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        I am both heaven and hell.

        Sin and pleasure.

        The Devil she never sees coming…

      

        

      
        Everyone knows that Malcolm Asher owns Chicago. Nothing—not a single move is made in my city without my authorization. I’m ruthless. Conniving. Worshipped by those around me, and yet, it means nothing the moment my eyes meet hers…

      

        

      
        Clear blue and innocent, the delicate doll on this stage holds me captive against my will. She’s decadence personified—a corruptible angel I want to own.

      

        

      
        I’m hard for her. Starving for a taste. Eager for her to feel me.

      

        

      
        This little girl has no idea of the danger she’s in within my presence. How I will make her crave the darkness I control.

      

        

      
        How I will make her…Mine.
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      “MOTHERFUCKING IDIOT,” I hiss out, letting the steel door behind me slam shut. My head is throbbing—muscles coiling—as the urge to break the neck of the piece of shit errand boy my father asked me to hire runs deep. Ire flows like lava through my veins, and I need to get ahold of myself.

      Rash emotions lead to stupid decisions. Errors.

      Like the one I now need to eliminate. It was a mistake, and I know better than to ever mix familial ties with business decisions. Nevertheless, I gave in when asked, and here we fucking are.

      Millions could have been lost. Charges would have been pressed.

      Now, I’m left with no choice but to right a wrong that never should have been.

      The feds are now looking into the Jameson family and its ties to the dealing of stolen weaponry and narcotics. Because of a simple fuckup—something someone heard come out of Michael, a person under my employ, I’m making every tidbit of information on the Jameson account disappear.

      Nothing stays on that file. Not so much as a single cent.

      My IT department is making it as if they never existed. Moreover, in this country, they don’t.

      A few steps inside and the harsh scent of urine and perspiration invades my senses. My nose flares in disgust as I look toward the back—skipping over the three empty cells—and focus on the two near-naked men with their hands tied to a metal pipeline above their heads. Their feet are chained to the ground, limiting their movement.

      They are the cause, and I am the effect.

      Decisions have consequences. Repercussions. Rectifications that will appease the victims of their idiocy.

      One spoke about things he doesn’t understand, while the other tried to bribe the hand that feeds. Demanded that I kneel or else.

      Because of that, tonight, I am their judge, jury, and executioner. The God each one will beg forgiveness to.

      “Good evening.” At the sound of my voice, one of the men looks up and his eyes widen. His bare chest is heaving with each rapid intake of air that does nothing to calm his nerves. Instead, his eyes lock with mine while a whimper leaves his split lip.

      His fear is palpable, and it fails to move me. Motherfucking pathetic.

      You knew better.

      My eyes flicker to the other man and take account of the few bruises already forming on his face. He seems to be muttering a low prayer under his breath, tears running down his cheeks while his eyes look toward the wall past me. Avoiding his reality.

      No begging. No pleading for leniency.

      They’re smarter than I expect. Know better.

      Nothing pisses me off more than someone who can’t accept their fate with dignity.

      “Evening, boss,” everyone answers, a low rumble that reverberates off the walls. Unlike other men in my position, I don’t wait for my clean-up crew to arrive. Instead, they stand at the ready wearing protective gear and white masks. Their faces are bowed, arms behind their backs as I pass them on my way toward the two men who’ve caused me this unnecessary headache.

      “Any problem getting them here?” I ask Javier, the head of my security and right-hand man.

      “None.” He’s watching the two squirm, smirking as he hands me my favorite knife.

      “Thank you.” Taking it from his hand, I flick my wrist and admire the sleek blade. This small token came from my father the day I took over.  A sharp blade with a solid gold handle—the exact replica of the one he kept inside his desk upstairs when he was the CEO of Asher Holdings. Back when the bank played a smaller part in the underground world of money laundering.

      A phone rings, and Javier is quick to remove it from his pocket. I recognize it, and know it belongs to the gossiping fuck. Both men cease all movement, their eyes on me as I accept the phone from Javi’s outstretched hand.

      I know who it is. I know what he’ll say.

      Pressing the green button, I put the call on speakerphone and wait. Silence looms, and the harsh breathing on the other end comes from a man I still admire. Someone who should’ve taught his son a few lessons early on.

      “What is your decision, Malcolm?” Straight to the point, his tone not showing his true emotions.

      “What do you want it to be?” I toss back, walking slowly over to his son. A son that reeks of fear and his own piss. Who couldn’t keep his mouth shut after I gave him the opportunity to work for me. Work his way up the ranks.

      “Family is the most—”

      At my godfather’s lame attempt, I laugh. It’s harsh and sardonic, causing another scared whimper to leave the men. “Save that sanctimonious drivel for someone who buys it, Henry. We both know it’s bullshit.”

      “Agreed, but he is my only son.” That I can understand. The need for a man to have a male heir, someone to take over. “Spare him and I’ll pay for the damages myself. Buy the forgiveness of your client.”

      “What else?” I take the few remaining steps between myself and Michael, his son. His eyes are on mine, throat bobbing as words fail to escape. True fear has a way of paralyzing people, and their basic motor functions become nonexistent. “Because you’ll be paying me every last cent either way.”

      “What do you want?”

      “Blood.” My reply is automatic, and so is my hand as I lash out, cutting a jagged line down Michael’s forearm. His scream curls around the room—penetrates every square inch and then breaks his father’s heart. At once, my lips stretch into a wide smile as a soothing calmness settles over my limbs.

      Their pain brings peace.

      Beside him, the wannabe blackmailer fights against his bindings. He winces but doesn’t stop moving as the steel around his wrist cuts the skin there.  “This is a mistake! Please, I’ll never say another word about—”

      Javier backhands him with the butt of his gun. “Silence.”

      “Malcolm, please. Don’t do this to our family.” Henry’s voice rings through, cutting off the pathetic pleading of his son’s friend. Same low-life punk that thought he could blackmail me. “Discipline them, but don’t kill my son.”

      “I’ve learned my lesson,” Michael adds, face tight with pain. “I’ll do whatever you want...fix this...but please...no more.”

      “Interesting.” Blood flows from the wound, dripping down and onto the concrete floor. It pools near the center—follows the small slope down and into the drain I had the foresight to add into the room’s design when I remodeled the bank. This is the lowest floor, two below what the actual building plans show.

      “Okay.” Once more, I punish him, this time sinking the blade of my knife deep into his thigh. My fingers manipulate the steel tip, twisting it as I tear through muscle. Crimson splatters all over my white shirt, ruining another garment.

      Michael’s sobs turn into a loud scream as I pull the knife from his flesh. He writhes, bowing as he tries to move away from me.

      In the background I hear his father’s outrage, revel in his pleading, but it’s still not enough. I want more.

      More blood. More destruction. More compensation for my time.

      Within my rage, there is also the compulsion to teach this boy a lesson he will never forget. Prevent him from ever doing this again—save his family both the embarrassment and grief.

      “Untie him, Javier, and bring over a chair,” I instruct, taking a few steps forward and over to the other man. A man who’s currently giving in to his panic. That fight or flight response that is coded deep into our DNA. That helps people survive disastrous situations.

      He won’t be as lucky.

      Javi unlocks Michael’s handcuffs and lets him fall to the floor: a crumpled, bleeding mess. The sound of a chair scraping against the floor follows, and it’s loud within this space. Heightens the anxiety.

      “Get up and sit,” Javier instructs, standing over Michael. “Show some appreciation for Mr. Asher’s hospitality.”

      A few men in the room chuckle and I hold a hand up, effectively shutting them up. While Javier’s words are funny, now is not the time to give in to amusement.

      “My leg—”

      “Isn’t broken,” I interrupt, not bothering to look back. “Shut the fuck up and move.”

      “Michael, I swear to Christ! Do as he says,” his father pleads, choking on his own desperation. That parental urge to take care of his offspring. It’s instinctual. A deep-seated need that I can understand—respect—even if it means shit at the end of the day.

      It didn’t change the disaster his son’s stupidity caused.

      Leaving Javier to accommodate our guest, I focus wholly on the other one. “Name?”

      “Please, I…son of a bitch!” he howls, body cringing back as I slice through the back of his right ankle, then his left. It’s a shallow cut. Just the first of many.

      “Name?” I ask once more, the tip of my blade slowly sawing back and forth over the back of each calf—going lower with each cut until the sharp edge slices over the first. Just enough to hurt. For him to slowly begin to drip down all over my floor.

      “I told you my name that day inside your office.” Another lie.

      “This is your second offense. You get one more.”

      “But it’s the truth.” No, it isn’t. His eyes shift downward and a shiver runs through him, giving away his nervousness. Fear.

      Moreover, he has every reason to be scared.

      “Last chance,” I grit out, stretching my neck from side to side while my hand clenches around the golden handle. Adrenaline pulses through my veins—licks at the tips of my fingers as I drive the knife forward and into his stomach. Deep enough that I feel as it tears through flesh. Blood seeps from the wound, but I want more.

      Twisting the blade, I pull it halfway out and take a step back—leave it right where it is below his belly button. “Are you ready to be honest with me now?”

      “I’m telling you…fuck!” he yells out as the heel of my shoe kicks the weapon in deeper. I bury it—lodge it within his stomach where only half the handle is left visible.

      Michael shifts in his chair, trying to stand, pulling my attention back to him. “Please stop.”

      “Why should I?” Another strike; this time I land a punch to the right side of his friend’s ribs. He cries out a curse, body trying to fold into itself. It’s a mistake, one that causes him to freeze when the pain magnifies.

      “Please stop. I’m not lying.”

      “Boss, we’re so sorry. It was a huge—”

      Michael’s word die as Javier places a gun to his temple. “Placing a bullet in you will be a pleasure, one that my boss won’t begrudge me for. Keep testing his patience.”

      “Michael, please, son, stay quiet!”

      With a smirk, I nod at Javi and watch with pleasure as he pistol-whips the idiot across the face, breaking his nose in the process. “Listen to your father, Michael.”

      “No more,” he says, his tone tinged with pain. Regret.

      I can almost taste his acceptance. Can see the glimpse of resolve in his eyes.

      “That’s up to you. If you sit there silently, things will progress without further incident. Talk, and…” I trail off as Javier lands a second direct hit, and a gash opens over the bridge of his nose. Rivulets of red pour down his face and neck, staining his chest with his life’s essence. “Understood?”

      With his right eye beginning to swell, Michael nods and looks back at the piece of shit still strung up. At the man who befriended him with one goal in mind: getting to me.

      He’s finally understanding that someone needs to pay, and it’s either him or…

      Grabbing the end of the knife, I pull out the handle, leaving the blade inside. At once he screams, the anguished sound rending the air as I slide it up his flesh.

      More blood seeps from the wound; my hands are soaked. “Lying to me was your biggest mistake.” His pain is not enough. Another inch up, and I stop. “Your second was not being smart enough to hide your tracks.”

      At this his eyes widen, lips parting to deny what we both know to be the truth, but I shake my head. Moreover, the idiot listens for once and closes his pale lips.

      “Your name is Phillip Mitchell…” the knife slices upward a bit more and he strains to move away from me “…and you take on certain jobs for the head of EMB Financial Group. The same man I turned down three weeks ago, when he asked that we merge a certain department—the one you demanded twenty million dollars for in exchange for your silence.”

      I pause and look down, admiring the clean line that starts below his belly button and stops at the center of his abdomen. It’s deep, but not enough to kill him yet, although the internal damage is done.

      His life’s essence is slowly bathing my floor with each drop that splashes below.

      “End me already,” Phillip groans, head lolling forward from the loss of blood. He’s dying.

      “Not until you tell me why Jonathan sent you.”

      “He didn’t.”

      “Then who?” Because we both know he isn’t working for himself. Phillip is nothing more than a low-level soldier—a follower—and this entire bullshit scheme didn’t come from his simpleton mind.

      I’ve read his rap sheet. Know where he lives and whom he associates himself with, and none have a position of wealth or power in Chicago. They’re nothing more than thugs and “wannabe” gangsters that admire TV crime lords and wish to live a life of infamy.

      “No one—”

      “Bridgeport. That is where your mother lives…is it not?”

      Phillip nods, tears running down his cheeks. “She has nothing to do with this. Please, don’t hurt her.”

      “Then tell me who the fuck sent you,” I snarl, lip curling over my teeth as I fight the instinct to strike once more. “Tell me, and she’ll be taken care of for the rest of her life. She will want for nothing. You have my word.”

      Resignation flashes in his eyes, and they close. Another choked sob leaves his throat as his life slowly fades, each breath harder than the last.

      “Tell her that I love her.”

      “Done.”

      “His name is Alton Foster.”

      I nod but say nothing. I knew this also, just needed confirmation before I rain hell on a man that doesn’t respect our rules. Being somewhat new to Chicago, he is stupid and arrogant. A dead man walking, he has no idea the kind of war he just unleashed.

      Before Phillip could take his next breath, I pull a gun from my back and shoot him once between the eyes. A mercy kill as two voices shout out—the one on the phone full of despair while his son fights against the hold my men have him in.

      I’m done with the theatrics and put the gun back in its place. Everyone watches me as, with absolute calm, I pull the knife from Phillip’s dead body and walk back toward my godfather’s only child. My hands and knife are a bloody mess as I grab a fistful of his hair. “Hold your tongue out.”

      “Malcolm—”

      “Be grateful,” is all I say, grip tightening until his eyes water and I can literally feel as the strands break between my fingertips. “Now open and do as you are told.”

      “Anything but this.”

      “Would you rather join your friend in the next life?”

      “I didn’t know. You have to believe me.”

      “The sad part is that I do,” I say, letting go and grabbing the handkerchief Javier holds out for me. He takes my place and digs his fingers deep into Michael’s jaw, holding so hard that the latter gives way and opens. Michael’s tongue peeks out, and with no patience left, I grip it using the small fabric square between my fingers.

      Tears run down his face as I give it a harsh yank and then slice it clean off.

      He sobs while his father is silent. Accepting.

      I don’t kill the dumb fuck, and both know that can change in the blink of an eye.

      “Now you can never speak of that which you do not know. You cannot put your life in danger or make friends with idiots that see you as easy pickings. Learn this lesson, own your mistake, and I will speak to you again in a month.” Michael nods, whimpering in pain while my men help him up. Hold his weight. “Next time, I will not be so forgiving. Never betray me or this family again.”
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      I’M PREOCCUPIED.

      My mind is replaying the last line inside the email my informant—the FBI agent—sent over mid-afternoon. It flashes on a loop:

      Eagle. Claw. Fly.

      Those three simple words cause my hands to clench and the leather beneath my hands to groan in protest. It’s been a few hours now since Michael was taken from here and his friend disposed of, and yet, as I connect more dots, the ire within me grows. Each tick of the clock throbs in time with the raging inferno rushing through my veins, and all because someone thinks they can take from me.

      Because greed overrode common sense and they forgot their place.

      Alton Foster made a move that will cost him. He ignores the rules.

      In our business, discretion is law. You hear and see nothing.

      I don’t care who you are or how you came to have the capital you hold; my job is to move it around and turn the dirty money into clean. Untraceable.

      Owning one of the largest banks in the world has advantages, and I use every fucking one in my favor. With facilities in almost every large city inside the United States, Europe, and Asia—the high volume of monetary transactions—we are untouchable. Not unless you want to disrupt the nation’s economy.

      Something no government can withstand, especially one that’s one fuckup away from another recession.

      Laundering is a skill set. A calling.

      One that brings about danger—a danger that I welcome. It’s a rush that satiates a need within. To these criminals, I’m their best friend until something goes wrong, and I’ve proven more than once just how dangerous I can be. How I am the one they should fear.

      Taking a man’s life doesn’t keep me up at night. Instead, it feeds the darker part of my soul.

      Swiveling around in my chair, I face the lit-up Chicago skyline from my office. The chair creaks, the leather protesting as I sit back and admire the city below through my floor-to-ceiling windows. This metropolis never sleeps. Never stops.

      A never-ending chess game that I move at my discretion.

      The phone atop my desk beeps, and I drum my fingers on the chair’s armrest. Two hours until my appointment, and the darkness within me vibrates with need. With a depraved hunger—a different kind of yearning—that hasn’t been fully satiated in a long time.

      “Hey, Malcolm?” my cousin Mariah calls through the door, waiting to be acknowledged before entering. No one enters this room without permission. They know better.

      Other than myself and our security, she’s the only person left inside the building, my cleaning crew and other employees having left an hour ago.

      For a few beats I don’t answer. Instead, I stare at the city below. It’s ten p.m. and while the working class celebrates the end of another long week, I plot. Think. While the lights shine bright on this September night and bars fill up, I prepare.

      Most people never realize that they walk past a killer several times in their life. That evil resides next door. No one cares. Most ignore the danger that lurks as long as the darkness never reaches their door. A common mistake.

      Instead, the passersby below stop to admire the facade of my building.

      Of the details carved in stone. Of the gold name stamped onto its front.

      The Asher building is synonymous with money and decadence. All they see is sixty floors of opulence, and their greed blinds them from reality. Not a single person below would ever suspect the city’s most eligible bachelor of being anything but perfect. That good looks and charms mean shit when you sit beside the devil and play in his backyard.

      Just how I like it. This concrete jungle is unlike any other, and I own it. Every fucking single square inch of Chicago is mine. Run by me.

      Not the mafia. Nor those that come from money.

      No. Every move in this motherfucking city is made with my approval.

      Mariah knocks this time; three quick raps against the wooden door. “Are you in here?”

      Once more, I don’t answer. Instead, I rise from my seat and take off my suit jacket. I lay it over the back of my chair and then undo the cuff links, tossing them next to a Montblanc pen my mother gave me on my last birthday.

      My eyes survey the room, and a smirk crosses my lips. This office is so unassuming. So normal, and what you come to expect from a financial institution’s CEO. Lavish, sleek, and nothing compared to the rooms just a few floors down.

      Rolling the sleeves up to my elbows, I grab my phone and keys. My steps are slow as I make my way around my desk and to the door, pulling it open before she can try once more. “How can I help you?”

      She rolls her eyes at my gruff acknowledgement, sliding the strap of her purse up her shoulder. “I’m heading out, boss. Do you need anything before I go?”

      “Has the package been delivered?” I ask instead, ignoring the childish gesture. It’s been a long day for everyone, and she’s been on the clock since eight this morning. We’re all tired—wound tight—and snapping at my little cousin won’t help us get out of here any quicker.

      “Dropped off an hour ago and is being treated by his father’s private physician as we speak.”

      “Good.” Giving her a gentle shove, I close the door behind me. “Any issues?”

      “Other than Henry calling nonstop?” Annoyance crosses her features. “No, but the old degenerate has been at it every ten minutes for the last hour.”

      “What the fuck does he want?” At once, my ire returns in full force. Today, they were blessed by me—should consider themselves beyond lucky that Michael is still breathing. Something that I could still reconsider. A quick drive and a bullet from my gun could remedy that.

      “Easy, cousin.” Mariah lets out a giggle, her top lip curving up at the end. “He’s just trying to kiss your ass?”

      At that, I bark out a harsh laugh. “More like afraid of how many zeroes that bottom dollar will include.”

      “Do you need me to come in tomorrow? I will if you do, Malcolm.” She pulls her cell from a pocket in her skirt and types something before hitting send. I’m not surprised by her offer. Both Javier and Mariah are always willing to step up when I need something taken care of in a rush.

      “You just want to see him cry,” I say, patting my front pocket. I’m missing my keycard.

      “Guilty.” No denying. No shame. Her phone pings then and she looks down, smiling as she reads the text. “I’m not the only one, either.”

      I know. “Is Javier waiting for you?”

      “Yes, but that’s not a definite answer. We can come in and fine-comb the system for any trace that could have been missed?”

      “No.”

      “No?”

      Smiling, I guide her toward the elevator and call for it. Being so late, the door opens quickly and I guide her inside. “It’s taken care of, and I’m not accepting a visit from Henry until late next week. Get out of here and go enjoy your weekend with your boyfriend.”

      “Pity. Aren’t you coming?” she says, her expression showing confusion.

      Pressing the Door Close button, I shake my head. “I will, but I need something from my office first.”
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        * * *

      

      “Good evening, Mr. Asher,” the hostess greets as soon as I step through the club’s door. It’s a private estate on Lake Forest with over five acres of privacy surrounding the twenty-eight-bedroom home. It’s the perfect retreat for the rich and deviant—convenient at only a forty-five minute drive from my building at the heart of The Loop.

      The clientele here is diverse. Those that like to succumb to their kinkier side without public knowledge. This mansion accepts everyone without judgement, and each floor handles a different kind of play.

      I nod but don’t say a word, my eyes giving her uniform a once-over. It’s burlesque inspired today and leaves very little to the imagination. However, she does nothing for me.

      Too much makeup. Hair overly teased and sprayed. Too easy.

      I’m picky about who I fuck. Whose pussy I let tighten around my cock.

      Used and abused will never be for me, no matter how hard they chase. Offer what they consider a valuable trade—something I could easily have delivered to my home at any given moment.

      A man like me is very desirable to a gold-digging trophy wife. At six foot four, I exude dominance and power, and yet, it’s the light green eyes that draw them in like a moth to a flame. My looks open doors, but no one has been able to fully handle my insatiable thirst for sex. My demand to take charge and own.

      Not that I have wanted to find a woman, either. Not since my one mistake.

      I want soft and sweet. Dependent and innocent.

      The perfect little cock slut I can bend to my will, someone that I won’t find here.

      The women that work in this club are okay with being nothing more than a sexual object. They enjoy the attention. Get off on being used by every member who chooses to have a taste of the forbidden.

      This place isn’t about having an intelligent conversation or finding a deep connection.

      People come here to fuck:

      Each other.

      The staff.

      Or watch.

      I’m here for the latter. I will never touch a whore, but watching is part of my religion, and this club caters to me, my needs, very discreetly.

      There hasn’t been a woman in over eight months worthy of my cock. My come.

      “Will you be needing an escort to your room?” This girl is new. The last one knew not to speak to me. “Or do you have any last-minute requests tonight, sir?”

      “No. Nothing else will be needed.” I hold out the special black keycard with my name embossed for her to see.

      “Of course, sir. Enjoy your—”

      I walk away before she finishes, striding inside and into the main reception area. The music is loud and vibrates through every cell in my body. Heightens my cravings. All around me people are dancing—grinding to this deep and hypnotic bass—while giving in to their baser desires.

      The room is dark and open with a winding staircase off to the left. It’s all wooden floors and paneling, floor-to-ceiling windows, and the deep red drapes they use to accent them. It’s high, stoned arches and intricate carvings—gold antique fixtures and expensive furnishings.

      Old Victorian meets debauchery.

      A few dominants, a group of three, stand off to the left of the dance floor with leashes in their hands and a naked submissive at their feet. Across from them, a couple is fucking while those on two long couches watch.

      There are moans and whimpers. Commands and guttural growls of pleasure.

      However, nothing calls to me outside of my destination. My oasis. A quiet room where a reward awaits me.

      People look at me—some try to pull me into their conversations as I make my way through the crowd, but I don’t stop. My body is wound so fucking tight, the blood in my veins a volcanic rush of hunger that pulls me deeper into the mansion.

      I’ve never felt this kind of rush before, at least, not at this level, and it’s euphoric. Almost maddening as I give in to the pull, an almost palpable magnetic chord that’s guiding me toward my sanctuary.

      I don’t stop until I’m outside the door three floors up. There, I pause and take in a deep breath while reaching down to palm my cock. Give it a hard squeeze that does very little to alleviate my almost violent yearning to come.

      Sliding the key into the door, I crack my neck while waiting for it to unlock. This room is owned by me. Never to be used by anyone else.

      A private gift given by the asshole that owns the club to pacify a personal debt.

      “Fuck,” I spit out, teeth clenching as my dick throbs against the zipper of my pants. Another stroke of my hand, and the green light blinks to signal it’s open.

      A rough exhale leaves me as I turn the knob and open the door to a room the size of a master bedroom. Two steps and I’m inside. The lights are dim, and the heavy riff of a guitar plays in the background on low.

      The large room is empty except for my chair and a small stage with a metal pole that runs from floor to ceiling. There’s nothing sexier to me than watching a woman dance—lose herself in her movements while the tension mounts. Watch her become needy with each inhale, the shakiness of her limbs as I command her to spread her thighs and slip a single finger inside.

      How her thighs quake.

      How her pussy clenches in need of more.

      How she begs for me to fuck her.

      Something that will never happen, and it’s in my denial that I find a release.

      I’m a voyeur. A killer.

      A depraved son of a bitch that can take a life with no regret, and then come from pulling pleasure from a willing whore.

      Striding across the room, I stop at my throne. An antique chair with its intricate wooden carvings and velvet upholstering—it holds this dark tone of both goth and sex that I love.

      The hint of depravity hidden behind an expensive price tag.

      The music within the room grows louder and I turn, humming the tune as the stage becomes illuminated. Adrenaline—the high that comes from killing that asshole—and the anticipation has me throbbing.

      Desperate for a release.

      Taking my seat, I sit back and press the small red button atop a table to my right. Not twenty seconds pass when the door at the other end of the room opens, and then closes with a muted thud.

      Picking up the bottle of gin from the glass table beside me, I pour a few fingers into the tumbler while ignoring the performer. There’s an electrical current flowing through the room, an energy that unsettles me as much as it excites.

      “Come forward,” I demand, yet don’t look up. Instead, I take a sip from my glass and enjoy the spirit on my tongue. Close my eyes as the crispness, with just a subtle hint of citrus, pleases my palate.

      “Where do you want me?” a delicate voice asks, and my heart thumps harshly inside my chest. Tries to claw its way out as my eyes snap open.

      “Fuck.” It leaves me on a pained groan as the music fades and all I see is her.

      She’s not one of my regular girls.

      She’s young. No older than twenty.

      She’s breathtakingly beautiful and sweet.

      My little doll.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        3

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      SHE’S DEFINITELY NEW and innocent.

      I can almost fucking smell it on her. Can literally see the naivete inside those expressive eyes. Eyes that look away when mine bore into hers.

      Something I find myself quite enjoying. That shyness. How lost she is.

      It’s there in the delicious touch of pink that sweeps across her cheeks and then down the soft curve of her neck. It exudes from her every pore as she nervously wrings her hands—the small hint of fear I took notice of before she began to avoid my gaze.

      And fuck me if this doesn’t both piss me off and turn me on.

      While she takes in every detail of the room, I bask in the tension that’s building between us; her uncertainty and my hunger.

      Because there’s no denying that I more than like what I see.

      Unlike Michael’s fear earlier tonight, hers makes me hard as fuck. Causes my entire being to pulse in time with each deep inhale she takes.

      How the fuck did this delicate little thing end up working here?

      She’s not like the other women here. A blind man can see how out of place she is.

      That she’s more than likely inexperienced.

      Not that it matters much. The journey is of no consequence to me when her destination is this room. With me.

      I want her. Will have her. But more importantly, I won’t share her with anyone in this place.

      This little girl has no idea that I am the devil she never saw coming.

      She will be for me alone. My personal tiny dancer.

      That decision has me reaching down and undoing my belt. With a harsh yank, I toss it across the room. There’s a clang—it’s loud inside the quiet space—and she jumps. Finally fucking looks at me.

      Bringing the glass to my lips, I take a sip and savor the herbal note of my gin, all the while my eyes roam her small frame. She has no idea what to do with herself, and for some reason, that pleases me.

      I want to touch her.

      Taste her.

      Possess that genuine purity that causes an ache—an uncontrollable yearning to grow within me.

      “Closer, sweetness.” Neither of us miss the gruffness in my tone, how each syllable rumbles up my chest until it’s a low and guttural growl.

      “Yes, sir,” she whispers low, taking her first step toward me. My eyes traverse her short frame, devour each piece of bare flesh I discover. Take in the rich, dark brown of her hair, and how each loose curl sweeps, then bounces around her bare shoulders.

      This tiny morsel of sin is a natural beauty with wide, doe eyes in a rich cerulean tone. So expressive. Beautiful. She reminds me of a fairy tale princess. The kind that every dirty motherfucker covets and wishes to corrupt.

      My gaze travels lower then, taking in her delicate upturned nose and the small smattering of freckles. Then to her bee-stung lips with the natural hue of a ripened berry that I want to see stretched around my girth.

      Her skin is luminescent under the stage light. Soft, and with the barest hint of a tan. As if the sun kissed her skin. My bite marks will look glorious on her.

      Next, I take in what she’s wearing…

      White and in soft lace. A short little dress that enhances her larger-than-a-handful-breasts—it’s tight and revealing—displaying the sweet little tips that constrict under my perusal. She isn’t wearing a bra, and my mouth waters while my cock gives a harsh jerk inside my pants.

      Below her bust, the material flows out a tiny bit, but not enough to hide the flat of her stomach and wide hips. Her legs are long and toned, and her tiny feet bare.

      This girl is petite, yet curvaceous. A tight little body meant to be fucked. Taken roughly.

      Tilting my head, I watch her nervous habits take hold. How she leans most of her weight on her right foot. How she keeps biting that juicy bottom lip the closer to me she gets.

      “Stop.” At once she does as I ask a few feet away from me, eyes wide and staring into mine. Motherfuck, her shyness is delicious. Heady. “Twirl for me.”

      “As you wish, sir,” she says, taking in a deep breath before letting it out slow. Her nipples are hard, pushing against the lace that leaves very little to the imagination. The sinuous curve of her body is tempting, so delicate, and I watch, enthralled, as she closes her eyes and performs a simple pirouette to please me.

      “Again,” I demand, voice rough and hands clenching. “Slower this time.”

      “Of course.” Once more, she rises onto the balls of her feet and lifts one leg higher in what looks like a flamingo’s stance. Her body holds this position for a few minutes, head held high to elongate her neck, before she slowly begins to spin. This turn is slow, a controlled move that shows off every inch of her flawless form.

      The way she moves, every minute shift, shows me that this woman is a dancer. A trained one, at that.

      What the fuck is she doing here?

      Once more, that question floats through my mind and I know the answer will not please me. Something about her is throwing me off, and it’s not my desire to own her soul. It’s the sudden worry—that gut instinct that I follow blindly.

      If anyone’s hurting her, not even God himself will save them.

      “I’m going to own you, beautiful. Destroy what you know and become your everything,” I mutter low, rubbing a hand across my jaw. Watching as my little beauty turns three more times before I hold a hand up. “Stop.” Again, she does, eyes shining bright and cheeks looking flush. “Come pour me a drink. Three fingers’ worth will be enough for now.”

      A nod is all I get as she walks to me, hips swaying with each move. She tries to step around my parted thighs, but as soon as she’s within my reach, I stop her. Fingers on her hips, I guide her closer—to take her rightful place between my legs—while reaching over for the bottle.

      And fuck me if the feel of her pliant flesh beneath my fingertips doesn’t cause me to shiver.

      Limbs shaking, too, she follows my command. The bottle clanks against the glass table as it almost tumbles from her grasp while I lean forward. Pressing my nose against her midsection, I inhale deep, pulling her sweet floral scent into my lungs and groan.

      Fuck, I throb. Both hate and love how I react to her mere presence.

      Her quick intake of air lets me know she isn’t unaffected by me. Not that it matters much. I’ll train her—overthrow her senses—into craving me.

      “You smell like sin,” I grunt against the fabric of her dress, nose skimming a tiny bit lower as my hand holds her in place. “But do you taste as decadent?” She doesn’t answer. Doesn’t so much as breathe. “What’s your name, little Twirl?”

      “My name?” she croaks, and it’s hard to keep in my amusement. I also don’t miss how she doesn’t question the nickname.

      “Yes. Your name…” I nip the fabric but keep myself from marking her “…full name.”

      Slightly shaking, she pours my drink and then sets the bottle down. “It’s London—”

      “London what?”

      “London Foster.”

      That last name isn’t very popular around here, but I do know one family with it. One that has been living in my city for eight months. Same one whose head of the family is an egocentric asshole who’s made some bad investments as of late. Stuck his nose where it doesn’t belong, and that idiotic decision will ruin him.

      All of them. Her.

      However, she might be the one to pay the biggest price. She’s just become even more precious to me. London is collateral, but I’ll take care of her. This doesn’t diminish my hunger; if anything, it multiplies tenfold.

      But I don’t say any of this as my mind runs through different scenarios. No, instead, I give her a smile and a tap to the back of her thigh. “Beautiful name for a beautiful girl.”

      “Thank you, sir.”

      “Call me Malcolm.” Something I’ve never done before, but I need to hear her say it. Say my name. Not “sir” or “Mr. Asher.” I find myself wanting this to be personal. Comfortable.

      That, and lowering her walls makes it easier to take ownership of someone who has no idea that a predator is hunting. Calculating. Taking account of every minute detail in order to win this dangerous game.

      “Malcolm,” she whispers a moment later as if tasting my name on her tongue. It’s a sinful delight to hear her pronounce each letter—to take in how a miniature smile forms on her lips after. “Anything else I can do for you, Malcolm?”

      “Dance for me.”

      “W-what?” It’s a shaky exhale as I kiss the area beneath her belly button.

      “Dance for me, London.” I gift her a few more soft kisses. “Get up on that stage, eyes closed, and dance for me. Let me enjoy you just a little.”

      My eyes stay on hers as I give the request and then sit back in my seat. I eat her alive as she nods and takes a few steps, all the while facing me. It’s almost as if she can’t find the will to pull her eyes away, and I motherfucking enjoy watching her almost trip while making her way toward the stage backwards.

      Once at the edge of the platform, she halts and gives me a soft smile. “Any particular request? Music you want me to—?”

      “Slow.” The word is out of my mouth before she finishes the question. “I want it slow, Twirl.”

      “Okay.” She mouths the word slow and turns, giving me a small tease of the plump cheeks almost spilling from the dress’s edge. It’s ridden up, and with each move, I get a small taste of what will be mine.

      “One more thing…” She pauses and tilts her head, listening to me. “Once the song finishes, you walk out without another word. Without looking at me.” I’m hard. Throbbing. But instead of reacting like the animal she’s making me feel like, I breathe in and take a sip of the drink she poured.

      “Understood.”

      While London looks through the selection I have pre-approved, I undo the button of my pants and lower the zipper. While she nods to herself and hits play, I take my shirt off and toss it somewhere. While she shakes her head, tousling her hair, I pull my cock out and stroke myself once. While she gets up on the stage, back to me, and rolls her hips as the first strum of a guitar rents the air, I lick my lips.

      I can’t control my urges—this hunger that causes a hiss to escape through clenching teeth while she sways to the sensual beat. Can’t stop myself as I swipe my thumb over the head, collecting the beads of pre-come there and spreading it.

      This is foreplay. Makes my plans sweeter.

      London dips low then, her knees spread wide apart while she arches her back. She bounces a few times, making the dress ride higher until the small string currently residing between two luscious cheeks becomes my focal point.

      I fuck my hand with each gyration. With each arch of her back.

      But nothing compares to the moment she stands, turns around, and with her eyes closed, skims a hand down the center of her chest. How she follows each beat—every single note in the song with absolute perfection.

      She’s glorious in her element. Dancing as if no one else is inside the room with her, she rises onto the very tip of her toes while those hips sway. London’s moves are precise. Like a serpent enticing—hypnotizing while she prepares to strike.

      And fuck, do I love it.

      My fist pumps in time with her every move. My hips rise, giving into the lust burning through my veins.

      With her foot on pointe, she lifts the other leg straight in the air into a vertical split and I growl, the sound loud within the room. She hears it. I know it. Moreover, that second—the minuscule moment in time when she falters causes my stomach to clench.

      Move my wrist faster.

      Following my instruction, she twirls for me in a slow circle.

      My little Twirl. My little ballerina.

      London holds her poise with grace. She doesn’t realize as she turns that the white fabric between her thighs stretches tight, giving me a small glimpse of the sweet pink I want to devour.

      Her labia is visible. So is a small patch of wetness.

      My orgasm is almost violent as I focus on the proof of her arousal. Even the innocent fall.

      “Motherfuck,” I grunt, grinding my teeth as the first rope of come shoots from the tip and onto my stomach. Pulsing—I’m fucking throbbing as the second and third follow, coating my hand and then abdomen. Every single nerve ending in my body is a live wire and breathing comes second to watching her move, oblivious to my actions.

      London doesn’t stop, and I don’t ask her to. Instead, I continue to stroke myself softly as the song comes to an end and she leaves.

      She doesn’t look back, but my eyes follow her out.

      She doesn’t speak, but I whisper an I’ll see you soon.

      Her life will never be the same after today.
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      “SHE DANCES FOR NO one but me.”

      “Christ, Asher!” Liam yelps, jumping in his seat. He’s been hiding inside this office all night, and as I walk in an hour later, I can see the why. He has a girl on his lap: late twenties, a redhead, and practically naked. The man is imbibing. Sampling what he perceives as his own merchandise. “You scared the hell out of me.”

      “Not my problem.” Not waiting for an invitation, I take a seat across from them and lean back. Watch him squirm while the girl begins to play with a loose curl around her bare shoulders. “Now, about London.”

      “Figures.” His companion mutters low, something he ignores. Knows better than to acknowledge, but I don’t miss her grimace when he tightens his hold on her midsection. “But it’s true.”

      “Shut it, Stacy.”

      “No, Liam. Let her talk…” I narrow my eyes at her “…finish. Say what you need to say.”

      “She’s too innocent for a place like this. Too inexperienced, and I worry certain clients will eat her alive.”

      I almost smile at her perceptiveness. She’s right on both accounts, and I won’t be the only one to take notice of Twirl’s naïveté. However, I’ll do more than that. I’m going to consume her and make her dependent on me.

      Show her brother and father before they take their last breath that I own them. Destroy without a single repercussion. Alton chose their lives’ path, and I’m now fate here to collect.

      At my silence, Liam becomes nervous. Curious, while his body language shows discomfort. “I apologize if London ruined your night. Did she upset you?” His worry is almost comical—full of apprehension that I will lash out. Pussy. “She’ll get better. It was her first day and dance.”

      His words please me. I was her first.

      It’s an egotistical response. Feeds my need as an alpha to dominate and conquer.

      To own. Be everything she will ever need.

      “This man is just going to use her,” Stacy mutters under her breath, but I hear and so does Liam. It’s obvious she isn’t quite sure who I am and that she worries about London, so I let it slide this once.

      However, how loud she’s now popping her gum in a show of annoyance is downright disrespectful. Motherfucking nasty habit.

      “Don’t concern yourself with London. Just make sure she doesn’t dance...” my glare settles on the redhead and she dry-swallows the gum “...much less goes near any of your other clients.”

      “I’ll see what I can do.” Sweat beads at his brow while he frowns. Thinking. “I scheduled her for one more client tonight. A friend of a friend.”

      Sitting back, I take a second to rein in my rage. Breathe in deep while looking around the spacious room. It’s opulent, heavily furnished, and predictable in its display of wealth. The paintings alone in this room would set him back millions—stolen originals come with a hefty price tag.

      And then there is him.

      Heavier set, hair dyed to hide his greys, and an expensive Cartier on his wrist. A wife and a few teenagers at home while he fucks anything that walks. He doesn’t discriminate. He doesn’t care as long as his dick gets wet.

      Be a real pity if he loses it all.

      “Find her.”

      “I can guarantee her starting tomorrow?”

      “She’s getting ready for her next client now.” They speak in unison, but my attention stays on her. That’s when I notice a few things aside from her trashy appearance.

      This woman doesn’t look like the rest. She’s fidgety; lipstick smeared a bit and pupils dilated.

      There isn’t a single doubt that she is high.

      Leaning forward, I wave a hand. “Explain.”

      “Ummm...” she looks at Liam and he nods, squeezing her once more “...London’s in the dressing room now; her next private show is coming up. Saw her there right before I came to bring Mr. Kravitz his coffee.”

      “How long ago was this?” Coffee my ass. I see the small mirror and blade atop his ostentatious desk. The white residue left behind on it. The small open bag. Idiot. “How fucking long?” I spit out, hand slamming atop the desk when they both go mute. “Answer me.”

      “Thirty minutes ago,” she stammers while the color drains from Liam
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