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ISLA

The funeral director had chosen the wrong flowers.

I stood at the edge of my father's grave, watching white lilies tremble in the October wind, and felt nothing. Not grief. Not loss. Just a hollow certainty that Richard Monroe would have hated those flowers. He'd always preferred roses—red, ostentatious, expensive. Flowers that demanded attention, that dominated a room.

Like him.

"Miss Monroe?" The attorney's voice cut through my thoughts. Gerald Hastings had been my father's lawyer for twenty years, and today his face carried the gray pallor of a man bearing bad news. "We need to speak. Privately. As soon as possible."

I nodded, my black Valentino dress clinging to my legs as another gust swept through Cedar Grove Cemetery. I'd flown in from Milan sixteen hours ago, my Italian business trip cut short by a heart attack that had felled Richard Monroe at his desk. Sudden. Shocking. Wholly in character—my father had lived ruthlessly and died the same way, leaving chaos in his wake.

The mourners were dispersing. Business associates, mostly. A few family friends. My younger sister Emma stood by the car, her mascara-streaked face buried in her phone. At nineteen, she'd worshipped our father in a way I never could. Maybe because she'd been too young to see what he really was.

Or maybe I was the only one cynical enough to look.

"The car is waiting," Gerald murmured. "My office. One hour."

He walked away before I could respond, his shoulders tight with tension. Unease prickled down my spine. In the corporate world I'd inhabited since graduating from Harvard, I'd learned to read body language like financial statements. Gerald wasn't just uncomfortable.

He was afraid.

I turned to leave, my Louboutin heels sinking into the soft earth, when I felt it—the weight of someone's stare. The sensation crawled across my skin, intimate and invasive. I scanned the remaining mourners, but no one was watching. Just the usual cluster of dark suits and practiced sympathy.

Then I saw him.

He stood apart from the others, partially obscured by an oak tree near the cemetery's stone wall. Tall—easily over six feet—with dark hair that fell just past his collar. He wore a black suit that probably cost more than most people's cars, tailored so precisely it mapped every line of what was clearly a devastating body beneath.

But it was his face that stopped my breath.

Brutal. Beautiful. Hard angles and sharp edges, with a mouth that looked like sin and eyes that—even from this distance—pinned me in place. He wasn't looking at the grave. He was looking at me. Through me. Into me.

And he wasn't bothering to hide it.

Heat flashed through my body, utterly inappropriate and entirely unwelcome. I didn't know this man. Had never seen him before. Yet something in his stare felt familiar. Ancient. Like recognition on a cellular level.

The wind shifted, carrying the scent of coming rain. He didn't move. Didn't smile. Just watched me with an intensity that made my pulse hammer in my throat.

I forced myself to turn away, to walk toward the car where Emma waited. Professional. Controlled. I'd spent twenty-eight years perfecting the art of composure. I wouldn't shatter it for a stranger at my father's funeral, no matter how he made my skin feel too tight.

But I could feel his eyes on me with every step.

"Who was that?" Emma asked as I slid into the Town Car beside her.

"Who was who?"

"The guy. The hot one by the tree." She craned her neck to look back. "He's still watching."

I didn't turn around. "I don't know."

"Well, he clearly knows you." Emma's voice carried a hint of her old mischief, the first I'd heard since our father died. "Or wants to."

I ignored her, pulling out my phone to check the seventy-three emails that had accumulated in the past hour. The car pulled away from the cemetery, and I let myself glance back, just once.

He was gone.

––––––––
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GERALD'S OFFICE IN Midtown smelled like old leather and older money. I sat across from him in the same chair I'd occupied a dozen times before, usually while my father signed documents or barked orders. Now Richard Monroe was ashes and earth, and Gerald looked like he might join him.

"Just tell me." My voice came out harder than I intended. "Whatever it is, I can handle it."

He slid a folder across the mahogany desk. "Monroe Hotels is drowning in debt."

The words didn't compute. I opened the folder, scanning the first page. Numbers swam before my eyes. Red. All red.

"That's impossible. The quarterly reports—"

"Were falsified." Gerald's hands shook slightly as he poured himself three fingers of scotch. At two in the afternoon. "Your father has been... creative... with the books for approximately three years. Since the Atlantic City expansion failed."

I remembered that expansion. My father had pushed forward despite my analysis showing the market was oversaturated. He'd told me I was too cautious. Too female. Too soft.

He'd lost forty million dollars in eighteen months.

"How bad?" I asked, though I was already reading the summary. The room felt too small suddenly, the walls pressing in.

"Forty-seven million in total debt. Loans from seven different banks, all with balloon payments coming due. Plus outstanding vendor bills, payroll, operational costs..." Gerald downed the scotch. "He leveraged everything, Isla. The properties, the brand, his personal assets. Your trust fund."

My head snapped up. "My trust fund is protected."

"Not when you co-sign as collateral. Which you did, when you turned twenty-five." He pushed another document toward me. My signature, right there at the bottom. "For the Miami property renovation."

I remembered signing. Remembered my father assuring me it was standard, that the property would triple in value. I'd trusted him. I'd been an idiot.

"Emma?" I whispered.

"Her trust is intact. She hasn't turned twenty-one yet." 

Small mercies.

"So what are my options?" I forced myself to think, to slip into the analytical mindset that had earned me top marks at Harvard. "Restructure the debt. Sell the underperforming properties. The Miami and Boston locations could—"

"The creditors won't wait. You have ninety days before they force liquidation." Gerald's expression was pitying. "I've already put out feelers. No one will refinance this level of exposure, not in the current market. I'm sorry, Isla. Monroe Hotels is finished."

The words hung in the air like a death sentence.

Four generations. My great-grandfather had started with a single hotel in Manhattan. Built an empire through grit and vision. My father had destroyed it through arrogance and greed.

And I would be the one left holding the ashes.

"There has to be something." My voice sounded distant, like it belonged to someone else. "Some option we're not seeing."

Gerald shook his head. "I've been working on this since your father collapsed. Every bank, every investor, every possible avenue. No one will touch it. The Monroe name is toxic right now." He hesitated. "There have been... rumors. About other activities. Questionable business practices. The kind that attract regulatory attention."

"What kind of activities?"

"I don't know specifics. Your father kept me at arm's length these past few years." He met my eyes. "But there are people asking questions. People you don't want asking questions."

Perfect. Not just bankrupt, but potentially criminal.

I stood, needing to move, to do something other than sit in this suffocating office. The Manhattan skyline stretched beyond the windows—steel and glass monuments to ambition. My father had wanted to own this city. Instead, it would grind his legacy to dust.

"I need copies of everything," I said. "Every document, every loan agreement, every contract. I'll find a way."

"Isla—"

"I'll find a way."

Because I had to. Because Emma was still in college. Because three hundred and forty-two people depended on Monroe Hotels for their livelihoods. Because the alternative was unthinkable.

Gerald gathered the files silently. As I turned to leave, he spoke again, his voice careful.

"There was someone else. Who inquired about the situation."

I paused at the door. "Who?"

"He didn't leave a name. But he knew... details. Things that aren't public yet." Gerald's discomfort was palpable. "I told him I couldn't discuss your family's private affairs. He said you'd be hearing from him directly."

Ice slid down my spine. "What did he look like?"

"Tall. Dark hair. Expensive suit." Gerald's eyes narrowed. "Did you recognize him? He was at the funeral. I saw him watching you."

The stranger by the oak tree. Those devastating eyes.

"I don't know who he is," I said quietly. But even as the words left my mouth, some instinct whispered that I was lying. That I did know him. Or would.

And that when I did, everything would change.

––––––––
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THE PENTHOUSE APARTMENT I'd grown up in felt like a mausoleum.

I walked through rooms filled with my father's things—his cigars, his first-edition books, his collection of vintage Scotch. Each object a monument to his ego. Emma had gone to stay with friends, unable to bear the emptiness. I envied her that escape.

I poured myself two fingers of the Macallan my father had been saving for a special occasion. Seemed like as good a time as any. The liquor burned down my throat, smoky and smooth, and I closed my eyes against the sting of tears I refused to shed.

Not for him. Never for him.

But maybe for the father I'd wanted him to be. The one who'd never existed.

My phone buzzed. Another creditor. Another vulture circling the corpse of Monroe Hotels. I silenced it and walked to the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Central Park. October had painted the trees in shades of fire. Beautiful. Dying.

I pressed my forehead against the cool glass and tried to think. There had to be an option Gerald hadn't considered. Someone who would take a chance on rebuilding the brand. I was good at this—strategy, operations, turning problems into opportunities. I'd proven it in Milan, transforming a failing property into the highest-grossing hotel in our portfolio within two years.

But I'd had resources then. Capital. A father who'd begrudgingly signed the checks while taking credit for my success.

Now I had nothing but debt and ninety days.

The intercom buzzed, making me jump. "Miss Monroe?" The doorman's voice crackled through the speaker. "There's a delivery for you."

"I didn't order anything."

"The courier says it's urgent."

I sighed. "Send them up."

Probably legal documents. More bad news to add to the mountain I was already buried under.

But when I opened the door, the courier was already gone. Only a black envelope remained on the marble floor of the hallway, my name written across it in silver ink.

No return address. No company logo.

My hands trembled slightly as I picked it up. The paper was heavy, expensive. The kind of stationery that cost more than most people's weekly salary. I broke the seal and pulled out a single card.

Thick. Black. With words that made my heart stop.

I can save you. But it will cost everything. —DK

I read it three times. Four. The letters didn't change.

DK.

Someone knew. Someone had been waiting for this moment. Someone had watched me at my father's funeral with those dark, hungry eyes and knew exactly how desperate I was.

And they were offering salvation.

Or damnation.

I turned the card over. On the back, a phone number. Nothing else.

I should throw it away. Should call Gerald, the police, someone. This was insane. Probably illegal. Definitely dangerous.

Instead, I found myself staring at those two letters—DK—and feeling the weight of recognition settle into my bones.

I knew this was a trap.

I knew I was going to walk into it anyway.

Because I had ninety days and no other options.

Because somewhere in this city, a dark-haired stranger with brutal eyes was waiting.

Because the price of salvation was always everything.

And I had nothing left to lose.
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DAMIEN

I watched the security footage for the third time, cursor hovering over the moment Isla Monroe's face crumpled at her father's grave.

Just for a second. A hairline fracture in that perfect composure before she rebuilt the walls and became marble again. Beautiful. Untouchable. Cold.

But I'd seen it. That flicker of genuine pain.

It complicated things.

"Sir?" My assistant Marcus appeared in the doorway of my office. "The contracts are ready for your signature."

I paused the video, freezing Isla mid-turn. The wind had caught her dress, molding it against a body that had no right to distract me. This was business. Revenge. The culmination of twenty years of meticulous planning.

Not attraction.

I signed the contracts without reading them. Marcus knew better than to bring me anything that wasn't perfect. He'd been with me since the beginning, since I'd clawed my way out of poverty with nothing but rage and ruthless ambition.

He understood what Richard Monroe had taken from me.

What I was going to take back.

"The envelope was delivered?" I asked.

"An hour ago. No response yet."

"She'll call." I leaned back in my chair, the Manhattan skyline spreading before me like a kingdom I'd conquered. "She's desperate. And she's smart enough to know I'm her only option."

"And if she doesn't?"

Then I'd move to phase two. But she would call. I'd made certain of it.

Marcus left, and I returned to the footage. This time I skipped to the moment she'd felt me watching. The way her spine had stiffened. The slight parting of her lips. The pulse that had fluttered at the base of her throat, visible even from twenty feet away.

She'd been afraid.

She'd been interested.

Both reactions were useful.

I closed the laptop and stood, walking to the window. Forty-three floors below, the city churned with life—millions of people chasing dreams, destroying each other, building empires on bones. I'd done all three. And now, finally, I was going to make Richard Monroe's daughter pay for her father's sins.

Except.

Except she hadn't known. I'd had her investigated thoroughly—every email, every phone call, every business decision she'd made in the past five years. Isla Monroe was brilliant at hotel management and catastrophically ignorant of her father's crimes.

Richard had kept her clean. Probably to protect his legacy. Probably because he'd known, on some level, that his house of cards would eventually collapse and he'd need someone untainted to pick up the pieces.

He just hadn't expected to die before cashing in that insurance policy.

I pulled up another file on my phone. Not surveillance this time. Background. History. The story I'd been building for two decades.

––––––––
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TWENTY YEARS AGO, MY father had owned a small but successful import business in Red Hook. Joseph Kaine—honest, hardworking, devoted to his family. We hadn't been rich, but we'd been happy. Safe.

Then Richard Monroe had decided he wanted the warehouse space my father leased. Wanted it for one of his hotel expansions. Had offered a fraction of what the business was worth.

My father had refused.

So Monroe had destroyed him. Systematic. Thorough. Brutal. He'd used his connections to strangle my father's supply chains. Had spread rumors about faulty products. Had bribed inspectors to find violations that didn't exist. Within six months, Kaine Imports was bankrupt.

Within eight, my father was dead.

I'd found him in the garage, car running, eyes closed. I was fifteen years old.

The note had been simple: I can't come back from this. I'm sorry.

My mother had left three months later, broken by grief, unable to look at me without seeing my father's face. I'd ended up in the system. Group homes. Foster families that took the check but not the damaged kid who came with it.

And through it all, I'd carried one truth like a knife against my ribs: Richard Monroe had murdered my father as surely as if he'd pulled a trigger.

No one had cared. No one had investigated. Men like Monroe didn't face consequences.

So I'd made myself into the consequence.

I'd lied about my age and worked three jobs. Saved every penny. Educated myself in public libraries and through sheer force of will. At eighteen, I'd invested my savings in a crumbling property in Queens and flipped it for double. Used that stake to buy another. And another.

By twenty-five, I owned a portfolio worth fifty million.

By thirty, two hundred million.

By thirty-five, I was worth more than Richard Monroe had ever dreamed. And I'd been patient. So fucking patient. Waiting for the perfect moment.

Watching.

Planning.

––––––––
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MY PHONE RANG. UNKNOWN number.

I let it ring three times before answering. Control the tempo. Set the terms.

"This is Kaine."

Silence. Then a voice like smoke and steel. "You sent me a card."

Isla Monroe. Even filtered through the phone, her voice did things to me it shouldn't. I'd heard her speak before—in recordings, shareholder meetings, interviews. But this was different. Direct. Meant for me.

"I sent you an option," I corrected. "Whether you take it is your choice."

"You know about the debt."

"I know everything." I kept my tone neutral, clinical. "Your father's failures. The timeline. Your lack of alternatives." A pause. "Your desperation."

I heard her breath catch. Good. Let her feel off-balance.

"What do you want?" she asked.

"A meeting. Tomorrow. 10 AM. My office." I rattled off the address—a building in Midtown she'd recognize. One I owned. "Come alone."

"I don't even know who you are."

"Yes, you do." I let the words hang. "You felt it. At the cemetery."

More silence. Longer this time. When she spoke again, her voice carried a edge that made my blood heat.

"If this is some kind of game—"

"This is business, Miss Monroe. I'm offering to save your company. Whether you're brave enough to hear the terms is up to you." I checked my watch. "You have twelve hours to decide. After that, the offer expires."

"Why would you help me?"

Because I'm going to ruin you, I thought. Because you're Richard Monroe's daughter and you're going to pay for his sins and I'm going to savor every second of your destruction.

"Because I can," I said instead. "Ten AM. Don't be late."

I ended the call before she could respond.

Alone in my office, I poured myself a drink—scotch, neat, expensive enough to buy a car—and returned to the windows. Somewhere out there, Isla Monroe was weighing her options. Running scenarios. Trying to find another way.

She wouldn't find one. I'd made sure of it.

Every bank that might have refinanced her debt had received anonymous tips about Monroe Hotels' questionable accounting. Every investor who might have taken a chance had been quietly warned off. Every door I could close, I'd closed.

Except mine.

And when she walked through it tomorrow, desperate and cornered and beautiful, I would offer her a devil's bargain wrapped in salvation.

She would take it. Because she had no choice.

And then the real game would begin.

I finished the scotch and pulled up the surveillance footage one last time. Froze it on Isla's face. Those sharp cheekbones. That defiant mouth. Eyes the color of steel that had met mine across the cemetery with fear and fury and unwanted heat.

Twenty years I'd waited for this.

Twenty years of building, planning, preparing.

Tomorrow, Richard Monroe's daughter would walk into my office and put herself in my hands.

And I was going to make her regret every sin her father had committed.

Even if part of me—the part I'd buried under years of rage and ambition—whispered that I might regret it more.

I silenced that voice.

Tomorrow, Isla Monroe would be mine.

And revenge would finally taste sweet.
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ISLA

The building was glass and steel arrogance, sixty floors of power stabbing into the Manhattan skyline. KAINE ENTERPRISES spread across the facade in letters that caught the morning sun like a threat.

Kaine.

DK.

I'd spent half the night researching Damien Kaine. Self-made billionaire. Real estate empire. Reputation for ruthless business practices and an almost pathological privacy. No scandals. No weaknesses. No connections to my family that I could find.

Which made his interest in Monroe Hotels even more disturbing.

The lobby was marble and cold ambition. I gave my name to the receptionist—a woman so polished she looked carved from ice—and was immediately escorted to a private elevator. No waiting. No other passengers. Just me and my reflection in the mirrored walls, looking more confident than I felt.

I'd dressed for battle. Tom Ford suit in charcoal gray, tailored to precision. Louboutin heels that added three inches and cost a semester's tuition. Hair pulled back in a severe bun. War paint makeup that highlighted my best features while hiding the shadows under my eyes from a sleepless night.

Armor.

The elevator climbed smoothly, my stomach dropping with each floor. I forced myself to breathe. To center. This was just a negotiation. I'd negotiated hundreds of deals. I could handle one more.

Even if every instinct screamed that this was different.

That he was different.

The elevator opened directly into a penthouse office that was more museum than workspace. Floor-to-ceiling windows offering a view of the entire city. Furniture that probably cost more than my car. Art on the walls that I recognized from auction catalogs—a Rothko, a Basquiat, pieces worth millions.

And in the center of it all, backlit by the windows so I couldn't quite see his face: Damien Kaine.

"Miss Monroe. Punctual. I appreciate that."

His voice was dark honey and gravel, the kind that would sound obscene whispering in the dark. He moved out of the backlight, and my breath caught despite every wall I'd built.

He was devastating in person.

Tall enough that even in heels I had to tilt my head back. Broad shoulders that filled out a navy suit like a blueprint for sin. Dark hair pushed back from a face that belonged on ancient coins—all hard edges and brutal beauty. Olive skin that suggested Mediterranean heritage somewhere in his bloodline.

But it was his eyes that undid me.

Dark. Nearly black. Looking at me like I was a problem to solve. A prize to claim. A weapon to wield.

Looking at me like he knew exactly what I looked like naked and desperate and his.

Heat flooded my body, unwanted and undeniable. I forced it down.

"Mr. Kaine." I extended my hand, keeping my voice level. Professional. "Thank you for seeing me."

His hand engulfed mine. Warm. Strong. Calloused in a way that surprised me—this man worked with his hands, not just his mind. The contact sent electricity up my arm, and from the slight curve of his mouth, he felt it too.

He held my hand a beat too long before releasing it.

"Please. Sit." He gestured to a chair positioned in front of a massive desk. Power position—him elevated, me lower. Classic dominance play.

I sat anyway. Crossed my legs. Met his eyes without flinching.

"You said you could save Monroe Hotels. I'm listening."

He settled into his own chair, movements predatory and controlled. Opened a folder on his desk—my folder, I realized. Financial statements. Property assessments. Every dirty secret of my father's failures laid bare.

"Your company is drowning in forty-seven million in debt. You have—" he checked his watch, "—eighty-seven days before forced liquidation. No bank will refinance. No investor will touch you. Your brand is toxic and your assets are over-leveraged." He looked up. "Do I have the situation correct?"

"You seem well-informed." I kept my tone dry, refusing to show how violated I felt seeing my family's ruin spread across his desk.

"I make it my business to be informed. Especially when opportunity presents itself."

"Is that what I am? An opportunity?"

Something flickered in his eyes. Dark. Hungry. "That depends on your answer to my offer."

"Which you haven't made yet."

"Because I need you to understand the stakes first." He leaned forward, elbows on the desk, and the movement brought him into my space even across the expanse of polished wood. "Monroe Hotels is finished, Miss Monroe. Your father destroyed it through greed and incompetence. What I'm offering isn't a bailout. It's resurrection."

"For what price?"

"Fifty million. Injected immediately. Enough to clear your debts and provide operating capital for the next two years." He slid a document across the desk. "In exchange for a one-year contract."

I picked up the document. My hands didn't shake. Much.

"What kind of contract?"

"Marriage."

The word hit like a physical blow. I looked up sharply, certain I'd misheard.

"Excuse me?"

"A marriage contract. One year. Renewable if both parties agree, but with a minimum term of twelve months." His face was unreadable. "To the public, a romantic merger. To the business world, a strategic alliance. To us, a transaction."

"You're insane."

"I'm practical. You need money and credibility. I can provide both. In return, I want the Monroe name publicly associated with Kaine Enterprises." He paused. "And I want you."

The last three words hung in the air like smoke. Dangerous. Intoxicating.

"Want me how, exactly?" My voice came out huskier than I intended.

"As my wife. My partner. My..." He seemed to consider his words carefully. "My acquisition."

Rage cut through the shock. I stood abruptly, the chair scraping against marble.

"I'm not an asset to be acquired. And I'm certainly not desperate enough to—"

"Aren't you?"

He stood too, moving around the desk with lethal grace. Suddenly the office felt too small. He felt too close. Too big. Too everything.

"Three hundred and forty-two employees, Miss Monroe. That's how many people work for Monroe Hotels. How many people will lose their jobs when your company collapses. How many families will suffer because your father gambled and lost." He took another step. "How many people's lives are you willing to destroy to protect your pride?"

"This isn't about pride—"

"Isn't it? I'm offering you salvation. Fifty million dollars. Full control of operations. A pathway to rebuild your father's legacy into something worth saving." Another step. "All for the price of a ring and a year of your life."

He was too close now. Close enough that I could smell his cologne—something dark and expensive that made me want to lean in. Close enough that I could see the shadow of stubble on his jaw. The small scar above his left eyebrow. The way his pupils dilated as he looked at me.

"There are other ways to structure a business partnership," I managed. "This is archaic. Unnecessary."

"This is effective. Marriages make headlines. Love stories make people invest emotionally. And emotional investment translates to financial investment." His voice dropped lower. "Besides, we both know this stopped being purely about business the moment you walked in here."

"I don't know what you're—"

He invaded my space completely, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off his body. Not touching. But the air between us crackled with charge.

"Don't insult us both by pretending you don't feel this." His eyes dropped to my mouth. Lingered. "Your pulse is racing. You keep licking your lips. And if I touched you right now, I'd find you—"

"Don't." The word came out breathless. A plea I didn't mean.

His smile was slow. Wicked. "Don't what? Don't notice? Don't acknowledge that whatever this is between us could make our arrangement much more... enjoyable?"

I forced myself to step back. To breathe. To think past the fog of attraction making my brain malfunction.

"You're talking about a year of my life. A marriage—fake or not. Access to my company, my family, my—" I stopped. "Why? Why does it have to be marriage?"

For the first time, something shifted in his expression. Something almost vulnerable before the mask slammed back down.

"Because I want the Monroe name bound to mine. Legally. Publicly. Irrevocably." His jaw tightened. "For one year, you'll be mine in every way that matters. And at the end, if you've fulfilled the terms, I'll give you back your company. Free and clear. No strings."

"And if I refuse?"

"Then you walk out of here. And in eighty-seven days, Monroe Hotels ceases to exist." He returned to his desk, pulled out another document. "You have forty-eight hours to decide. Read the contract. Have your lawyers review it. Run every scenario. You'll find the same answer every time."

He extended the thick document toward me.

"You have no other choice."

I took it. The paper felt heavy. Final.

"This is blackmail."

"This is business." He sat back down, suddenly distant. Dismissive. "The car will take you home. Forty-eight hours, Miss Monroe. After that, the offer expires and you're on your own."

I should have left. Should have thrown the contract in his face and walked out with my dignity intact.

Instead, I heard myself ask: "Why me?"

He looked up, and for just a second, I saw past the careful control to something raw and dark and hungry.

"Because you're Richard Monroe's daughter. And you're going to save the empire he destroyed." His smile didn't reach his eyes. "Whether you want to or not."

I turned toward the elevator, the contract clutched in my white-knuckled grip. I made it three steps before his voice stopped me.

"Isla."

My name in his mouth sounded like a prayer. Like a curse.

I looked back.

"You'll sign." His eyes held mine, dark and certain and devastating. "Because you have no choice. And because part of you wants to."

The elevator doors closed on his words, and I sagged against the mirrored wall, my reflection showing a woman I barely recognized. Flushed. Shaken. Alive in a way I hadn't been in years.

Damien Kaine had offered me salvation wrapped in chains.

And God help me, he was right.

Part of me wanted to sign.

The part that felt his heat and recognized something dangerous and addictive in those dark eyes. The part that had been slowly suffocating under the weight of my father's expectations and my own rigid control.

The part that wondered what it would feel like to belong to a man like that.
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