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You can fool some of the people all the time, and all of the people some of the time, but you cannot fool all of the people all the time.

—President Abraham Lincoln


For my Beloved…

For loving me so much that the sound of your name silences my demons.


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

I know we’ve done this before, but you know it’s a lot of fun doing it again, right? Okay, cool, then let’s get this done. Unlike my Nubian Underworld series, this is a complete work of fiction. There are some characters that you know and love, and there are some that you have been newly introduced to.

Now that we’ve gotten reacquainted a bit, let’s get back to it; shall we?

With Deception, I took a few cases and put my usual twist on them, making sure the persons would remain nameless and faceless. Well, unless you decide to look up the cases and trials that I pulled from, of course. Dom is definitely a little more polished now, and he’s having to deal with a few unexpected things with one of the cases that might have you looking at Ramesses a little differently. (He hasn’t gone totally corporate, at least, not entirely, you know; he has to maintain the grittiness that my readers have come to enjoy from him.) All I can say about this installment is that you might not look at a rape case the same way once you see what I have in store for you!

I have to get this part out of the way, if for no other reason than the fact that it takes a lot of people to put books together, and a lot of the times, it takes a support system to help push the artist in the direction they need to go.

As always, I couldn’t have done this book without my Beloved. I think you’ve gotten to the point to where you know this is going to turn into something that’s going to be rolling for a very long time. I love you more than life itself. [image: Images]

To my mother and sister, I have no words to describe the love and support that you have always shown, and your acceptance of my lifestyle. Thank you for understanding, and for also keeping an open mind with the type of material that I have been creating and giving me honest critiques.

To my boss, Zane, for your continued support of my literary endeavors; I can never thank you enough for letting me roar in my own unique way. I hope to continue to give you quality heat and the passion that I have in me with each passing project.

To my editor, Charmaine, I know every so often you have those “what in the world has he done now” looks when you go through my projects. Thank you for making me look even better than I already look. You are truly a treasure to behold.

To my agent, N’Tyse, none of this professional stuff would have been possible without your help and guidance. Don’t worry, He’s not done with my creativity yet, so you know I’ve got some new stuff coming.

I’m going to end this in the usual fashion because I still have my next in the series, Reckoning: The Kink, P.I. Series, burning up the pages and then some (that one is going to be crazy, I’m telling you), and I know I’m missing a whole gang of folks, so just do me a favor and insert your name in this next statement:

I’d like to thank _______ for the support and love. I hope to continue to put books out that you will want to tell your friends and family about.

Thank you for reading, and God Bless you.
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SPECIAL NOTE TO READERS

The grammatical errors that you might see within the dialog between the characters are not oversights. This is the type of speech and text that is used in some facets of the BDSM world. As one of my submissive friends put it, “The lowercase letters in a slave’s or submissive’s name are a demonstration of the hierarchical relationship. It is a reminder to the submissive that he or she is the bottom part of the hierarchy, meant to be led, and the Dominant’s name is always capitalized, as He or She is the Top part, meant to lead.” In keeping with the essence of the series and the essence of the BDSM community, preserving the speech was paramount. It is my hope that you, the reader, will understand and appreciate the symbolism.


PROLOGUE

“Where did all these changes come from?”

I stared at some of the things that bombarded me after taking a mini vacation with Niki and Natasha. The vacation was long overdue, especially after the emotional turmoil that I went through with the aptly named “Roman Numeral” murders.

I felt rejuvenated until I saw this craziness going on, and it looked like it wasn’t slowing down anytime soon.

Ramesses was in the midst of playing ground traffic controller as the different techs were moving in and out of his and my offices. He finally got a chance to look up and saw the bewildered look on my face. “It’s not like I didn’t text or email you, Dominic. Didn’t you check at all while you were tanning and spanking ass at Hedonism?”

I chuckled at that remark. Hedonism was a damn good time; I definitely would be lying if I said that it wasn’t. But the madness that I saw swirling around like organized chaos was enough to make me want to take an extra day until the smoke cleared.

“Yeah, I got the messages, man, but it looks like you’re preparing for something big,” I observed as I stepped over some fiber optic cable. “Did something come up while I was gone?”

Ayanna walked past me, did a quick double-take when she realized it was me she walked past, gave a quick smile and a wink and said, “Welcome back, Sir, I hope that your vacation was good to you. It looks good on you…damn.”

I swear, that woman was good for the ego when you needed it the most.

“Actually, business has picked up and then some,” Ramesses replied, still pointing techs in the direction that they needed to go. “And not just in the A; some of my contacts on the West Coast have seen an uptick in some of the things going on out there. I had to send a couple of the boys to handle that madness.”

That was good; it meant more revenue for the business, and that was always a good thing, especially when he was spending on more equipment.

I wasn’t about to lie; a year ago when I jumped into this thing with Ramesses, I didn’t know what to expect or if this thing would take off in the manner that it did.

I mean, fetish-related crimes usually got handled by Special Victims, but I also began to realize that the intricacies of the crimes that were being committed and the conservative nature of the detectives investigating the crimes, I guess I wasn’t as forward-thinking as my business partner.

“I’m assuming that we’ll be taking this thing on a wider scale?” I asked, trying to figure out how deep this rabbit hole was about to get.

“Let’s put it this way: you keep doing what you’re doing, and this could turn into something bigger than anything you could imagine,” Ramesses stated.

“I can imagine a lot, Kane,” I said as I grinned broadly.

“Can you imagine this?” Ramesses asked as we walked into his office. He turned on the big screen—which was bigger than before I left on vacation—and watching Amenhotep on the other side of the screen via video conference caused me to find the nearest chair to sit down.

“How was your vacation, youngster?” He asked as I saw his slave, paka, busying herself around their island home. “I can tell by the look on your face that you didn’t expect a lot of this when you came back.”

“That’s an understatement, Sir.” I tried to find my voice as quickly as I could, and even that was becoming a problem. “I remember the conversation we had concerning the changes we were proposing, but I didn’t think they would be put in motion so quickly.”

Amenhotep laughed heartily when I said that, like I was on the outside looking in on a joke that he enjoyed. “Dominic, if you’ve learned nothing about Ramesses, you should know by now that once the plan is conceived, the execution happens the next day.”

We all shared a laugh as I stared at my business partner. Ramesses’s reputation was legendary when it came to putting something together once he got his mind set on it. Hell, that’s how I ended up retiring from APD as quickly as I did; I knew things would happen fast working with him.

But this fast?

I guess the revenue streams were rolling a bit more fluidly than I originally thought.

“Okay, so now that things are in motion, when can I expect to be able to get back into my office?” I asked Ramesses as I finally stood up and walked toward the screen. “I do have some follow-up to do on NEBU and Liquid, you know?”

Ramesses turned in my direction, his eyes showing the no-nonsense demeanor that I was sure the contractors had to deal with for who knows how long. “Yeah, I know you do, and I’m riding shotgun while you’re doing your sweeps; there have been some additions made to those locations that you need to be brought up to speed on.”

I noticed one of the techs as he walked up to Ramesses and handed him a clipboard. He gave me a nod to acknowledge my presence in the disaster area before he turned his attention back to Ramesses. “The final modifications have been completed in Mr. Law’s office, Mr. Alexander. We should be finished with your modifications by the end of the business day, sir.”

A smile spread across his face as he signed off on the paperwork on the clipboard. He looked back at me and winked. His grin never faded as he felt the need to gloat. “Does that answer your question, young’un?”

I shook my head, stepping over the debris to make my way into my office and survey the damage. “Yeah, now let me know what new tech you’ve put in my office so I can try to get up to speed, please?”


ONE

The guest list was compiled so that she could go out in a blaze of glory.

This would be her swan song, and she had every intention of making this count on several levels.

She had grown sick of the politics, the game-playing, and the messy breakups that had put her in the awkward position of making friends choose sides over whom to show their loyalty.

Now, after all of that drama and wading through the muck, she’d finally found the Dominant of her dreams.

But before she rode off into the sunset with him, she wanted one last scene with all of her favorite public players, six in all, to put her in a subspace the likes of which she had never before experienced.

She knew she would probably never experience it again, either; her new Dominant had made it clear that those days were over.

Oh well, she figured, what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.

She chose the dungeon of one of her former Dominants—the one she hadn’t pissed off—and she’d definitely pissed off a lot of them in her search for her “One,” including three of the players that would be in attendance for her farewell scene.

Love is a battlefield, Pat Benatar once sang, and on that battlefield there are always casualties.

She just made damn sure she wasn’t one.

That mentality came with a price, though.

The price came in the form of jilted lovers that really didn’t take no for an answer, close friends that couldn’t stick by her when her name was being dragged through the mud after yet another Dominant “victimized” her and treated her wrong. The mess with Master Amenhotep was the coup de grace, complete with being relocated from Atlanta “for her own protection,” as she was told.

She kept up with all of the people that she felt still wanted to know where she was and what she was up to, and she even found a way to sneak away from her “exile” from time to time to get her rocks off and do her own thing…until she got caught up in another fine mess that ended in a woman being murdered and a prostitution ring being busted up. That got her really put on lockdown.

Video and email surveillance, among other extreme measures, which meant that she couldn’t so much as sneeze without someone over two thousand miles away knowing about it. If it wasn’t for the fact that it was HIM, she would have disappeared a long time ago, where even HE wouldn’t find her.

She had one friend that stuck by her; her bestie, Ayanna, who was always there to be a shoulder to lean on when she needed her, despite her boss’s warnings that eventually Ayanna would eventually get caught up in something messing around with her that he wouldn’t be able to get her out of.

She didn’t care for her boss all that much; especially considering that the interrogation he put her through in order to find out where to find the people responsible for the woman’s death was rife with bittersweet moments. While it was hot as hell, it ended with her being relocated to the desert with people that she barely even knew.

She had it all figured out…she would ask Ayanna to be with her, serving her Dominant together, like her boss’s two girls were doing now, and doing so happily. She knew Ayanna would do it; they’d been through a lot together and even kept in close touch while she was in Vegas for the past year.

They would be together, loving and serving a man who overlooked it all to have her at his feet. She would provide Ayanna as an added bonus, another willful submissive that would be at his beck and call.

It would be perfect.

But until then, she had bliss that awaited her.

One by one, they arrived and took their places in the chairs that she’d positioned in a circle in the middle of the dungeon floor, surrounding a mechanical lift, where she would be suspended from during the scene. It was almost ritualistic in nature, she thought, and she found herself turned on beyond words at the possibility of being suspended and whipped simultaneously by her guests.

After all, it was the least she could do before she gave herself completely and totally to her “One.” After tonight, none of them would ever see her again.

Little did she know that someone had plans to make that happen…in ways that she never saw coming.
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The stinging wisps of the single-tail whips against her skin combined with the rope burns she knew she would get from all of the writhing around in the air as each of the five tails struck would surely bring her to the ecstasy that she so longingly awaited tonight.

In her head, she shouted, faster…harder…more, please! as her guests mercilessly continued their symphonious assault on her helplessly suspended body.

Four male Dominants and one female Dominant—an experiment with her sexuality that, in truth, she knew she never should have done since she wasn’t sincere about being in a relationship with her—were giving her trophies that she would cherish long after the marks faded away.

Her body jerked with each strike, taking her closer to the edge and into the abyss of subspace, feeling the familiar euphoria of flight. This time, the feeling was much more intense than she ever thought was possible, and she envisioned seeing the welts and scratches that would surely reveal themselves.

She couldn’t wait to show Ayanna what she had endured tonight. She would be so jealous!

She was slightly disappointed that all of the players weren’t able to make it; well, actually, only one of the six was unable, and she wanted him more than anything. She figured that his responsibilities in the community kept him from seeing about her one last time.

That, and the fact that she never got up enough nerve to send the email invitation to him, including a few words that she only meant for him to read.

She could always find him at NEBU if push came to shove and she needed to get a fix. He always looked out for her, even in the light of what she’d done—out of fear, not malice—to his mentor. He would hopefully understand why she needed to do this—he had to.

She felt her skin burning as the bindings around her wrists and ankles made their painful presence known to her, but she was too far gone to care. A few more kisses of the whips and she would be in the clouds, higher than any drug could ever take her.

So high, in fact, that she never noticed that she was being lowered from the suspension and her bindings skillfully removed.

Now came the fun part…

She wasn’t sure if the glassy look in her eyes gave her away, but she barely made out the order to “bring her some water and some fruit” that came from the one that carried her over to the area in the dungeon where the aftercare and cool-down could be administered.

She’d gotten through the scene in one piece, and without using the agreed-upon safeword also. The pride that she felt that she’d taken all they could throw at her and she took it like a trooper.

If she could only tell her “One,” though, it would have been perfect. She didn’t want to keep any secrets from him, but there was not much choice in the matter.

She knew that he would never understand; he was old-school D/s and he didn’t partake in a lot of the public play atmospheres that Atlanta had to offer, and usually when he did, it was only with his submissive. Rarely did he ever allow any others to touch what belonged to him, which was why she had to do this one last scene before she petitioned for acquisition.

Besides, she would heal up in time before he returned home from overseas on a business acquisition anyway, so she could get away with murder.

She felt safe in the arms of the Dominant that cared for her during the aftercare, and as her senses began to return to her, she heard the voices wishing everyone farewell for the evening, and the Dominant that she was still wrapped up with told the rest that they would lock up the place before heading home.

She smiled, thinking of the greed and hunger that suddenly came to the surface, leaving her horny and wanting to fuck. She always loved sex during subspace; it made her multi-orgasmic and put her body in slut mode. Having the Dominant she was with made the possibilities even stronger that she could cap this night off right, even though another Dominant threatened to ruin the moment with perverted fantasies of videotaping the event for “posterity.”

Yeah, like there was a snowball’s chance in hell of that ever happening.

The one she wanted to fuck cleverly told the other Dominant that what they were about to do was not for an audience, and bid them goodbye. Soon, it was only the two of them.

Her pussy was on fire and she needed desperately to have a long hose to put it out. Not to mention the sex was nasty and kinky as hell, so she couldn’t wait to see what she would be made to do after all this time.

Imagine her delicious surprise to hear chains being pulled out of the corner near where they lay.

As the chains were being locked into place, her eyes focused on the menacing member that protruded out just inches away from her throbbing lips.

She purred as she lay splayed across the gynecological table with her legs in the stirrups, locked down by the chains wrapped around her already swollen ankles and wrists. She knew it would take her right back into subspace, and she was ready to take the express route.

“Damn, you’re fucking me so good, get that pussy, baby!” she screamed with what little volume she had from the screaming she’d done during the earlier scene. The coldness of the steel against her flesh combined with the heat being generated between them became the recipe for a climax that could possibly render her unconscious.

If she only realized that someone was watching…

Sliding inside her while she was already slippery felt like heaven for her. This was what she had been waiting for all night; the only thing left was to get the wave of orgasms that was sure to come the moment that her throat was grabbed.

Her lover kept pumping in and out of her at a seemingly endless pace. Her breathing quickened, trying her best to brace for each down-stroke that seemed to push deeper and deeper inside her core.

She longed to touch, but the chains would not allow it, as she knew it couldn’t be any other way, nor would she want it any other way. To be helpless and in the hands of a sadist and not know what would come next in this tryst was a dream come true.

She was so wet that she didn’t notice that her lover had begun the assault on her tender asshole; the slickness of her juices all over that thick shaft made penetration a complete ease of motion.

“That’s it, baby, fuck my ass!” she growled, realizing that her primal instincts made themselves known, smelling the pheromones emanating from the continued union of their sweat-drenched bodies.

If this pace kept up, she would surely pass out.

Hearing the tiger-like growling as her body endured the savage fucking that she begged to continue, her eyes widened with delight as she felt the right hand of her lover begin to close around her throat. Her climax would be imminent, and there would be nothing that she could do to stop it once it arrived.

Not that she would stop it, of course, unless she was commanded to do so until her lover reached the pinnacle first.

She gasped as her eyes rolled in the back of her head, feeling the pressure of the back of her head against the headrest. Her lover didn’t miss a beat the entire time, which saddened her in a way; there would never be a repeat performance.

She wanted to delay the end, but her lover’s grip around her throat made that nearly impossible. She wondered, even in her highly aroused state and while still getting her brains fucked out, how many women had that hand choked out before she happily succumbed to its expertly tight grip.

The fact that that grip was adorned in a leather-clad glove only pushed her deeper into the abyss.

She’d experienced breath play before during sex, and with the one she was with now, she had no doubt that she would not be in harm’s way because she’d done it before with blissful results.

Seeing such a beautiful face before blacking out wasn’t so bad, she figured. She could always float in the fantasies that she would have while she was under.

She never even flinched when she began to see stars and felt that she was slipping into the darkness. She knew she would only be there for a few moments, only to be brought back into the light.

As she stared one last time at her lover before she closed her eyes to travel to that blissful space between pain and pleasure, she took comfort in knowing that it would be the first thing she saw the moment she returned from the abyss.

There was only one problem…

She never returned.


TWO

“Dom, I have a Jane Doe at Inner Sanctum that I think you might be interested in checking out,” Natasha was on the phone explaining.

“Go ahead, Natasha.” I had Ramesses in the truck with me as we pulled out of NEBU on a routine security sweep. The call was a slight bit unexpected, but she didn’t call unless it was important. “Ramesses is with me as well.”

“Good, because this one’s a bit unusual, Sir,” she replied back, trying to maintain her discipline and professionalism at the same time. “The Jane Doe was chained down; looks like asphyxiation is the cause of death, but we won’t know until the M.E. gets the body for the autopsy.”

“Anything else that sets out as extraordinary?” Ramesses asked once I put the phone on speaker. “Is there anything on the scene that the other detectives might be overlooking?”

“No, Sir, I don’t think so, but that’s why I’m requesting the firm’s services, Sir,” Natasha answered again, sounding like she was on the move around the crime scene. “Lieu thinks that your expertise might help with the investigation. That and the fact that it’s at one of the fetish clubs, she thought it might be a good idea to secure the firm.”

“All right, my lovely, tell your Lieu that we will be on the scene in the next fifteen or so,” I told her before hanging up the phone.

It was a bright and sunny, late-summer morning in Atlanta, and I thought I would be able to do a quick check with my business partner before getting in some football on the tube before Natasha got home from work. Niki was already at the spot, taking care of the domestic duties just in case I decided to have the fellas over to watch the college players do some damage.

This phone call wasn’t exactly what I’d expected to get from either of my girls, but this is what we do.

“What do you think, Dom?” Ramesses was stroking his beard again; it was what he usually did when his wheels were turning.

“Natasha wouldn’t have called unless there was something there that the other detectives on scene wouldn’t have picked up on,” I told him. “And since the locale is at Inner Sanctum, there’s no telling what may have gone down out there.”

Inner Sanctum was a rival, well, establishment on the east side. I say establishment loosely because, unlike the other dungeon that has a more reputable following and does things above board, this place usually gets used by folks that want to be, shall we say, unsupervised.

It wasn’t always like that, but in the last year since they went under new management, it’s become less like a dungeon and more like a cum dump depot. Etiquette wasn’t adhered to, and damn near anything went; there was very little rule enforcement.

To give you an idea of what I mean, let me give you a quick rundown on dungeon etiquette:

No playing without a dungeon monitor in house.

No bodily fluids.

No open sexual acts on the premises.

The problem with Inner Sanctum was that they shirked those rules in order to compete with the larger clubs, including NEBU. Between that and the membership rates blatantly placed lower than everyone else, it became a hotbed for all kinds of crazy shit.

Coming from a kinkster, that’s saying a lot!

“You do have a point, Dom.” Ramesses was still stroking his beard. I got the sense that he was disturbed about something after the call was over. “There might be some clues or some residue that might not tip off the detectives that we might pick up on.”

“Are you all right, Kane?” I asked solemnly. I rarely ever used his real name unless I wanted to get his attention, and I hoped this would be enough to do it.

Mission accomplished.

He snapped out of the daze he was in and gave me a look like he’d been caught thinking about something he shouldn’t have been…or something he didn’t want to entertain. “Nothing yet, but I have a bad feeling it might be something…and something big.”
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The place looked like the third level of hell.

How in the world people tried to get their flow on in here, I’d never know, but we weren’t here for the acoustics and the ambiance; the stench of a dead body permeating the building was a clear reminder of that.

We were greeted by the detectives as soon as we stepped foot inside the dungeon area. Natasha wasn’t far behind, trying to mask her happiness to see me with the stoic demeanor of professionalism. She greeted us with the customary handshake, ready to make the proper introductions. “Mr. Law, Mr. Alexander, thank you for coming. This is my partner, Detective Cross. Cross, these gentlemen were requested by Lieu to consult on the case.”

Detective Cross gave us the once-over like we had infringed on her personal space, despite the fact that we were at least five feet away from her. “So, you’re the kink squad, huh?”

Ramesses stopped in his tracks, looked at me for a moment or two, trying to get a gauge on the situation. I didn’t do anything more than give a “Kanye shrug” and nodded in his direction. It was only a matter of time before he would flip the tables on her, and I wanted to witness the carnage after the earthquake rumbled.

Detective Cross was a statuesque female: Amazon. The way she carried herself, you already knew she was a lesbian, but she had enough curves and softness to go along with that hard edge to her personality that threw the fellas off if they tried to approach her to holla.

She was Natasha’s new partner in DeKalb County; she had transferred from Fulton County—and my old precinct—after some changes at the top brought in some new people that she wasn’t comfortable with. Cross looked like she was a rookie to all of the types of crimes that we deal with, and Ramesses knew it.

“I take it you have a problem with that, Detective Cross?” Ramesses interjected, but never lost his cool. “Do we really wanna play ‘my dick is bigger than yours’ today? I believe we’ve got less than seventy-two hours to get this figured out before the trail goes cold, yes?”

To my amazement, Detective Cross backed down. “Very well, Mr. Alexander, follow me.”

We walked down the hallway, following the scent of the odor into the dungeon area. The other crime scene investigators were busy tagging and bagging evidence, trying to get the area cleared as quickly as possible. As we got closer to where the victim was located, I had a sudden sense of dread overwhelm me. Usually when that happened, it wasn’t a good thing by any stretch of the imagination.

Ramesses must have sensed it, too, but the moment he saw the body, he stopped dead in his tracks, frozen by the immediate recognition of who the victim was.

At first glance, I couldn’t make the identification, but the closer we go, the more I understood why my partner had such a hard time moving toward the body.

Seeing the perfectly tanned skin, the tattoos that revealed a dove and a python, which probably explained the complexity that encapsulated who she was as a person, and the light-gray eyes that were absolutely unmistakable the moment you saw them, it became clear that this case was not going to be easy to handle on certain emotional levels.

safi, one of Amenhotep’s former slaves, lay dead on a gynecological table, her legs still tied down on the stirrups, and her wrists tied down above her head.

Damn.

I thought she was supposed to be out of state? And what really had me confused was how did she creep back into Atlanta and Ramesses not know about it?

I saw my partner move slowly over to her lifeless body, a growing scowl spreading across his face as it looked for a moment that he would rip the bounds from her extremities and personally carry her to the gurney himself.

I felt the rising anger in his eyes, and I tried my best to figure out if I could stop him, even with the way he was feeling at the moment. Before I could get to him to take him down a couple of notches, he stopped himself. The look he gave Natasha’s partner was intense enough to burn through steel. “Detective Cross, is there a particular reason why the vic hasn’t been placed on a gurney yet?”

As long as I’d been on the force before leaving, I’d never seen a civilian punk a detective.

I guess there’s a first time for everything.

Detective Cross looked like she was ready to chop off the heads of the persons that hadn’t secured the body before they’d arrived. She motioned for a couple of the technicians to remove the body, and then engaged in a stare-down with Ramesses, almost daring him to say something else.

Ramesses was undeterred by the show of insolence from the detective, and all Natasha and I could do was let this play out, for fear that our respective partners would snap and take this to the next level.

Once the body was in the process of being moved, Natasha began the rundown on what they found when they got there. “The owner found the body about seven this morning and called the police shortly thereafter. Her neck had been broken; the M.E. estimates the time of death around two a.m. There were signs of vaginal penetration as well as the markings that look like they came from a whip or several whips; we’re not sure yet, but those occurred before the sexual encounter on the gyno table.”

“Yeah, it looks like someone really got their sick-ass rocks off before the killer took her out,” Detective Cross blurted out. “What in the world would make a woman want to subject herself to something like this?”

Cue the scratch of the record at that exact moment.

Ramesses knee-jerked immediately, turning around and focusing on the source of the remark. “Excuse me?”

She looked up and saw eyes staring in her direction.

Natasha looked like she really wanted to hide at that moment.

I wanted to smirk for a minute, but I should have been feeling sorry for the poor woman. Ramesses was ready to go in for the kill, but I decided against it; she had it coming to her and there was no sense in giving a warning. I didn’t know her like that, and she needed to be baptized.

Detective Cross’s body language betrayed her the moment she turned to face Ramesses; she realized she’d stepped over the line and should have kept her mouth shut and her comments in her head. She tried to stand tall, but her eyes gave her away, and we all knew it.

Ramesses invaded her personal space quickly, walking to her and nearly facing her nose to nose. When she tried to step back to create some space, he gripped her wrists tightly, keeping her in place. Their eyes locked forcefully, and the moment I saw that, I already knew what would happen next, and Natasha did, too.

Detective Cross’s eyes fluttered, trying to show her defiance and anger at Ramesses putting his hands on her. “Step away from me, and take your hands off me.”

Ramesses flashed a grin back at her, knowing he’d been down this road before. “I don’t think so. Besides, from the way you’re shaking, you don’t want me to let go of you anyway.”

“Who the fuck do you think you are?”

“Stick around, detective; you’ll find out soon enough.”

Resistance was futile, and she would find that out soon.

For those that hadn’t picked up on this dance, allow me to clue you in on something when it comes to women: the ones that made the most noise about what they couldn’t believe another woman would or wouldn’t do, chances were, they were already secretly wishing that someone would do it to them.

As their eyes continued the stare-down, something curious happened: Detective Cross slowly licked her lips and moved close enough to, if Ramesses allowed it, kiss him. She tried to move closer, but he stonewalled her, making it clear that he was the one in control, not her. Her eyes lowered, her free hand tracing the words on her badge that hung around her neck.

If it weren’t for the fact that we were in the middle of a crime scene, that shit would be hot right now. I watched a grown-ass woman reduced to a love-struck teenager in a matter of minutes.

Ramesses looked like he hadn’t even broken a sweat. “Now, shall we continue?”

“Yes, Sir,” she answered, looking completely mesmerized the entire time. “I’m sorry for my outburst. It won’t happen again.”

“See that it doesn’t, or the consequences will be worse.”

I swear I needed to develop that touch soon. My girls would be the better for it.

“Any prints on the table or anywhere in the room?” I asked Natasha, trying to keep things on the professional tip as much as possible. I looked in her eyes, and I already knew that what had happened between them had her as turned on as I was.

“According to forensics, a lot of them, but they won’t know for sure until they get the results from the lab testing,” she replied, flipping her notepad to check the other notes that she wrote down before we got there. “I also recognized at least two different types of whip marks on her body.”

Detective Cross raised her eyebrow at that assessment and then backed down immediately once she got a glimpse of the scowl on Ramesses’s face. Natasha grinned a bit, which put a mental note for me to check on later today when she wasn’t around her partner.

“What do you mean two different whips, Tasha?” Detective Cross asked. “How did you figure out it was more than one?”

I grinned as I saw Natasha straighten her jacket. “Because the marks are not consistent with a single player, Trisha; I’ve seen two separate whips in motion, and the patterns that I’ve witnessed are consistent with at least two players simultaneously.”

Detective Cross raised her eyebrow, a slight smirk spreading across her lips. “Hmm, there’s more that you’ve not told me, Tasha, and I have a feeling that things could get more interesting from here on out.”

I wasn’t completely impressed, and Ramesses was absolutely turned off by her. I would admit that she had some potential, but I wasn’t about to admit that in light of the mess that she’d created already.

“Good work, detective, so that means we can check out some of the munch groups, see if anyone knew anything.” Ramesses was stoic as he turned to leave. “Detective Cross, we will keep you and Natasha in the loop, of course, to let you know what we’ve found.”

“You are more than welcome to call me Trish, Sir, if it is all the same to you.” Detective Cross all but served her ass on a silver platter for him to take.

I honestly didn’t know what would happen next; he’d been completely unpredictable over the past hour. That was not like Ramesses to be that way; he’s too measured, too ice-cold calculating to all of a sudden start acting like he didn’t know which end was up.

All order was restored in the universe when he turned around, flashed a grin at the detective, and calmly stated, “To be real, detective, it’s probably not in your best interest for us to be on a first-name basis. I don’t think you could handle the road you’d go down if you did.”

“Maybe I might want to know? I’m a big girl; I can handle a little slap and grind.” She flashed her own mischievous grin, trying to continue the cat-and-mouse banter. “What makes you think I couldn’t handle it?”
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