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Shade

“ARE YOU TWO GOING TO the opening of the new Fireland branch?” I ask my brothers, and get nods in response.

“I think I’d be there even if we hadn’t gotten the fucking invitation straight from old Clark’s hands.” Asher flashes a sly grin.

“I have no doubt you’d be waiting at the door for the damn place to open,” Alexander remarks.

“You talk like you don’t enjoy fucking as much as I do,” Ash fires back, raising one eyebrow.

“Of course I like to fuck, shit, but I don’t need to resort to whores for it.”

I roll my eyes.

Those two love to goad each other.

“I’d like to see you not end the night with one or two in your bed, hypocrite.”

“I’ll make an exception tonight. Just so I don’t snub Joe.”

Asher lets out a loud laugh.

“Great,” I conclude for them, just so they’ll stop arguing. I want to get out of here already—I’m hungry and my head is pounding.

Joe Clark is one of our oldest business partners. The guy owns one of the biggest prostitution house chains in the state of California, and we have free rein to access any Fireland branch, just like we let Joe have his fun whenever he wants at our family’s casino.

We spend money on his whores, sure, but he and his sons spend twice as much—or three times—betting on our roulettes or at the poker tables.

I hear a murmur.

I’m sure it would be a plea, if the bastard could speak. But no... he just moans, whines, and whimpers like a helpless animal.

And that’s exactly what he is right now.

Tied up, gagged, and blindfolded.

Being one of the heirs to an empire forces me to administer and manage our company, our money, and human beings. That, sometimes, is pretty exhausting.

I know I can’t complain too much, because there’s also a rewarding side: I have, for example, enough cash to buy whatever I want! And I’m not just talking about obvious luxury... the things people usually value: powerful cars, yachts, or mansions. That’s basic.

The Wolf scale transcends...

I can buy islands and entire companies, turn bankruptcies into opportunities, shape markets to my liking, or maybe even negotiate a piece of the fucking moon if I feel like it.

Including, of course, people: buying their silence, their words, their actions.

Everything has a price.

And I’m rich enough to pay it.

Always.

And when some idiot like this one—who’s now pissing himself in fear, thrashing around like he could somehow escape—tries to screw me over, me and my brothers show him what it means to be a Wolf.

“You sure I can’t torture him a little more?” Asher asks, twirling his favorite knife between his fingers.

“Whatever. Have your fun with the son of a bitch if you want. Just don’t forget the Fireland opening.” I shrug, turning my back.

I pass Alexander, who’s standing there with his arms crossed, waiting, and I speak in a lower tone:

“If he takes too long, finish the job and make sure someone handles the cleanup afterward,” I advise, already walking away, while my other brother’s voice—charged with sadistic excitement—echoes behind me, celebrating the idea of carrying out a torture.

On a normal day, I’d stay to watch too.

Today I’m tired and I want to go home—after all, we have plans later.

I already got the information I wanted. And that’s enough.

It feels damn good to know I can have everything.

Power has always been something I craved.

And thanks to what the old man left me—and my brothers—today I’m one of the most powerful men in the country.

​
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Shade Wolf

THERE’S A LINE OUTSIDE. I saw it wrapped around the block when I drove past. That was before I cut through the parking lot and headed for the reserved area, where only selected people can go.

I get out of my car and toss the keys to the kid standing by the door.

He flinches.

I button my suit jacket and just say my name:

“Shade Wolf.”

I know there’s a guest list, and I also know I’m at the top of it. Clark made that damn clear when he summoned me to show up tonight. His tone was too abrasive for my taste, but since I value the good relationship we have, I pretended not to notice. I would have come anyway.

The valet nods, a restrained gesture, and even stoops a few inches as I walk past him.

I don’t know if what impresses him more is my vehicle, or if he’s already heard about my family.

Maybe a bit of both.

The pair of security guards standing at the door don’t ask me any questions. I figure Clark made them memorize the faces of his VIP guests. It’s the kind of thing he started doing after Mike Hansson got pissed about not being recognized and getting turned away at one of Joe’s parties, so he shot up the entire security team standing at the door.

Old Clark had a hell of a headache that night, and ever since, we’ve never had to prove our identity when arriving at his events.

The noise inside the nightclub is already loud, a mix of the electronic music blasting from speakers mounted on nearly every wall, with the buzz of conversations and laughter.

Drinks are free tonight. Just like at every opening of Joe’s nightclubs. It’s a strategy by my business partner to get customers to blow all their money on the whores. The price per hour is going to be sky-high, and I know there’s even going to be a virgin auction. Joe Clark loves that kind of extravagance.

And speaking of him, I spot him right in the middle of the main hall, talking to his sons.

Peter and Edward Clark are always shadows behind their father, seemingly being trained to carry on the family business. I’ve heard it’ll be the younger one, Edward, who’ll manage this Fireland location, while the older one already runs three others.

When I get closer, he dismisses his sons and greets me with a sly smile on his face.

“Shade.”

“Joe.”

“Glad to have you here tonight.” He lets out a laugh.

“I hope I’m rewarded for my presence.” I smile back.

It’s a provocation between us. An exchange of barbs disguised as a joke. I know he summoned me to come, but he also knows it’s smart to keep this relationship peaceful between us, so he’ll try to please me.

“I reserved one of the master suites for you. And I insist on presenting you with the best of my girls.” The way he says the word makes it sound like he’s talking about innocent young girls, which is the exact opposite of what they are. Even the virgins go through training before they start working, making sure they know exactly what to do to satisfy the club’s clients.

Fireland’s quality standards are high.

“It’s the least I’d expect from you, Joe.” I wink and raise my eyebrows when some guy approaches him.

I take the chance to head to the bar, where I’m served a shot of whiskey.

I lean on the counter, and a few minutes later, one of my brothers comes over.

Alexander is three years younger than me, and although we have pretty similar personalities—especially compared to his twin brother—he’s a lot more grumpy and bad-tempered than I am.

Maybe it’s a trait he inherited from one of his biological parents, or maybe it’s a consequence of everything he suffered before reaching our family. Ander Wolf adopted us, but while I arrived at just two years old, with no memory at all of my life before that, Alexander and Asher came much later, when they were already five, and I know they went through a whole lot of shit in that time. Even though neither of them ever talks about it.

All I know about them is that they were found during one of my father’s jobs, and he decided to bring them home.

I don’t have much information about myself either... My mother died in childbirth, and my birth certificate doesn’t list my father’s name. Not that it makes any difference in my life. Ander Wolf is my father.

The old man has told us many times what motivated him to adopt us. For many years he tried to have biological children. He never hid from us that he spent nearly a decade fucking various different women, just trying to produce heirs. But it never happened. When he was already forty, he finally decided to get tested and found out he was infertile.

That’s when he decided to adopt. He had already fought to build his empire, and it didn’t make sense to him not to pass it all on to the next generation.

For a few years I was the only son, and Ander, at the time, hired a woman to be my nanny. In the end, she almost took on the role of a mother for me. My father didn’t have much time to dedicate to the emotional side of things, so he left Eva in charge of that while he managed the Wolf empire. When the twins arrived, she was the one who managed to pull their first words out of them, after a few months of living with us.

Eva was sweet and loving with us. I think growing up with that balance was good, because Ander was always a hard, strict, demanding guy. He taught us that life isn’t beautiful and that we have to assert ourselves so we don’t get swallowed up by it. At thirteen, I killed my first man, following his orders. At fourteen, I carried out my first torture, again with my father by my side. By fifteen, I was already treated like an adult: I had the freedom to drink and fuck, and I started taking on my first responsibilities in the family business.

Still, getting a little affection from Eva made a difference. I’m sure I’d be much more bitter today if it weren’t for her. Besides that care, Mrs. Eriksson also gave us our younger brother. She got pregnant with Matthew shortly after the twins arrived. Eva never revealed—at least not to us—who the child’s father was. And when she was murdered, two years later, Matt was still a one-year-old baby.

Ander didn’t even hesitate, just added the little fair-haired boy to our family.

“Has Asher arrived yet?” I ask Alex, who answers by lifting his chin, pointing in the direction behind me.

When I turn to look, I see Ash coming over to us.

“A gin and tonic,” he orders from the guy behind the counter. “Good evening, brothers.” His smile widens at us.

“In a good mood,” I note, smiling too.

“Today was a... fun day.”

“And the night’s just begun.”

“Exactly, dear brother.” Ash puts a hand on my shoulder. “I still have a lot to enjoy.”

Even though all of us learned from our father how to kill and torture, I do it when it’s necessary. Long torture sessions even bore me. I’m much more practical, and most of the time, I prefer to just get straight to the point. As for Asher... he really enjoys the whole scene. It’s like a hobby for him. That’s why he’s almost always the one in charge of carrying them out.

We spend a few minutes in casual conversation, until the music gradually fades. The main hall, now much busier, is overflowing with familiar faces. I recognize most of the people moving around the place: CEOs, major businessmen, and notorious mobsters. Some, like me, sport all three distinctions simultaneously. In short: practically all of Los Angeles’s leadership is gathered here tonight.

Joe appears on stage, flanked by his sons.

“Good evening, my friends.”

“Friends” is a manner of speaking, because in the world we live in, nobody is friends with anyone. I have many business partners, but the only people I trust completely are my brothers.

“Welcome to another opening night at Fireland!” As soon as he says this, the stage lights up with explosions from the pyrotechnics show hired to impress the crowd. “I hope you have fun and enjoy the spectacle I’ve prepared for tonight.”

Joe walks to the side of the stage, and my brothers and I take seats at a table with a sign that says: RESERVED - WOLF.

The stage goes dark before a spotlight comes on in the center, illuminating a couple. From their outfits, plus the rose clamped in the guy’s mouth, I know they’re going to give a tango performance. The music starts, and the two dance following the hot, intense rhythm of the song.

Tango choreographies are usually sensual already, but since we’re in a nightclub, the limits are extended, making the presentation more sexualized on many levels. As the music goes on, their movements become rougher, and within minutes they’re naked, practically fucking on stage.

Asher has a devilish grin on his face. I can’t tell if Alex is enjoying the show or not. His expression is serious, and he just sips his whiskey, not taking his eyes off the scene.

I start feeling the heat rising in me as I watch the guy run the rose over the girl’s smooth pussy while rubbing his dick against her ass.

If Joe’s goal is to get his guests‘ hormones riled up, I’d say he’s succeeding. At least with me. I’d pay a high price to fuck that pretty girl dancing so hotly.

The show ends with an intense kiss between them, and the instant the lights go out, they disappear, making room for the host to speak again.

“Hot, isn’t it?” Joe says loudly and brings his hand to the front of his pants, indicating he got turned on by that just as much as the rest of us.

He laughs.

“Now, I know you’re all anxious for this, so I want you to give a warm welcome to my girls. Fireland is mine, but the pleasure is all yours!” He starts a round of applause, and as we join in, the beats of the electronic music start blaring from the speakers again. Coming from all sides, circling the tables and teasing the customers, the prostitutes spread out through the hall.

A blonde approaches, running her hands over my neck before sitting on my lap and grinding.

By this point, my dick is already rock hard, eager for some attention.

She feels it. Bounces on my lap a few times before getting up and going to tease my brother.

Asher isn’t wearing a full suit like Alex and me. He likes to dress more casually, so he just chose a dress shirt for tonight.

The blonde undoes the first few buttons, and while she does that, a redhead pulls his face to the side, giving him a kiss on the mouth.

This is paradise for him.

Well, for me too.

Fucking is one of the things I like most, and these girls know damn well how to give us pleasure.

And the best part? Afterwards, I can leave, without needing explanations, without unnecessary drama, or worse: fake drama.

I’m not a guy who’s against relationships. But with the life I lead today, it’s hard to find a woman who’s interested in me for who I am, and not just for what I have, my position, or my name.

I look around and see that some of the guests are already getting up, being escorted by the women they chose.

“I’m heading upstairs,” I inform my brothers, though I figure only Alexander is listening to me, since Asher now has three pairs of hands roaming over his body.

Alex nods, and I down the rest of my glass in one go, getting up and heading toward the stairs.

When I pass Joe, he looks nervous. There’s a conversation going on between him and his sons, and all three are waving their hands, talking loudly.

“Where is she?” I hear old Clark yelling at Peter.

“I don’t know, fuck!” the guy yells back, running a hand through his hair. “She was here a minute ago.”

“She’s getting harder to control every day!” Edward adds.

I don’t know what the problem is, but I figure it involves one of the employees here. I don’t stick my nose in. Clark knows his own business. I don’t like it when someone tries to interfere in decisions or problems at my company either.

Noticing my presence nearby, Joe forces a yellow smile and raises his hand with the access key, which he pulls from his pocket. Handing me the card, he says:

“Make good use of master suite number 1, Wolf.” He winks at me, indicating he really did grant me the best room in the place. “I hope you like the present I’m going to send your way!”

I just confirm and walk past them, who soon seem to regroup to handle the problem.

“Edward, you look down here, and Peter, I want you to check the upstairs floor,” Joe coordinates his sons. “I have matters to deal with and I also need to attend to the guests, for fuck’s sake. Find a way to get her!”
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Shade Wolf

EVEN INSIDE THE ELEVATOR taking me to the upper floor, the music keeps playing. Fireland’s sound system connects the place’s common areas, so the atmosphere carries through every space. Only the rooms are soundproofed, so clients can choose whatever kind of music suits them best.

That’s exactly what I do the second I step into the master suite.

I walk over to the high-tech panel installed there and scroll through until I find a jazz playlist. Jazz is my favorite. Everything gets better with good music playing. A morning at work; an afternoon in the sauna; an evening reading; or a late night fucking.

Next to the king-size bed, there’s a tray with a bottle of Macallan, an ice bucket, a glass, a small box, and a card. I pick up the card. It has the Fireland logo on one side, and on the other, the slogan: the pleasure is all yours.

Below it, my name is written in Joe Clark’s terrible handwriting, along with the words, “enjoy the whiskey, the cigars, and my best whore.” I laugh. I know this is his way of telling me he spent some of his time trying to please me.

Doing business is often more about personal relationships than the amount of money you have to offer. Even though the Wolf family has already poured plenty of cash into getting Clark where he is today.

I pour myself a measure, and as the amber liquid spreads across my tongue, I smile.

Of course, the free whiskey they served downstairs wouldn’t be top-shelf. It wasn’t bad, not at all. But it wasn’t a Macallan Double Cask 15 Years. I can taste the dried fruit and spices—cinnamon and nutmeg—along with hints of caramel and vanilla. The rich, harmonious symphony of flavors is divine.

I take off my jacket, then the gun I keep holstered at the small of my back, and set it on the tray before unbuttoning my shirt cuffs and rolling my sleeves up to my elbows.

I open the box on the table. Cuban cigars, my favorites.

I take one, light it, and carry it with me to the bed.

I rest my glass on the nightstand, kick off my shoes, and settle into the soft mattress.

I’m half-distracted, smoking and drinking, when I hear the bedroom door open and a figure slips inside before closing it and locking it behind her, pressing her back against the wood.

The woman’s eyes are shut, and she’s breathing heavily, like she ran all the way here.

I take a moment to admire the beautiful specimen Joe Clark sent me.

I start at her feet, strapped into thin stiletto sandals with a glittering band across the top. My gaze travels up her legs—slim and long—ending at the slits on either side of her tight black dress. The fabric hugs her slender body, and the neckline is provocative. A necklace hangs around her throat, a black teardrop-shaped stone at the center. Her hair is loose but swept back, leaving her bare collarbone exposed, rising and falling as she pulls in sharp breaths.

Her body is beautiful, but her face is even more so.

Delicate features, a pert nose, full lips painted with a layer of dark lipstick. When she opens her eyelids, I see that her eyes are light. Very light.

Fuck. This is easily the most beautiful whore I’ve ever had the pleasure of fucking.

Not yet, in this case, but soon.

Actually, let me correct myself—this might easily be the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life.

And I’ve met a lot of people... Traveled to every continent for work so many times I couldn’t count, getting to know the beauties of women all over the world, their particularities and striking traits in every place.

But this one here... She deserves some serious praise. What stunning beauty!

As soon as her eyes meet mine, I smile.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” I say, in my best charming tone.

Not that I need to seduce her. After all, she’s here on Clark’s orders, and I’m absolutely certain she’ll give it her all tonight so I’ll sing her praises to her boss.

Still, I enjoy the art of seduction.

“You have?” she asks, her tone slightly startled, before swallowing hard and straightening her posture.

Faster than a snap of the fingers, her expression shifts. I almost wonder if I imagined it, because she plants a hand on her hip and thrusts out her chest, her voice steady and confident as she says:

“Oh, of course you have...” She smiles.

That smile is sexy as hell.

She blinks slowly, and I know she notices when my eyes roam over her entire body again, top to bottom, measuring her, devouring her with my gaze.

I get up from the bed, pulling the smoke from my cigar one last time before setting it on the tray.

I walk toward her, still rooted to the spot, her irises locked on mine, and when I’m close enough, I see that her face, her collarbone, and her shoulders are dusted with hundreds of tiny freckles. The spots give her an even more surreal beauty, as if each mark was hand-painted with perfect precision.

What is a woman like this doing in a nightclub? Even though the Fireland chain is one of the most famous in the country and pays its employees well, I have no doubt this girl could be earning far more right now starring in advertising campaigns or strutting down runways around the world with that stunning look.

It’s in moments like this that my father’s words come back to me: “Life isn’t beautiful, Shade, and it sure as hell isn’t fair.”

A small pang of curiosity hits me. The urge to know what this woman’s circumstances are and why she chose this line of work. But any daydreaming is forgotten when she bites her lower lip and lets out a sigh the second my hands touch her waist.

I know it’s her job to please me and at least pretend to enjoy being here, but I pride myself on knowing I make it easy for the whores I sleep with, since, modesty aside, I’m a hell of a lot better-looking than the average guy who decides to pay them for sex.

Her irises sparkle with desire, and I move back to the side of the bed, grabbing the bottle of Macallan and holding it up for her.

“Whiskey?” I offer out of courtesy before pouring another measure into my glass.

I know they don’t drink on the job. After all, it’s not smart to be drunk while locked in a room at the disposal of some guy you don’t know.

Even though, in theory, Fireland has strict policies about violence against its employees, I know that’s not really how it works.

Because it’s a place where only people with serious money have access, the dirt gets swept under the rug with a fat pile of cash.

Still, contrary to my expectations, the brunette glides toward me and grips the bottle with her slender fingers, tipping it straight to her mouth.

Fuck.

That’s sexy.

She licks her lips as she sets the drink back down on the tray, and I can’t resist—I pull her by the waist with my free hand and press my mouth to hers, wanting to taste the Macallan straight off her tongue.

The kiss is ravenous.

Our tongues tangle, and she digs her long nails into the back of my neck, holding me in place, like she doesn’t want us to separate.

When we finally pull apart, we’re both breathless.

I raise my glass to my mouth, downing the measure in one go, before setting it back on the nightstand, leaving my hands free to explore the beautiful body in front of me.

The brunette doesn’t waste any time. She starts unbuttoning my shirt, one button at a time, slipping her hands inside the fabric and scratching my abdomen like a horny little cat.

Even at almost six-foot-four, the height difference between us isn’t that big, since the heels she’s wearing must be at least four inches, and she’s tall herself.

Another sign that she should be on a runway, not selling her body.

But either way, now that I have her here with me, I’m not going to question her life choices.

I slide the thin straps of her dress down her shoulders, and I almost catch a different expression in her eyes. Like, for a few seconds, she’s looking for my approval.

I don’t know if she’s nervous because it’s her first night at the club, or if Joe put extra pressure on her, but either way, I give her the answer she needs by bringing my mouth to one of her beautiful, rosy nipples, which point upward since her breasts aren’t very full.

I suck the swollen bud while she pulls my hair, threading her fingers through the longer strands on top.

Her skin is so fair and sensitive that when I finally let go, I can see the spot is reddened from the friction of my short beard.

My eyes travel up to her neck and...

“That’s a black opal.” I point at the perfectly cut stone.

“Is it?” she asks, her voice wavering a little, a hint of doubt in her tone, but before I can confirm, she yanks me by the hair, pulling my face in front of hers. Her mouth attacks mine, and her taste is too irresistible for me to want to keep talking about the jewel around her neck.

Even though knowing it’s a beautiful piece of black opal—a rare precious stone—intrigues me.

I wouldn’t mistake a piece like that, especially looking at it this close. If this is a fake, I’ll give up my empire for being unworthy of it.

Did she come from a wealthy family, or did she get this necklace as a gift?

I’m betting on the second option, since she wouldn’t be working at Fireland if she had money for a jewel of this magnitude.

Her tongue twists with mine, and with a single motion, she wraps her legs around my hips.

Her tight dress rides up her thighs, leaving her ass bare.

I can feel her hot pussy against my stomach because she’s not wearing any panties.

I guide us to the bed, and once I lay her down on the mattress, I shrug off my shirt and toss it behind me, careless.

Meanwhile, the horny little kitten adjusts herself, propping her slim long legs into a provocative pose.

The high heels still on her feet make her look fucking sexy. I touch her knees, spreading her legs open and exposing her outer lips, which I lean into next.

The second my tongue touches her wet pussy, she moans loud.

And it’s the most fucking delicious sound in the world.

Only after I’ve explored every inch of her opening, tasting her sweet flavor and the wonderful smell of her sex, do I remember that she’s a fucking prostitute.

I pull my face away for a moment.

What the hell are you doing, Shade? You don’t go down on hookers, for fuck’s sake!

At the very least, I should have put a female condom on her before diving in mouth-first.

I really hope Clark tested all his girls before opening night and that this one hasn’t gone out and caught anything in the meantime.

But fuck...

I’m never careless!

Where the hell was my head?

“Please, keep going...” the brunette murmurs, her fingers laced through my hair, her pelvis lifting and begging for my touch.

I bring my hand to where my mouth was and rub her swollen clit.

She moans again.

I keep my thumb on her sweet spot and slide my index and middle fingers inside her pussy, which welcomes me, hot, tight, and wet.

I finger-fuck her while my brain still scolds me for being such an idiot as to eat her out without protection. I know that when I leave here, I’ll need to message Dinah and ask her to schedule some tests and an appointment for me first thing in the morning.

But thoughts about my recklessness and the conversation I’ll have to have with my secretary get pushed aside when the brunette gasps and starts moaning my name loudly between sharp cries.

“Oh, Shade! Oh!”

Even her goddamn voice is sexy, making me want to forget any sense of responsibility. If she’s screaming like this with just my fingers, imagine if I could bury my cock skin-to-skin in this delicious pussy?

I start unbuckling my belt, and she stretches out, legs still wide open, doing the work for me.

The belt hits the floor, and my pants are pulled down along with my boxers.

My dick springs out, curved upward, hard as stone, and her slim-fingered hands wrap around it, starting a slow handjob that takes me right to the edge.

Her face is lifted, staring at me. Her expression is a mix of lust and provocation, like she’s challenging me and testing my limits, all while satisfied that she’s achieving her main goal for tonight: giving me pleasure.

Her irises—such a pale blue that they’re just a thin rim around her dilated pupils—and that mischievous smile never leaves her lips.

When the pressure becomes too much, I grab her by the shoulders, pushing her back gently.

She pulls away, nestling into the pillows on the king-size bed.

I kick off the clothes tangled around my ankles and order her to do the same:

“Take off the dress.”

She slides the fabric down her legs and tosses it in my direction.

I catch it midair and bring it to my nose, inhaling her scent: vanilla and cinnamon.

I take the chance to pour myself another drink, but instead of downing it in one go, I carry the glass with me to the bed, wanting to taste the whiskey on her.

I bring it to her full lips, and she understands my intention, sipping the drink slowly and holding it in her mouth without swallowing.

I pull her by the nape of her neck into a kiss that tastes perfectly of whiskey.

A tiny bit spills down her chin, so I lick it off, then move down to suck the skin of her neck. I tip a little more of the glass’s contents onto her small, perky breasts, drying them with my tongue.

Her hard nipples are pebbled, and I alternate sucking them, wanting to drown in the valley between her breasts.

I pour the rest over her stomach, and the ice cube—the only one left—dances across her damp skin. I bring my mouth to that spot, feeling the temperature difference between the small cube, which melts quickly, and her warm skin.

I trace my way back up to her lips, kissing her even more ravenously. Her hands grip my dick, jerking me off harder and with more pressure now.

I break away from her mouth only to reach over and open the bedside drawer, pulling out a handful of condoms. Clark’s employees always keep each room’s stock fully stocked so no one can make excuses not to use them.

I tear one open with my teeth and roll it down over my cock.

“On all fours,” I order, and she gives me a dirty smile before obeying my command, turning over onto her hands and knees.

The sight of her ass stuck up in the air makes me even harder, if that’s even possible.

To help things along, she lowers her face until it touches the mattress and looks at me sideways.

Her straight hair spills over her shoulders, and the second her blue irises focus on me, I can read the unspoken plea in them.

I don’t waste any time obeying. I spit in my hand and use two fingers to touch her pussy, which didn’t even need the extra lubrication—it’s already soaking wet with arousal.

I replace them with my cock, thrusting into her hard, all at once, to the hilt.

She arches her back but moans my name loudly, then grins.

Fuck.

I pound into her a few times, watching her bounce on the mattress with every impact of my pelvis against her ass.

Although she’s tall, she’s very thin and weighs next to nothing, while I’m big and broad—thanks to genetics and the hours I put in at the gym.

I grip her hip, wanting to drive myself even deeper into her hot, tight cunt, even though I know I’m practically hitting her cervix, I’m in that far.

When she starts moaning louder, her voice coming out in breathless fragments, I pull her body against me, wrapping one arm around her so my palm cups one of her delicate breasts. My other hand slides down between her legs, my fingers working her clit, wanting her to come at the same time I do.

Why? I don’t know.

I just want to satisfy her, to give back the pleasure I’m feeling.

Her face turns to the side, like she wants to look at me, and I take her mouth in another kiss. Less tongue this time, more teeth—biting her full lips.

I pick up the pace, both the thrusts and the pressure on her swollen clit.

She loops one arm around my neck, needing something to hold on to, while her other hand—thin fingers—rests on top of mine as I finger her hard.

“Shade! Oh my God!” she cries out, letting herself fall into the orgasm, and I smile, my mouth now on her neck, as I come inside the condom.

The brunette shudders in front of me, her legs wobble, and she collapses onto the bed. But like a good whore, she recovers fast, getting up on her knees and looking at me with that same hungry expression.

I pull off the condom, tie it off, and toss it aside—I know that was the first, but it’s far from the last tonight.
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CHAPTER 3
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Shade Wolf

“WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU thinking about?” Alexander gripes for the second time, apparently because I’ve stopped answering him.

“Business, Alex. I’m always thinking about business,” I lie.

After all, I have an image to maintain.

I can’t just confess that I’m distracted because I spent the whole damn night fucking that prostitute who hasn’t left my head even after I left the Fireland suite when it was damn near morning.

I lost count of how many orgasms I had last night. What I do know is we finished the bottle of Macallan, and at some point I ordered snacks to be delivered to the room, since all that activity left us starving. And even while we ate, the little slut kept provoking me every second. It was almost like a test of virility, because I swear I feared my dick would beg for a break after the fourth or fifth time, but no, it stayed hard and ready—literally—and all she had to do was put a strawberry in her mouth a little too sensually and it would spring back to full attention, aching to bury itself in the best pussy I can remember fucking.

Which is a fucking shame on one hand, since that same pussy belongs to a whore. But on the other hand, it’s good, because I plan on making another visit to Fireland tonight, looking for her.

I don’t know how I’ll find her, since the little libertine refused to tell me her name.

If I weren’t in such a good mood after we’d fucked all night, I would’ve pushed harder, forced her to tell me. But somehow, the mystery made me even more intrigued to go after her again.

“May I have the pleasure of knowing your name?” I asked while she was still sprawled out on the bed, her whole body marked by my hands.

I adjusted my belt buckle and ran my fingers through my hair, trying to straighten it, in vain, since that little devil’s hands had spent the last few hours pulling it and leaving it completely disheveled.

“A name? What do you need a name for?” she asked with a sideways smile.

“Maybe so I can ask Joe to reserve a few more of your nights exclusively for me, Precious,” I explained, tucking my pistol into the small of my back.

She smiled, looking happy with the compliment. Which was a fucking paradox, because if she’d dedicated herself to being valued and scoring points with the boss—which I would absolutely do—why wouldn’t she tell me her name?

“I don’t think tha—” Her eyes went wide for a few seconds before she flashed another wide smile, clearing her throat and continuing: “that Joe would want me to see you again...” she said in a slightly different tone.

I frowned and bent down to put on my shoes.

“Why?” I asked, since it made no sense. “He was the one who sent you to me.”

Unless... he had other plans for that girl.

A strange feeling crept over me, but I quickly shook it off.

I stood up, and she crawled across the bed, stopping right in front of me, her knees pressed into the mattress.

I almost changed my mind about leaving. If I didn’t have appointments scheduled—besides those exams Dinah would have to find a way to fit into my calendar—I would’ve taken my clothes off again and lost a few more hours with that delicious girl.

“Did you enjoy our night?” She ran her hands around my neck, making sure to brush her breasts against the front of my shirt.

“One of the best I’ve ever had,” I admitted.

“Then I hope it stays branded in your memory.” She stretched until her lips were pressed against mine and gave me a slow kiss. The only one of its kind we’d shared all night. Almost like she just wanted to seal the memory in me. Almost like she wanted to convey some kind of feeling through it.

Which would be insane.

Whores don’t fall in love.

And I would never be crazy enough to fall in love with one.

I slapped her nice ass, wanting to shake off that weird moment.

She laughed.

“Have a great day, Precious,” I murmured, grabbing my jacket and getting the hell out of the room.

“Shade, I think you should go home and sleep,” Alexander complains, bringing me back to the present.

“You’re right,” I agree with him. After all, I only managed a two-hour nap before showing up here today. After that, I didn’t get a single minute of peace. “Anyway, about what you asked me...” I look my brother right in the eyes. “I know you’ll make the best decision. I trust you,” I say.

Even though we’re all adopted, the fact that I’m the oldest made our father officially treat me as the firstborn. I’ve always been first in the line of succession for our empire, and because of that, I had to take on responsibilities earlier than Alex and Asher.

When we were teenagers, they didn’t seem to care. While they spent their time learning the biggest poker tricks from the casino’s regulars, or just having fun with other kids their age, I was already analyzing expense spreadsheets and taking responsibility for ordering the deaths of our debtors.

But when we reached early adulthood, they both started taking more interest in the business and wanted to claim their positions of importance as Wolf heirs. I was already practically running everything on my own, and I knew having someone as dedicated to business management as Alex would be great. Just like having the help of someone with Asher’s incredible knack for numbers was also amazing. The twins took their positions, and that’s when our old father decided to retire for good, determined to enjoy the rest of his life traveling the world while his sons took full control of the empire he’d built. His retirement enjoyment didn’t last long, because less than a year later, our father died of a heart attack.

Matthew, our youngest brother, is finishing his studies in Switzerland so that when he returns, he can also claim his role as an heir.

Today, my job is basically being the CEO of our casino, managing everything alongside them, while also handling the business that stays under the table. Specifically, diamond and other precious stone trafficking—the main activity that made the Wolf empire what it is today.

In fact, we’re planning to acquire a major brand in the market, just to further mask the illegal side, using the company to facilitate money laundering and gem distribution.

“Still, I’d like you to review the contract,” he asks.

“I’ll do it, Alex. Send it to me by email.”

He nods, standing up at the same time I do.

We leave my office together, and while Alex heads for the elevator, I just give a quick nod to Mrs. Dinah, who looks slightly buried in the pile of mail in front of her.

“Mr. Wolf.” She cranes her neck, calling me. “Your meeting with the...” she starts saying, but I hold up a finger to her, saying:

“Reschedule everything, Dinah. I’m exhausted!”

I could swear I hear a grumble from her. Something like “No wonder... Out carousing all night...” Mrs. Dinah drew conclusions when, arriving home at four in the morning today, I sent her a message asking her to schedule tests for all kinds of STDs for me, plus booking the first hour of my day so I could see a doctor at the hospital and get rapid tests done for peace of mind.

The old woman’s audacity isn’t new to me. Mrs. Dinah worked for my father his whole life, and after he retired, she automatically became my secretary. I know that in a few years—or maybe months, if she follows through on her threats—I’ll need to find someone to replace her, since she’s always threatening to quit. Especially on days when I drive her crazy with my last-minute schedule changes.

“But, Mr. Wolf...” She tries to argue, and I stop in my tracks, because my father would punch me in the stomach if I left the lady talking to herself. Did he teach me to kill? Yes. But he also taught me to respect those who deserve it. “The meeting this afternoon with Mr. Tucker has been scheduled for weeks,” she complains.

“I know. But George is going to have to wait. My head is exploding, and I need a few hours of sleep unless you want your boss to collapse right here...”

“Mary, Mother of God!” she cuts me off, crossing herself. Which puts a smile on my face, despite the exhaustion.

Whenever Dinah gets stressed, I end up playing the emotional card. Even though she gets really irritated with me, the woman watched me grow up inside this company, so I know she has some kind of fondness for me and all my brothers. Even if we don’t deserve it, most of the time.

“Reschedule the meeting,” I ask again, and she nods.

“And you, get some rest instead of going out partying!” she grumbles more quietly, but I hear it.

And I find it funny, of course.
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MY ENERGY IS RENEWED, and I’m grateful tomorrow is Saturday, since I’ll be able to spend the morning resting after another night with that girl who’s inhabited my thoughts all day.

Every minute I closed my eyelids, blinking slower from physical exhaustion, her face appeared before me: beautiful, provocative, and fucking sexy. And when I tried to sleep after leaving the office, I dreamed of every curve of her divine body.

I woke up a little startled by this mild obsession with the brunette, and also sporting a huge erection. I had to jerk off in the shower just to relieve my situation before driving to Fireland.

I accessed the VIP entrance again, and even though there was no special guest list tonight, I got in without any difficulty.

I pass a few familiar faces, but only stop when I see Joe near the bar.

“You here two nights in a row, Wolf?” He laughs, raising his eyebrows.

“You did an excellent job with this location, Clark,” I compliment him, since I’m about to make a request. “Last night was... sublime,” I say, and I watch him swallow hard before answering:

“Glad you were satisfied, my friend. Unfortunately, Zara couldn’t get into your room,” he says, and I frown, not understanding what he’s talking about.

He intended to send me two girls? Would’ve been good, I won’t lie. Threesomes are always welcome, but... I have no complaints about last night. Actually, I need to compliment her.

“She told me the room was locked and that she tried calling you, but nobody answered.”

“One of your other girls was inside with me,” I explain.

“Ah...” I read the relief on his face. “I hope you were well taken care of,” he adds.

“I was. Very well, in fact. In fact, I came here tonight because I want to pay for another night with the brunette who was with me yesterday.”

Clark’s smile widens.

“And who’s your choice?” he asks. “I’ll have her called immediately.”

“She didn’t tell me her name. I thought you’d know...” I frown, remembering what the girl said about the possibility that Joe wouldn’t want her with me again.

I have a bad feeling, but I can’t exactly explain why.

Joe’s expression shifts again.

“Why the hell...?” he starts asking, but then waves his hand. “What did she look like?”

“Brunette, tall...” I begin to describe her, but before I can continue, Edward Clark approaches his father, looking distressed.

“Shade.” He greets me, and I nod toward him. “Sorry to interrupt,” he says, and old Joe shoots him a sour look. “But... she’s getting impatient,” he says.

“You can’t control one girl?” The father snaps at him. “You know I have business to take care of tonight.”

“I told you we should leave her at home,” Edward complains.

“You know that little devil would find a way to escape. Looks like I’m going to have to chain her to me,” he growls, irritated. “Bring her here,” he orders, and his son walks away. “Women...” he now complains to me. “Even though she’s the youngest, she’s twice as clever as her brothers.” He shakes his head negatively while letting out a sigh.

I don’t understand what he’s talking about, and I don’t really care. But Joe seems to have more to say, so he continues:

“Having a daughter was never in my plans, you know? I produced two heirs to take over my business, but she came after. And she’s the perfect copy of her mother... Just as cunning as Milla was...” I’m almost sure he lets out another sigh. “And every day that passes, she gives me more and more trouble...”

“Daughter? You have a daughter?” I ask, because I’ve never seen any woman with him. I know his wife died many years ago, but ever since they started working with their father, Joe is always accompanied by Peter and Edward. I never knew about a daughter.

“Of course I do, Wolf.” He laughs, as if it’s obvious.

I smell cinnamon before I even look to the side, and as she approaches, I think about wishing Joe good luck with his situation and telling him I’ve already found my companion, but something holds the words back in my mouth. Maybe the fact that she’s wearing more casual clothes tonight, completely different from what she was wearing the night before.

The black pants are tight on her slender legs, and the blouse is simple and white, with a red flower print.

Definitely not the kind of outfit a whore would be wearing during work hours.

Joe’s next sentence leaves me in complete shock:

“Ah, there she is.” Clark puts his hand on the thin waist where I buried my fingers last night. “My little girl! My sweet, innocent April.” He laughs. “My daughter, be polite and greet Shade Wolf, girl.”

What?!

Fuck!

Holy shit!

No fucking way!

I blink several times, and if I’d had anything to drink here tonight, I would swear they’d spiked my glass. Because this can’t be possible—I must be having some kind of hallucination.

The sexy brunette I spent the night buried inside cannot be Joe’s daughter.

But I wouldn’t be mistaken... Not about her. Not when I can smell her scent standing out in the room; not when I look at the trail of delicate freckles covering her face; and especially not when I stare into those expressive eyes and find irises as bright blue as a perfectly cut sapphire.

She breaks into a wide smile and extends her hand to me.

“Hello, Mr. Wolf.” One of her eyebrows arches slightly in clear provocation.

She knows who I am.

Of course she does!

She screamed my name countless times during the night.

How did she end up in my room?

Because, from the gist of Clark’s earlier conversation, I’m absolutely certain he wouldn’t have sent his youngest daughter to me as a gift the way she made it seem, conveniently leaving out the tiny detail that she was the fucking owner’s daughter.

Why the hell did she pretend to be a Fireland employee?

Why did she pretend to be a prostitute?

So many questions race through my mind, but I can’t get a single one of them out right now.

Joe Clark kisses her on the cheek.

“You know I have business to take care of, April. Be patient,” he demands.

“It makes no sense for me to just stand here like an idiot if you won’t let me be part of anything,” she complains, staring at her father.

“Fireland is no place for you, girl,” he states. “Come on, just wait a few more minutes and I’ll take you home. I want you where I can see you.” He nods toward the bar beside them.

Before turning away again, obeying her father, she locks eyes with me once more. Our exchange is intense. While she taunts me, almost as if daring me to say something, I’m losing my mind. I want to question her, I need to know why she came to my room last night, but I don’t.

And when she struts off, walking over to sit on one of the stools at the bar, I can’t help but admire her body.

Clark clears his throat.

“It’s tough! One day you’ll understand, Wolf! If you ever have daughters, I hope they’re not as bold as my April.” He snorts. “She’s my princess, and I’ve always tried to keep her under my watchful eye. Especially since we live in a den full of wolves, right?” He makes a pun on my last name, but I can’t even muster a laugh.

I fucked Joe Clark’s daughter, goddammit!

I fucked the daughter of one of my biggest business partners.

I fucked the son of a bitch’s precious little princess.

I am completely fucked!
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CHAPTER 4
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April Clark

THE LOOK ON HIS FACE was priceless! I swear!

The almighty Shade Wolf looked like he was about to have a stroke! And even though I prefer his face when it’s ruled by lust, or watching his features twist with pleasure when he comes—because, yes, that image is burned into my memory forever—I couldn’t help enjoying myself watching him tonight.

Curiosity. Shock. Desperation. Every emotion was transparent to me! I don’t know how my father didn’t notice... but maybe that’s because he has no idea what I did. Or what I’m capable of.

Dad has always thought I was fragile and stupid. Just because I’m a woman.

As if the only use I have in life is to get married one day for the sake of our business relationships...

Arranged marriages sound like something from the last century, but in the circles my family operates in—working with things outside the law—they’re more common than you’d think.

Only, unlike what my father believes, I’m not foolish enough to sit around waiting for him to hand me over like a piece of meat for some deal. I have ambitions! And if he won’t let me take my share in the family business, I’ll find another way to get myself someone interesting. Or at least someone who can satisfy me sexually.

Shade Wolf has always been a piece of trouble... And the worst part? He’s aging like fine wine! Every year that passes, he gets hotter and hotter! I know this because I’ve had a crush on this man since I was just a teenager. An innocent little girl who had some hot dreams and ended up with her fingers between her legs, fantasizing about the handsome dark-haired man. Only, he never spared me a single glance. Every time we were in the same room, my eyes couldn’t stop tracing his beautiful body, his commanding presence, craving to absorb a little of his aura of power. But Shade walked past me like I was invisible. And, okay, it probably wouldn’t have been ideal if, for a few years, he’d looked at me with the same interest I looked at him...
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