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 Prologue




Such a pretty body.
Such a bad mouth. A girl like any other, just … closer.

Pity you won’t be
mine.

But then, she’s more
valuable this way. And I get to keep her near, breaking her in ways
that please me, drive me. Because she’s what I need to survive, and
she’ll give me everything I want.

I just have to pull
the right string and she’ll dance for me, a pretty marionette on a
stage set for one.

No, Willow has no
idea how much she’s worth to my buyer, or to me.

But she will.

Soon.


 


 Chapter One

Dim the Lights

 Rafe

Music pulses deep in
my ears, like the club exists inside my head rather than
surrounding me. One last night in Cyprus. I can’t wait to leave the
island my family dominates to head home.

My back aches from
the wooden chairs my father prefers. Those damn things have more
childhood memories than a creche, none of them friendly. My ass has
gone numb and my cock is wet, but not in a good way. This last is
courtesy of the blonde crouching between my feet who’s meant to be
sucking but lost the plot—or herself—somewhere along the line.

Probably too many
party favors that left her mouth sloppy.

God alone knows what
the rest of her would be like, and I’m not keen to find out if I’m
right.

Standing abruptly, I
knee the girl out of my way and tuck my cock back into my pants.
“Make sure she gets home, or a drink.” I dismiss the unnamed
blonde, turning her over to my right-hand man, Dominic Barese.

Dom nods as he hauls
the girl from the club’s upstairs floor and walks her to the door
to the VIP lounge. She sashays her hips against him but if I know
my boy, he’ll … yep. Right on cue. I grin as she stumbles forward
when he ejects her with a scowl and a wad of cash, all greenbacks.
She yells something from down the hall. The last we see of her is a
flash of bottle-blonde-over-bleached-hair and a one-fingered
salute.

I smirk, rubbing my
hand over my mouth as I ignore her exodus in lieu of watching the
dance floor. Dom must be as needy as me to get back to US soil.
Cyprus was fun while the wine flowed and my father was happy, but
our goodwill has an equal shelf life, and that ran out days
ago.

A fresh glass of
cognac finds its way into my hand, courtesy of the golden
minidress-clad waitress loitering at my side.

“Thanks.” I dismiss
her without a second glance, too.

Nothing about a
mouth that’s done the VIP lounge rounds more times than a
front-running racehorse holds any appeal to me.

Twenty-eight
and jaded as all fuck.

I down the golden
ambrosia without appreciating its full flavor or burn, a bottle
that bore my forefathers’ names from before I was born. Dancers
twist and twirl on the floor below, a living beast that undulates
as one beneath the staccato strobes.

Like a cheap perv, I
hang over the railing. So many blondes in short dresses strut and
flaunt what their plastic surgeon gave them, but one girl catches
my eye.

Her floor-length,
scarlet beaded gown shimmers as she turns smoothly, a flash of leg
slipping out from each side where her dress is slit to the thigh.
The tiniest hint of her round peach ass has my cock hardening in my
pants. Raven dark hair floats along her spine almost to her waist,
curving with her sensuous movements.

I palm myself as I
watch her move, finishing my drink. She seems to be alone. From
what I can see no one dances with her, though more than one man
watches her as I join their stalkerish ranks.

That sets a fire
ripping through my veins that has nothing to do with drinking my
father’s cognac in his club like it’s water.

“Who?” Dom stands at
my side as though awaiting orders, though I know he’s scoping every
exit and threat in the place while I drown my sorrows.

“Her. My car. Fuck
it. The hall at the back of the club. Three minutes.”

He tilts his head to
one side. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. Two
minutes.”

“Sir.”

The solid man who’ll
take a bullet for me in an instant disappears. I count in my head
then follow him along the corridor outside the VIP section, my
strides long and fast as blood thrums through me, in search of its
next hit.

What the hell am
I doing? She’s not mine.

But by every ancient
god in the islands, I want her to be. Just once.

Because I can’t take
her with me, and I don’t have time for a side piece, though nothing
would make my father happier. It’s what we argue about most—the one
time I defy him.

And yet here I am,
chasing skirt in his club just like a good boy.

A glittering,
swirling skirt that hides a perfect body.

Are her eyes the
deepest brown or ocean blue? I need to see them once before I fuck
us both into oblivion to the heartbeat of the club.

And now I’m a soppy
fucker who’ll likely propose by the end of the night.

Yeah, that isn’t
happening.

I hit the stairs at
the opposite end of the club to what Dom used and take the descent
three steps at a time. Adrenaline rushes through me, leaving my
hands trembling with anticipation. I land with both feet on the
club’s ground floor just as Dom tows my mystery woman toward
me.

Her mouth opens as
she sasses him. I grin. It’s a brave woman who takes on my boy. His
face is set in its permanent scowl—nothing new there—and he pushes
her in my direction with a grunt and a narrowed look that promises
me I’ll repay the favor soon.

“Who the hell are
you?” She stands maybe five and a half feet tall at best in strappy
stilettos framing slim ankles I can imagine wrapped around my
waist. Deep-red full lips split in a defiant smile that promises
more poison than pleasure. Her hair flies wild about her face,
tresses curling in glamorous waves around her shoulders, dropping
to her waist.

But it’s her eyes
that hold me captive. Deep green lit with golden flecks that stare
back at me, nervous beneath that challenging front, a drop of fear
tainting them. Or curiosity, perhaps.

“Rafe.” I shrug my
jacket off my shoulders and throw the two-thousand-dollar silk
blend onto the banister. One of my father’s lackeys watching me
tonight can claim it or not have a job come sunrise.

“And what do you
want?” The girl steps into my space, her head tilted back.

The music mutes in
the closed hallway, its thrumming the pulse to which we dance.

“You,” I whisper,
wondering if she can hear me or not.

Which she answers in
the next second, tossing her magnificent mane back over her
shoulders to give me a breathtaking view of the valley between her
round, high breasts that steals a sliver of my soul.

I bet she’s fucking
natural, too.

“Perfect.” She grins
up at me, sliding her fingers between the top two buttons on my
shirt and flicking one open. “Where are we going?”

My mind stalls. The
honest answer is here, because I’m twenty seconds shy of
ripping her dress up her thighs and burying myself balls-deep
inside her right in the damn hallway, any straggling audience be
damned. My cock thickens painfully in my slacks.

Fine, ten
seconds.

I grab her waist,
pull her in close, and slam my mouth down over hers. Her lips yield
to my need, her moan the perfect complement to my dominance.

“Sure you want to do
this?” My fingers twist in her raven black hair, pulling her head
back firmly so she has no choice but to look up at me.

Christ, she tastes
like midnight and confessions. Tarnished innocence versus a jaded
heart.

“I’m sure,” she
gasps, raising her fingers to touch her smeared lipstick.

“Don’t,” I snarl
when she swipes the makeup away. “It’s better that way. This will
be hard, and filthy. Last chance.” I won’t give her any others.

“Yes.”

I wrap my fingers
about a wrist so slim I could snap it in a second, turning on my
heel and heading for my father’s office. He’s at home, screwing
whichever mistress currently keeps his bed warm. Anyone else can
fuck right off.

The door stands ajar
and thank God no one else shares my idea. Knowing my father’s
capos, they’ll fuck right on the dance floor or in some of
the darker alcoves like I nearly did a moment ago.

Kicking the door
shut, I pivot and remove the space between me and the girl who
stands in no man’s land, looking like bait. “What’s your name?”

“Why do you care?”
She throws her brand of defiance right at me a second time, not
backing down.

A hungry smile grows
over my lips as she backs to the door when I herd her there. Her
soft “Ooh” when her back hits the cold, unyielding surface
may be the sexiest sound I’ve ever heard in my life.

“Tell. Me,” I
whisper, dipping my head to brush my lips over her cheek.

She turns her head,
seeking my mouth but I won’t let her get away with not answering
me. My palms slam against the door, shaking the wood in its frame.
Her cry is a different one this time, but just as arousing.

Give me your fear,
raven girl.

I breathe her in,
resuming my trail along her throat, across her jaw. Starlight and
sex. God, I’ll kill anyone who touches her. At least for
tonight.

“Your name,” I
remind her in a silky whisper, gliding my tongue along her bottom
lip.

Her pupils dilate
with fear and need, the combination headier than any shot of power
in my life, though a ring of deep-jade green is still visible
around the deepest black.

“Willow.” She licks
her lips, the tip of her tongue brushing my mouth.

For a moment the
world stills. She stares at me with terror etched in those
green-and-gold eyes, uncertainty parting her luscious lips that
were made for fucking and sucking and every other kind of
punishable sin.

“Thank you, Willow.”
I don’t give her a chance to object, covering her mouth with mine
in a slow, dominating kiss.

Her lips part
beneath mine again, but I sweep my tongue across her bottom lip,
tasting her anyway. For all my rush a moment before, the need to
fuck her still hardening my cock to the point of well past painful,
I want to take her slow.

Make her mine, and
no one else’s.

The rest of my trip
might pass in an alcohol-fueled haze but this moment I’d
remember.

My girl with green
eyes.

Willow.

Swallowing hard, I
thrust my tongue into her mouth, showing her just how I intend to
fuck her. Bruising and rough, hitting all the right notes to give
her a night of pleasure while she soaks my cock with her
orgasms.

Some women want to
play tongue hockey, battling for control, but that’s not my game. I
need her to know that my rules hold, that she’ll play to them
regardless of what she wants.

And I’ll reward her
submission.

Her body softens at
my brutal kiss. Willow arches in my arms as I pull her tight into
my body, giving her less breathing space than she needs. The
tighter I hold her, the more fluid her body becomes.

Willow winds herself
around me, offering up one leg for me to hold against my waist. Her
kiss is potent. She opens perfectly to me, sliding her silken
tongue along mine, gentle where I am rough, sweet where I dominate
her. The perfect foil to my eternal violent soul.

I groan into her
mouth, loving her sass when she’s afraid, her submission when I
need to retain my control the most. Gripping beneath her knee I
slide my hand along the underside of her thigh until I reach that
perfect ass.

Abandoning the
pretense that I’ll take her slow, I reach beneath her dress with
both hands to fill each palm with a perfectly round globe.

Her breath hitches
and she moans as I lift her onto my hips, pinning her to the
door.

“What if someone
needs to come in?” she gasps.

Her eyes flare wide
as I skim my fingertips along her bare crack, brushing her tight
hole, across her creaming slit.

“Filthy, beautiful
slut,” I murmur appreciatively. “Did you intend to fuck someone you
didn’t know tonight?”

The way her cheeks
turn scarlet tells me that’s exactly what she wants. My predatory
smile widens, and she gushes a little against my fingers.

“Yes,” she whispers,
her eyes cast down in shame.

“Don’t,” I coo,
grazing my chin against her cheek so she looks up at me. “You’re
fucking perfect as you are. Never be ashamed.” I slide one hand to
the front of my slacks and grip my cock. “I’m going to fuck you and
you won’t hold back from me. I want to hear that you can’t breathe
when I slam into you. I want to know it’s me you’re coming for
tonight. Is that clear?”

“Yes, s…” Her eyes
flare wide as I smirk. “You’ll use protection?” The defiance in her
tone is back, a cover for her almost-slip, but I hear it.

Give me a week to
spank that attitude out of you and I’ll have you curling at my
knees like a kitten, desperate for my cock.

Addicting her to my
needs and making them hers is a pipe dream. This is a one-night
event only. But fuck me if she isn’t perfect, bowing to my desire
when I fucked her mouth with my tongue.

I extract a condom
pack from my pocket and place it between her lips. “Hold this for
me.”

Any other time I’d
let her put the rubber on with her mouth, but I’m too eager to
sheath myself in her slick heat.

She closes her mouth
gently around the foil pack with nary a crackle. I smile gently,
rewarding her good behavior with a swipe of my fingers along her
weeping pussy.

Willow’s moan
hardens me impossibly.

“Keep making those
sounds and I’ll come too fast.” I extract the condom from her lips,
ripping it open and rolling it on as her eyes widen with the
appreciation of the power she holds over me.

You have no idea,
little raven.

While she’s still
high on the idea, I pump my cock twice in my fist, prolonging my
own pleasure then bury myself to the hilt in her soaking depths in
a single stroke.

Breaking right
through the barrier that should be reserved for a wedding night or
at the very least someone she’ll wake up beside tomorrow. Because
that sure as fuck will not be me.

I grip her ass
tight, breathing through the way her pussy strangles my cock, and
palm the door before I put my fist through the fucking thing again
and again. “You’re a fucking virgin?”

My rage is broken by
one thing—a tiny whimper coming from those beautifully smeared lips
made for sin. With me.

You’re mine.

No one can take this
moment away from us.

She nods and before
I can question my intentions, I cup her cheeks and kiss the hell
out of her until her tight pussy relaxes around my steel cock, and
she gushes her cream all over me again.

Keeping still is
killing me, but despite my earlier rage and need, when I have to
keep that urge in check there’s no question.

“Do you want me to
stop?” I draw back just enough to trace my tongue across her bottom
lip like before.

She sighs and seems
to like that, shaking her head.

“Nu-uh, raven girl.
Give me your words.”

“Don’t stop.
Please,” she begs softly, raising those green-and-gold-flecked eyes
to capture mine.

“Fuck,” I groan,
sliding my hands back to her hips. I pin her to the door, impaling
her sweet body on my cock like an imprisoned butterfly for her
first time. How fucking brutal can I be to the girl who probably
isn’t even twenty years old?

“Please, I want
this,” she gasps, rocking forward slightly, her hips tilting
down.

Her pussy contracts
on my cock as she grazes her clit on my groin. Every muscle in me
tightens, though hers loosen then clench again with her impending
orgasm.

“Keep going,” I
murmur, watching her as my balls tighten. That’s an urge I shove
back too. “Come on my cock, princess.”

Willow rocks
forward, bracing her hands against my shoulders while I hold her
up. With me buried deep inside her it doesn’t take long—a few more
grazes and she’s there. Her cry is the sweetest, most innocent
thing I’ve ever heard, and just like her, it’s mine.

Her head rests
against my shirt, and when I crook my finger beneath her chin and
she raises those eyes I’m fast addicting myself to, mascara trails
her cheeks as she sobs out her orgasm.

“That was so fucking
beautiful, Willow. Thank you,” I murmur, pressing my mouth to hers
in a slow kiss. Just as slow I rock my hips, sliding in and out of
her with the same rhythm as I kiss her.

She moans around my
tongue, her pussy already bearing down on my shaft despite the
aftershocks from her first orgasm not yet fading. My control frays
its last tether and as she moans again, I let go of everything,
except her.

I fuck her faster,
harder, drawn in by her cries that etch themselves into my soul.
Our bodies slap together, our skin warming from the punishing pace
I set in her virgin pussy.

And still, she moans
for me.

My spine tingles, my
balls drawing up tight, and in minutes I’m roaring my own orgasm as
she comes on my cock again and again.

Gripping the
doorframe, I struggle to hold us up as my vision whitens at the
edges, with only Willow at the epicenter. She stares at me in
shock, her pussy telling me just how much she appreciated being
fucked hard and well the first time.

I hope I ruin her
for any other man.

The thought of other
hands on Willow has me stumbling backward with her in my arms until
my bare ass hits my father’s desk. I lean there, catching my breath
and clutching her to me.

Willow pants against
my chest, rubbing her cheek there. “Is that how it always is?” She
stares up at me in wonder.

I laugh softly. “No,
princess. Not always like that. That—” I break off to kiss her
deeply, knowing I’ll have to clean her soon but savoring the
closeness. “That was the best goddam sex of my life.”

“And I bet you’ve
had plenty?” she sasses me back, leaning in to nip my lip.

I laugh again, the
freedom of anything—duty, respect, responsibility—bearing down on
me gone while I hold her in my arms.

“I’ve had enough,” I
acknowledge, knowing instinctively that won’t piss this girl
off.

“And that was the
best?” She shoots me a coy look through her lashes.

“You cheeky fucking
princess.” I catch the back of her neck and kiss her hard, wanting
her lips tender tomorrow so when she looks in the mirror she knows
who fucked her last night. “Come here.”

“Nu-uh,” she sasses
me again, sliding down my body.

Her dress covers her
legs and my hands already feel empty without her in them. I palm
the condom, tying its end off and throwing it in the bin without
taking my eyes off hers.

“Willow,” I say
softly, “maybe we should talk. Make sure you’re okay. That
was…”

Violent. Rough.
Brutal.

All the things that
I am.

“I’m fine.” She
fluffs her hair, straightening her dress. “Thank you for the
education, Rafe.” She smiles gently, and for the first time I feel
like I’m the one who just got fucked over.

It’s not a feeling I
like and definitely not one I want to get used to.

“That’s the first
time you’ve said my name,” I say hoarsely. I tuck away my cock that
stirs in my hand regardless of what’s going through my mind.

“Probably.” Her
smile is quicker this time as she reaches the door and pulls it
open before I can catch up.

“Wait…” I struggle,
reaching for anything to keep her here. “I should check you’re on
birth control,” I add lamely in a final failing bid to keep her a
few moments more.

“Yup. And I’ll get
the morning-after pill tomorrow. Plan B or whatever. Bye!” She
waves cheerfully and disappears back into the bowels of the
club.

I stumble after her,
but she’s gone. The only thing that makes me smile is that as she
left the office, she limped a little. Hey, a man has to have
hobbies. I just wish I could make her mine every damn night. At
least I have her memory to entertain me on tomorrow’s flight back
home.

First I need to find
Dom and see if he found out anything about her while I was
busy.


 


 Chapter Two

Butterfly,
Chained

 Willow

Returning home is
the last thing I want to do but I know it’s time. My two weeks
hiding in Cyprus have accomplished absolutely nothing but angering
my uncle. Sebastian Hernandez, my last living relative outside of
my younger brother, is not someone to be trifled with.

For the millionth
time since I received it yesterday morning, I read the text message
once more.

Sebastian: Flight
leaves at 11 am on Saturday. Be on it or I will be sending your
brother to you in a variety of little boxes.

It includes a photo
of my brother beside my uncle. No more, no less. I never thought my
uncle would find my brother where I hid him, but I was clearly
wrong. Roman is alone with him and I need to do what I can to
ensure his safety. I didn’t even reply to his demand and it wasn’t
necessary. He knows I will fall in line. And I have.

Dressed
appropriately in a knee-length cream dress, I sit in the lap of
luxury onboard the private jet. The opulence is enough to make me
gag. Buttery leather, dark wood, and gold trim covers the interior.
The skinny flight attendant watches me with a frown as I sip at my
cappuccino and wait for the descent to finally start.

I would kill for a
margarita and a pair of shorts right now but I know there isn’t a
chance of that. It’s time for me to return to the home and family I
ran from and fulfill my duties. Whether I want to or not.

Three years ago I
was a happy, normalish high school graduate. That all changed one
night when my uncle slaughtered not only my parents but every other
member of our family that might stand in his way. He kept me and
Roman alive because we will receive the majority of our father’s
money once we both turn twenty-one. He uses my little brother Roman
as a weapon against me, violence and death an ever-present threat.
He took it a step too far recently and that’s why I ran to
Cyprus.

****

“I need you to
plan a wedding,” Sebastian says from the head of the table during
dinner.

“Are you taking a
wife?”

A laugh bursts free
from him as his cold gaze settles on me. I can’t remember a time
when his gaze did not cause revulsion to crash over me. Being my
parents’ murderer did that.

“I don’t need
some bitch trying to manipulate me.”

“I need to know
who the wedding is for,” I say after a tense silence washes over
us.

“You.”

“What about
me?”

This conversation is
already grating on my nerves. He needs to get to the fucking point
before I say anything disrespectful. I know all too well how that
turns out.

“You are getting
married. You have a month to get everything organized.”

“What?” I yell
loudly
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