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Chapter one
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I sat in the back of the taxi, enjoying a moment of having nothing to do but wait, as it took me the fifteen-minute drive to my brother Liam’s house. Normally I walked or rode my bike, but it was getting late and I didn’t like walking in the dark alone. One of the pitfalls of being a woman.

The taxi pulled to a stop out the front and I made my way up the front stairs, noticing it was unusually quiet. Liam always had the television going with the volume turned up loud so he could hear it in any room of the house.

As I opened the door, letting myself in, I felt a wave of pure fear course through my body and my breath caught in my throat. I could feel my heart beating hard and fast, and my mind couldn’t seem to process what I was seeing in front of me.

Liam was sitting on the lounge, his eyes wide and scared. Blood was dripping from his nose and his shirt was ripped open. There were two tall, muscled men dressed head to toe in black standing over him and there was another man sitting casually in an armchair to his right. This man looked even more frightening than the two larger thugs.

Even though the man in the armchair was sitting down, I could tell he was well over six feet tall, with a strong, solid body and broad shoulders, all wrapped up in an expensive dark grey suit. He had dark, wavy brown hair, and dark, dark brown eyes, which looked surprised to see me, but it didn’t lessen their nasty glint.

The devil in a Prada suit.

I realised with a shock that I recognised him. It was Liam’s boss. Billionaire businessman, famous womaniser, Nathan Davenport.

“Well, well, Liam, who do we have here? I know it’s not your wife,” the man in the armchair taunted. His voice was smooth and calm, which only seemed to add to my fear.

One of the larger thugs grabbed me by the arm and pulled me inside, slamming the front door behind me. Every fibre in my body began to tremble.

“Don’t you dare touch her,” Liam bit out, the strength in his voice surprising me. He went to stand up, but one of the men pushed him down, hard. “Let her go, she has nothing to do with this.” Liam’s tone changed to pleading and I could see nothing but defeat in his eyes.

“Liam, what... what’s going on?” I asked, my nerves making my voice come out small and scared. I wasn’t a soft person normally and I hated the fear that was consuming me, making me sound weak.

“It’s all right, Rosie,” said Liam. “This is my boss, Nathan Davenport.” He looked at the man in the armchair, then up at the two other men. “And these two are his hired henchmen.”

“Liam, you didn’t answer my question. Who is she?” Nathan Davenport asked, his silky-smooth voice cutting through the air.

Liam hung his head down but not before I saw the shame in his eyes. “Rose is my sister.”

What was happening? Why would Liam’s boss want to do this? My head was swimming.

Nathan’s dark eyes openly slid up and down my body, taking in every single inch, and I watched as a sly smile began to form at his lips. “Really? Well, I’m sure your sister would love to know what you’ve been up too, hey?” Liam’s head hung even lower. “Don’t want to tell her? Don’t worry, I will.” Nathan turned to face me, his eyes so dark and intense. “You see, Rose, your brother has apparently a bit of a gambling problem. Did you know that?” he asked, his voice casual, like we were chatting about the weather. It sent a chill down my spine. There was utter darkness underneath.

I did know about the gambling, all too well. I’d been helping Liam out with money for years.

“What does that have to do with you?” I asked, nerves zinging through my body as I wringed my hands in front of me. “Does he owe you money? I can pay you some...”

“Really? Three-hundred thousand dollars?” Nathan asked, raising an eyebrow.

I felt the blood rush to my head and I knew I was close to fainting. Lucky the man was still holding onto my arm. Three-hundred thousand dollars?

“As you know, Liam is my gardener,” Nathan continued. “He has access to everywhere on the grounds of my home. It’s been brought to my attention that your brother deliberately left open one of the windows to the garage where I keep all of my vintage cars. He later ‘broke’ into the garage, stole one of my vehicles, and sold it on the ‘black market’ to pay off some of his gambling debts.”

I felt sick to my stomach and the room began to spin. “Oh Liam, why?” He looked up at me and I could see the shame all over his face. “Isn’t the car covered by insurance?” I asked hopefully, my blue eyes pleading with Nathan.

Nathan laughed, clearly unaffected by my plea. “Of course it is. But that car was a classic, it could take years to find another one in such mint condition. And besides...” He leaned forward, his face turning cold and hard, anger suddenly radiating from every part of him. “Nobody steals from me.”

My mind was racing, I couldn’t think of a solution. I certainly couldn’t come up with that sort of money. “So what are you going to do?”

Nathan leaned back in his chair and looked at Liam. “We were just about to discuss that when you walked in. I thought we could start by breaking his legs and then my men could just go up from there.” The anger in his voice was terrifying and I felt my whole body start to shake with uncontrollable shivers.

The two men smiled and Liam tried to stand up again, but they pushed him down hard. One of them walked over to the corner of the room and grabbed a cricket bat.

“No, wait...” I screamed and I grabbed the guy on the arm. He pushed me away like I was nothing and I landed on the wooden floorboards with a hard thud.

“Alright. That’s enough,” Nathan called, stopping everyone in their tracks. He stood up, grabbed me by my arm and pulled me roughly to my feet. I couldn’t help but flinch at his touch. “Hmm, Rose, you smell nice.” Nathan leaned down and put his nose in my long honey-brown hair. I could feel Nathan’s frame press against my own, causing a strange heat to flow throughout my entire body. I caught a breath of his cologne. If sin had a smell, it would smell like him.

“Don’t you dare touch her,” Liam bit out as he tried to stand up. The two men grabbed him and held his arms behind his back as he struggled and cursed, trying to get to Nathan and I.

“I really don’t think you’re in the best position to be making threats, do you, Liam?” asked Nathan, his tone becoming darker with every word.

“I don’t care what you do to me, Nathan, but don’t you dare lay a finger on my sister.”

I was surprised by the forcefulness in my brother’s voice. Liam was usually a calm man, a joker not a fighter. Even when we were growing up, I never saw him get angry.

Nathan let me go and moved so he stood right in front of Liam. “Maybe I won’t touch her.” His smile was dark. “How is your wife, Liam? Still pregnant?”

Liam’s face went red and he lunged towards Nathan. One of the men pulled Liam back and threw him down on the lounge, causing his head to hit the wall behind him. I cried out and went to help my brother, but the other man put his arms out and stopped me from reaching him.

“Sit down, Rose,” Nathan said, his tone firm. He moved away from Liam and grabbed me on the arm, pushing me softly down into the armchair. “We’re not getting anywhere. Have you thought of a way to pay me back?” Nathan’s voice had calmed down, but he was beginning to sound impatient. He turned his dark eyes to Liam.

“Apart from helping you to find another car, what can I do?” Liam sighed. I could see the fight had gone out of him and now he just looked exhausted.

Nathan turned to look at me and a sly smile slowly formed at his mouth. I felt fear run right through my body to my very core. “Maybe you can’t help me, but I think your sister can.”

“Me?” I asked, wondering what I could possibly do to help. “I don’t have much money and I really don’t have any knowledge of cars. I don’t even own one.”

“I don’t want your money.” Nathan looked me right in the eyes, unflinching. “I want you.”

I really didn’t like the sound of that. I felt my stomach lurch and my throat went dry. “What...what does that mean?”

“Exactly that. I want you. I want you to come and live with me, be with me...” He smiled sheepishly. “You know exactly what I want, Rose.”

I felt the room start to spin again. A feeling of sick started to rise in my throat. I did know exactly what he wanted and it wasn’t someone to do his cooking and cleaning. I could hear Liam call out in protest, but it sounded like it was a million miles away.

“For how long?” I asked, not bothering to hide the shake in my voice.

Nathan shrugged. “Until I get sick of you. Months, years even.”

“This is not a reasonable request.” I heard Liam struggle to get the words out.

A furious look swept across Nathan’s dark features. “I don’t care. As far as I’m concerned you have three options. One, I have my men break every bone in your body. Two, I tell the police and you go to jail, or three, Rose comes to live with me in my mansion, where she’ll live a life of luxury... as my mistress.” Nathan shrugged. “I think the latter is a good deal for everyone.”

“Fine, call the police. I’d rather go to jail.”

“Liam, no,” I cried. “You’re about to become a father. Charlotte isn’t going to be able to do this on her own.”

I thought about Liam’s wife, Charlotte. She was spending the weekend at her parent’s house. She was a soft, quiet little thing. Every time you were in her presence you felt like you had to protect her. Charlotte was one of the sweetest, kindest, most beautiful people you could ever meet. I would never help Liam out with money if it weren’t for her. Even when he gambled his entire pay check in one night, the way he had many a time. Charlotte was eight months pregnant, the furthest she’d been to term after two miscarriages. The pregnancy was really taking its toll on her and I didn’t think she could deal with the pressure of all this, especially if Liam went to jail.

“I’ll do it,” I heard myself whisper. I had no choice. I glanced up and I thought I saw a microsecond of surprise flash across Nathan’s face.

I glanced at Liam and watched as a tear slid down his cheek. “No Rosie, you can’t. I won’t let you.”

I could hear the shame in his voice. I knew this was hurting him beyond belief. He wasn’t a bad person, and now he was torn between what was best for his pregnant wife and what was going to happen to his sister.

I flashed Liam a weak smile and shrugged one of my shoulders. “Sure I can. Who doesn’t want a life of luxury?”

“Fine then, that’s settled.” Without wasting a second, Nathan grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to my feet. “Let’s go.”

“Right now?” I asked. But Nathan ignored me, it was like he didn’t want to give me the chance to change my mind. Without even a goodbye, he led me outside to where a big black SUV was waiting on the other side of the street. I hadn’t even noticed it when I arrived.

“There are a few things I need from my house,” I said as Nathan lightly pushed me into the SUV. I was using all my strength not to cry.

“It can wait until tomorrow.”

“But...”

“But nothing.” He sounded as if he was talking to a child and I felt a fission of anger shoot through me. “I said it can wait.”

We sat in silence as the car started up and took off down the street, one of the thugs in the driver’s seat. My mind was racing with a thousand thoughts, but I couldn’t seem to make out a single one. My head felt like it was made of jelly and my stomach was full of butterflies.

What had I done?

We arrived at Nathan’s mansion and had to go through a set of big, black iron gates. Like a jail, I thought grimly as they slid open. Nathan all but dragged me out of the SUV. I didn’t even have a chance to have a look around when we got inside. Nathan led me straight upstairs to what I guessed was his bedroom.

“You’ll be sleeping in here with me,” Nathan stated simply, as he took off his jacket and tie and placed them on the end of the bed. “The bathroom is in there.” He pointed to an adjoining door in the luxurious bedroom.

The whole room started to spin, I couldn’t seem to make out a single word he was saying. I couldn’t take in my surroundings. It was too much. Too fast.

And then I completely blacked out.
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When I came to, I was lying on the bed. Nathan was sitting on the bed beside me. His facial expressions were hard to read, but for a second I thought I saw a flicker of concern flash through his dark eyes.

“If you just relax, Rose, and go with this, it could be a very interesting experience,” Nathan whispered softly as he leaned in closer to my ear.

I could feel my cheeks flame red in anger. How dare he say something like that!

“Interesting? This is blackmail, this is crazy, and I will never just go with it,” I bit out.

Anger flashed in Nathan’s dark eyes. “Fine then, Rose, have it your way. But you will be the only one who suffers.” He got up and stalked over to the door. “Dinner is being served in ten minutes. We’ll have it in here, on the balcony,” he said with a scowl. “Use this time to freshen up. Everything you need you will find in the ensuite bathroom.” He opened the door and walked out, leaving me to freshen up alone.

I sat on the bed for a moment trying to gather my thoughts. He was right, if I did fight this then I would be the only one who suffered. And Liam when I got my hands on him. The thought of harming my brother eased some of my anger but didn’t do much to calm my nerves. Everything was happening so quickly, I couldn’t seem to get my head around what I’d just agreed to. How was I going to be able to do this?

I got up and made my way into the bathroom. And what a bathroom it was. It was all done in a white-coloured granite with gold trimmings. There was a huge, white claw foot tub in the corner with polished gold feet. In the other corner was a massive shower with a showerhead at each end. The toilet had its own small room and a large double sink took up the entire remaining wall. His bathroom was as big as my house.

I walked over to the vanity and looked in the mirror. My hair was a slight mess, but apart from that I looked fine, just a little pale. I grabbed a brush off the bench top and ran it through my hair, then I splashed a bit of cold water on my face. I didn’t care what Nathan thought of my appearance. I took a few deep breaths to try and calm my nerves. I still couldn’t believe this was happening. When I was as composed as I could be, I opened the door and walked back out.

A woman in a black uniform was setting the table on the balcony. Nathan was already seated and reading something on an iPad, not paying any attention to the woman. I waited for her to finish, then I sat down in the chair opposite him.

Nathan looked up at me. “The food will be here in a moment,” he said. I simply nodded. I couldn’t get any words out, my mouth was dry.

He picked up a bottle of white wine and poured some into each of our glasses. I took mine and drank it down in two long mouthfuls. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but I hoped the liquor would help calm my racing pulse.

Nathan raised an eyebrow. “Thirsty or calming your nerves?”

“Both,” I replied, deciding to be honest. I turned to look out over the balcony. It was a beautiful sight overlooking all of Sydney Harbour. He wasn’t joking about the luxury.

A man in a white chef’s hat walked out to us carrying two plates. He quickly put one in front of each of us and without a word, walked back out of the room. 

“I hope you like salmon with lemon and dill dressing and baby vegetables,” Nathan remarked as he reached for his knife and fork.

I nodded and picked up my own silverware. I couldn’t have cared less. It could have tasted like cardboard and I wouldn’t have noticed. I was feeling completely numb and still couldn’t believe I was really here. Food was the last thing on my mind.

After Nathan had finished his meal, the woman in the black dress, who Nathan called Jane, came back to collect our plates. I was still mindlessly picking at my food, but I was glad to hand the plate over. While it looked amazing, I just couldn’t stomach it.

“You have to eat,” Nathan said after Jane had walked out of the room.

“If you were that concerned about my welfare, Mr Davenport, I wouldn’t be here,” I bit out angrily. How dare he act as if he cared about me!

He smiled a rueful smile. “True, but I don’t like my women to be all skin and bones.”

“I’ve seen the type of women you go for, Mr Davenport.”

I knew I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t help but mock him. I could feel anger begin to take over my fear.

He raised an eyebrow in question. “Oh?”

“You’re one of Australia’s most eligible bachelors. If you even look like you’re going to talk to a woman her photo is splashed across the internet. And there’s been quite a few women on those pages in recent years,” I noted.

Nathan was a rich, well-connected man, well known as a notorious playboy, especially for his short, sexual relationships. The tabloids have a field day with his social life. And the women seemed to fall at his feet.

Nathan smiled, clearly unfazed by his reputation. “Well Rose, prepare to have your fifteen minutes of fame, because as far as anyone is concerned, you are my new flame.”

I nearly choked on my sip of wine. “No, I’m not.”

There was no way I wanted to be seen as one of his floozy’s. Or anyone’s floozy for that matter.

“How else are we going to explain all the time we’ll be spending together? The truth? I don’t think that will look good for any of us.”

I sighed a long and slow sigh. I knew he was right and I couldn’t have my family go through that kind of embarrassment. “Alright then, I’ll agree to be your new flame. But I can’t promise much, just the sight of you makes my skin crawl.” I was a little surprised by the venom in my voice. It had to be the wine.

Nathan’s eyes narrowed and his voice dropped to a low growl. “I would watch what you say, Rose. I can make this a pleasant experience for the both of us or I can just take what I want when I want it, without any regard to your needs or feelings. That is what a mistress is for, isn’t it?”

I felt my blood run ice cold. Nathan’s eyes had a real maliciousness to them. I had no doubt he was the kind of man who would use a woman any way he seen fit, without any regard to her feelings. The trouble was, I’m sure most women he attracted were blinded by his manly good looks, powerful presence, and wealth to realise he was just using them.

Nathan’s eyes were still looking at me with such darkness, like they were trying to read my thoughts, trying to work out if he’d scared me enough. I forced myself to take in a deep breath and I raised my chin. I may have been frightened of him but I would not let him know just how scared of him I really was. I would not spend my future time with him cowering in fear.

“I don’t care what you have in store for me, Mr Davenport. I’m not scared of you.”

I was terrified of him.

“You were an hour ago,” he said casually, leaning back in his chair as he brought his wine to his lips.

“I wasn’t scared of you, but more of what your thugs were going to do to my brother.”

Nathan smiled. “Ah, yes, your brother. Tell me, Rose, why did you agree to this? Why didn’t you let me teach him a lesson? You know he deserves one. I have no doubt he’s been taking your money as well.”

I did know. Liam’s gambling was out of control. I was constantly lending him money to pay his bills. Some weeks I hardly had enough money to pay my own bills. A secretary’s wage could not support two households.

“Charlotte,” I said with a small shrug. “If it weren’t for her, I wouldn’t help him at all. But I can’t see her suffer, especially in her condition. She’s been through enough.”

Nathan nodded. “I have met her. She’s a delicate little thing, isn’t she? You know when I threatened to hurt her, I was only trying to get a reaction out of Liam. I would never harm a pregnant woman,” he said, his tone softening, and I was surprised that his voice sounded sincere. I nodded. I did believe him.

We descended into silence and I looked out over the harbour. It was a beautiful, warm, November night. I was only wearing a pair of navy linen shorts and a white, short-sleeve shirt, but I felt quite comfortable in the outside night air.

“Do you work?” Nathan asked, breaking the few minutes of silence.

“Of course I do. Why?”

“You will have to take some time off. I want you to move in here where I can keep an eye on you. I don’t want you running away when I’m not around.”

I nearly fainted again. “Are you serious? My job is my life. I love it. I couldn’t leave Mr Johnston in the lurch like that.” My pulse began to race. My job meant everything to me.

Nathan smiled and there was a hard, cold look darkening his eyes. “I don’t care. We made a deal, Rose. I want you, all of you. Not just on weekends, and I refuse to share you with anyone.” He raised an eyebrow. “Do you have a boyfriend?”

His question nearly caused me to laugh out loud. A boyfriend? I hadn’t had a boyfriend in years, since high school. I worked too many long hours and had too many bills to pay to worry about a boyfriend. I never ended up dating anyone more than twice.

“No, Mr Davenport, I do not have a boyfriend.”

“Casual acquaintances then?” he asked with another raise of those dark eyebrows.

I shot him a dirty look. “Unlike you, I believe sex is a personal thing that should be shared between two people that love each other, and not something that you should have casual acquaintances for.”

Nathan laughed a deep, mocking laugh. “You are so very young, Rose. It’s the twenty-first century. Everyone has casual sex these days, it’s not that big a deal. There is protection available if you want to test the waters.”

“Well, not me,” I said defiantly. “And I’m not young, I’m very mature for my age.” I had to be with my parents moving away, leaving me to help deal with all of Liam’s problems.

“How old are you? Twenty-four?”

“I’m twenty-five,” I answered, putting my chin in the air.

Nathan laughed. “Sorry.”

I had a good look at him. I hadn’t taken much notice before now, but I could tell he was slightly older than me. It didn’t stop him from being unbelievably handsome, though. He was the type of man who could make a woman swoon. Had this been a different century, I know women would swoon over him. It was his beach-tanned skin, dark brown hair, and large muscular body that easily towered over my five-foot-four frame. And his eyes, I had already noticed three different shades of brown, depending on his mood.

“How old are you then, Mr Davenport?”

“Too young for you to be calling me Mr Davenport all the time. My name is Nathan.”

“Alright then, Nathan, how old are you? Forty-five?” I guessed he wasn’t close to forty-five, but I wanted to see if I could get a rise out of him.

His eyes narrowed slightly. “I’m only thirty-five, Rose.”

“Ooh, did I hit a nerve? Is that what this is? Some attempt to show people you can still catch a young woman?” I read the magazines, I knew he attracted women of all ages. However, taunting him was just too good to pass up.

Nathan stiffened. “Remember what I said about watching what you say? I can be a very unpleasant person.”

I had no doubt. The look in his eyes right now would have been enough to scare anyone. However, I had to at least pretend to be a strong person and show him I wasn’t easily scared. I looked him square in the eye and in an even tone said, “And I told you that you didn’t scare me.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Oh really?”

Nathan pulled himself out of his chair and stepped towards me, his movements slow and calculated. Like a lion stalking his prey. He reached down and dragged me to my feet, leaning in so close I could feel his wine-scented breath on my face.

“Am I scaring you now, Rose?” he asked, his voice coming out low and husky.

“No.” My voice wobbled and I silently cursed myself for the small display of weakness.

Nathan leaned in closer, so I was pushed hard up against him. I could feel his body move as he breathed. It was slow and steady, unlike mine, which I could feel start to quicken. “Yet, Rose?” he whispered in my ear.

I took a step back and felt the cool wall of the house against my back. “I told you, you don’t scare me.” My traitorous voice broke.

He stepped towards me and pushed up against me again, completely pinning me between him and the wall. “Your sharp tongue and obvious stubbornness are going to get you into a lot of trouble, angel.” Nathan whispered. “It makes me believe that you are stronger than I first thought and can handle anything I choose to put you through.” His eyes had turned to black granite, piercing right through me. “And trust me, they don’t call me a ruthless bastard for nothing.”

I had heard him called that before. I’d read articles about his unforgiving business takeovers. He was one of Australia’s most feared businessmen. I felt the blood rush to my head again. What had I gotten myself into? I was no match for Nathan Davenport.
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Chapter Three
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“Excuse me, Mr Davenport?”

I turned towards the interruption and saw one of Nathan’s hired goons standing in the doorway to the bedroom. A moment of relief flooded through me.

“Out on the balcony, Sam,” called Nathan. He stepped away from me and turned his attention to the huge man standing awkwardly, looking anywhere but at Nathan and I.

“Mr Davenport, Mr Winton is on the phone for you. He said you were expecting his call,” Sam said in a deep, gravelly voice.

“I’ll take it in my office. You stay here and keep Miss Sommers company,” Nathan said as he walked back inside. He was out of the bedroom without a backwards glance.

I sat back down in my chair, my legs feeling like jelly after my close encounter with Nathan. I turned and looked towards Sam standing in the doorway like he’d rather be anywhere else.

“So Sam, you’re one of Nathan’s thugs? How do you get a job like that? Did he advertise?” I asked, my voice dripping with sarcasm. Sam seemed to be the quieter, calmer one of the two men. And it was just his luck that I was in no mood for his baby-sitting.

Sam surprised me by smiling. “No, Miss Sommers. We just met one day, I was unemployed and Nathan offered me a job.”

“He ever make you ‘take someone out?’” I couldn’t help but ask, even though I didn’t really want to know the answer.

“Nathan is not part of the Mafia, Miss Sommers. We do not take people out.” The smile widened on his big face and I felt a little foolish for asking.

“So you wouldn’t have broken every bone in my brother’s body?”

“Well, yes, we would have done that.”

“Oh, I see...” I had the feeling that maybe he wasn’t serious, but the thought of him hurting Liam made me feel sick to my stomach anyway.

“But I never meant to hurt you. You’re a lot smaller than I first thought,” he said, referring to when he pushed me to the ground.

“Gee, thanks.”

Sam nodded. I guess he didn’t seem like such a bad guy for a thug. Not that I’d met many. He seemed to have nice manners and his apology sounded sincere.

Nathan returned to the bedroom and made his way out onto the balcony. It felt crowded with the two large men both standing on it.

“Thank you, Sam. You can go. Rose and I will have an early night,” Nathan said in a brisk, business-like tone. I’d already noticed that Nathan didn’t seem to have any sort of personal relationship with his staff.

“Alright, Mr Davenport. Goodnight.” He turned to me. “Goodnight, Miss Sommers.” Sam walked out, closing the bedroom door behind him.

Nathan wasted no time walking back over to me and he pulled me back onto my feet, pushing me against the wall. “Now, where were we?” he asked, his voice husky.

“I think you were just about to let me go home and forget all about tonight,” I suggested, shrugging my shoulders as I tried not to let my fear show.
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