyes closed. God, this was really it. We were really done for. I was going to die before I got to do anything that I had been planning to with my life.

      When he stopped pulling me, I opened one eye and took a deep breath. There was a car—our car—running in the alleyway, with Ben on the driver’s side.

      Cristian stood next to him, staring at me with those devilish brown eyes. “Principessa, come.”

      The guard leaned in close. “This won’t be the last time we see you.”

      I yanked myself away from him and smoothed out my shirt, trying to act natural while I felt like the pee was already running down the insides of my thighs. I walked over to the car, Cristian following.

      He put his hand on the passenger door handle and smiled. “I will see you soon, Roxie.”

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I waited for him to open my door, and then I slid into the seat and stared through the windshield. “Drive, Ben,” I said through clenched teeth when Cristian smacked the back of the car, as if to send us off. “We have a lot of shit to talk about.”

      As soon as we were off onto the road and merged onto the highway—out of sight of Cristian and his devilish smirk—I smacked Ben on the chest. “What the fuck was that? What kind of trouble are you in?”

      “Roxie, calm down,” Ben said, gripping the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. “You don’t have to worry about anything, baby. I have this handled. Nothing is going to happen.”

      I stared at him with wide eyes and pursed my lips, seeing right through his lies. I hated the way he lied to me—the way he kept lying to me. It was the one thing I’d told him he could never do in our relationship, yet here I was, letting him lie through his teeth to me.

      “Don’t shut me out. What did you do?”

      Ben slammed his hand against the steering wheel. “Roxie, drop it.”

      I shifted in my seat. “No, I’m not going to let this go like it’s nothing. That man had a gun. A fucking gun. And everyone else in that bar, all those guards around him, had guns too.” I shook my head. “I don’t know why you can’t just come out and say it. At least tell me who they were.”

      Ben blew an angry breath through his nose and took the exit for our apartment. I stared through the windshield and crossed my arms over my chest, twirling my ring around my finger with my thumb. What good was it to marry someone who couldn’t tell me when he was in trouble?

      We drove into the garage and parked next to a homeless guy sleeping against our neighbor’s truck. I cursed myself for ever deciding to move into this apartment building out of every place we could’ve gone. But at the time, it had been the only place that could fit our budget, especially with all our debt.

      “Fine,” Ben said after an eternity, voice a breathy whisper. He grabbed my hands. “Those guys are from the Mafia. The Ricci fam⁠—”

      The Mafia …

      I tore my hands away from his and took a second to breathe.

      Cristian was from the Mafia, maybe even the boss himself. He had sure walked and talked like he owned everyone in the club, had the money to buy off anyone to keep them quiet, had guards around him, just waiting to tear off someone’s head.

      And Ben fucking Goodman owed them something.

      “Ben’s wrongdoings are yours.”

      “What did you do?” I asked, unable to believe that Ben—my Ben—had done something so horrendous to get stuck with them breathing down his neck.

      What could he have possibly done to get mixed up with men like that?

      “Nothing you need to worry about, baby. Just …” He brushed his fingers against my cheek, and I moved away.

      Ben had lied to me. Ben had been lying to me for weeks. Weeks! He had to be deep, or he must owe them something fucking huge.

      I shook my head. They were going to kill us, fucking kill us.

      Ben tried to envelop me in a hug, drawing me closer to him. “I have this all figured out. Everything is going to be okay. You don’t have to worry at all.”

      “And how do you have it figured out? What are you going to do?” I asked, not believing a word he said.

      As of today, he had been lying to me, staying out late, and was messed up with the Ricci family, New York’s cruelest Mafia.

      Though Mafia dealings weren’t as prevalent nowadays—especially publicly—they still owned everyone and everything. And the Ricci family was the worst. Growing up, I had heard stories from my grandmother about the horrendous things they had done to my grandfather, all the lies he had spilled to her, all the stories, all the pain.

      Ben looked at the console between us. “Just …” He took a deep breath. “I have it under control. Please, believe me.”

      I didn’t believe him, and I didn’t know if I ever could again.

      Ben Goodman was a liar. Ben Goodman was indebted to the Mafia. Ben Goodman had gotten us into a world of betrayal, lies, and heartbreak.
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      “I have to go,” Ben said at exactly midnight.

      No kiss on the cheek. No bear hug. No goodbye.

      Just Ben with a stone-faced expression, a gun he had gotten from somewhere tucked into the back of his pants, and a swagger that didn’t quite fit him right. It was as if Ben lived this entirely different life after midnight, a life that I would never truly believe was his.

      I sank into the bedsheets, watched him walk out of the bedroom, and listened to the front door slam closed. We were fucking screwed for the rest of our lives. There was no way we’d get out of this one. I didn’t need an expert to tell me that.

      Instead of falling asleep, as I should’ve done, I rolled over and grabbed my rabbit vibrator from the nightstand drawer, slid it inside of me, and turned it on. I needed something to help me relax. Those glasses of Afterglow were strong, but they hadn’t done it for me tonight.

      My eyes fluttered closed, and I tried to focus on something other than Ben and his problems because thinking about them would just make it hard for me to come and relax for even a moment. I took a deep breath, letting my toy vibrate against my clit. Waves of pleasure rushed through me, pushed me higher, closer to that edge.

      Stomach tightening, fingers tugging on my nipples, breath quickening, I moaned softly.

      My thoughts wandered from sweet nothingness to him, Cristian Ricci, the cutthroat mob boss who couldn’t seem to take his eyes off of me tonight. The way he had walked around his club, down the hall, through the alleyway like he owned the entire world and everything in it.

      He was a devil—maybe the Devil himself.

      I arched my back, turning the vibrator up another setting.

      Just as I was about to let today’s worries go completely, my phone rang.

      It was probably Ben, calling me to see if I was still angry with him for ruining our lives. I tried to ignore it, but it kept ringing and took me out of my state of mind, so I slammed my finger on the Answer button and held the phone up to my ear.

      “What?” I snapped.

      “Roxie,” Cristian said through the phone, his voice so deep that I couldn’t forget it. “Still awake?”

      My breathing hitched. “How’d you get my number?” I asked breathlessly.

      I should’ve pulled the vibrator out, should’ve turned it off, should’ve stopped tugging on my nipples when I answered the phone. But I couldn’t … I fucking couldn’t. His voice, his words, that gruff expression on his face earlier.

      Turning the vibrator up a setting, I closed my eyes. The vibrations came quicker and louder, sending me closer and closer to the edge. I threw my phone beside me and turned it on speaker.

      “What do you want, Cristian?” I asked.

      He paused. “Are you touching yourself?”

      “No,” I breathed out, slapping a hand over my mouth.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      Ben was my fiancé—my fiancé—my damn lying fiancé.

      I shouldn’t be lying in bed and thinking about another man. I shouldn’t be pushing my hand between my legs and wondering what Cristian would do if he were here with me. I shouldn’t be fantasizing about him so much.

      Everything about him screamed danger, yet my body couldn’t seem to cool off hours after I had last seen him. The way his eyes locked on mine. The way his lips curled up just a few centimeters. The way he looked at me like I was going to be his one of these days.

      “What do you want, Cristian?” I repeated when I knew I wouldn’t moan aloud.

      “I’m at your door. Answer it.”

      I turned off the vibrator. “You’re at my door?”

      The phone went dead.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      After tossing my vibrator onto the dresser, I pulled on one of my robes and hurried into the living room, not even bothering to turn on the light. When I opened the door, the hallway was empty, bright white light filtering into the room. I stuck my head out the door and looked from side to side. Nothing but the stench of alcohol and piss coming from the apartment diagonal from us.

      Someone’s hand wrapped around my wrist from behind. Cristian yanked me back into the apartment, shut the door, and pressed me against it, his breath in my ear and his body against mine.

      “Wearing this for me, Roxie?” he asked, his fingers trailing against my bare collarbone and pushing the Aerie robe just over my shoulder, letting the moonlight glisten against my skin.

      My breath caught in my throat, and I nearly had a heart attack. “What the hell are you doing in my apartment?” I asked through clenched teeth, trying hard not to stare into those intense eyes or feel how his knee was slipping between my legs, making my robe spill open just a bit more.

      “I came to see you,” Cristian said, his eyes wandering back up my body to my face. His lips curled into a soft smile, eyes so dangerous. “But you were busy pleasuring yourself.”

      I swallowed hard. “I was not.”

      He chuckled and rested his hands on the door, next to my head, trapping me in. “Your nipples are hard, Roxie. You were either playing with yourself or you’re really excited to see me here.”

      His gaze flickered down to them as I pulled my robe tighter, so he couldn’t see my breasts. But my nipples, they were still piercing through the thin material, still aching to be touched.

      After brushing his fingers up my arms, he growled lowly. “If I don’t leave soon, I’ll end up tugging on them, principessa.” He drew his nose up the side of my neck and stepped closer to me, his chest pressed against my breasts.

      I sucked in a short breath, my chest rising and falling, nipples grazing against his chest. Pleasure rushed through my body, and I let out a small moan. It felt too good. It shouldn’t.

      “Oh, principessa, don’t fucking do that to me,” he said, grasping my chin and pinning me to the door.

      I needed him to touch me so bad—so fucking bad. He slid his knee higher between my thighs until it reached my core and blew an unsteady breath out through his nose.

      “You should go,” I said. “Now.”

      After giving me one last long look, he pulled me away from the door, opened it, and walked out into the hall. His jaw twitched, as if he would snap at any moment and take me, throw me up against the wall, and ruin me.

      I didn’t think I’d let him … but I hadn’t thought I’d think about him when I touched myself earlier.

      I shut the front door on him, hurried back to my bedroom, shoved my vibrator back up into me, and thrust it into my pussy over and over and over. Pretending like it was his knee grinding against my throbbing core again. Teasing me with all that body heat. Making me … making me come.

      A rush of pleasure shot through my body, leaving my legs tingling in delight. I sank into the sheets, feeling my pussy pulse over and over again and trying so desperately to think about anything other than the devil’s intense brown eyes.
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