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            CAN’T BE TAMED

          

        

      

    

    
      VERONICA

      

      Savannah, 1956

      

      Bellwood smells like surrender and white linen. It sits on a low hill above the river. Its columns are too white and too perfect. Its shutters are painted the same pale blue as the logo on the ornate gates that are always closed to the public, just like every lie my family has ever told.

      Bellwood is a place built on appearances, meant to cage what it can't control.

      They think this house will control me.

      I’m too wild, too reckless, and too me for them…

      They can try to lock me up in silk and scent, but I’ll still slit throats with my smile.

      “Mind your manners, Veronica,” Aunt Livvy, harshly, whispers before I even step from the Buick. “Smile small. Sit up straight. Don’t speak unless spoken to. Respect your namesake. Act like you come from class.”

      Ignoring her, when I really want to scream in her face, I don’t respond and smile widely instead. It’s the kind of smile that makes men sweat and women stare because they don’t know what I’ll do next. She inhales swiftly, but I reach for the handle before she can say anything else.

      Not that it matters.

      I’m always being chastised, talked down to, or they attempt to humiliate me.

      The staff pretends not to notice, but they do. Everyone always notices, though they don’t make eye contact with me. They’ve been told to act like I don’t exist.

      No one looks at me in this place. But wait…

      Who is he?

      Where did he come from?

      He doesn’t look away from my gaze, and instead, meets it head on.

      He’s standing just off the drive with one black boot propped against the base of a stately column. A lit cigarette is between his fingers. He doesn’t wear a uniform. He doesn’t wear the ridiculous hat Aunt Livvy and my father insist on. And he has no practiced politeness… just heat.

      His shoulders are broad and defined, under his black shirt, and his thick veins are prominent below his rolled sleeves. His jaw is chiseled and darkened with stubble. His dark brown hair is slicked back from a face that makes me want to be bad, and his eyes are covered by dark sun shades.

      I wonder what color they are?

      He stands out here, but I don’t think he would ever fit in anywhere.

      I don’t know who he is or why he’s here. But I want to find out.

      He looks like the kind of man who ruins women in rooms with locked doors and stained wallpaper. And that’s exactly the kind of man I want.

      “Who’s that?” I break my silence to ask Aunt Livvy the second we pass by him.

      Her expression pinches and she glares at me, “No one you need to pay attention to. Your father hired him.”

      My father hired him?

      “Security?” I ask, still staring at him as he unabashedly stares back at me, while taking another drag from his rolled cigarette, and holding it in.

      Aunt Livvy’s face shows her disapproval. “No. A fixer.”

      Oh…

      My father hired him for me… as a leash.

      This man is supposed to keep me in line, is he?

      I grin, and unequivocable joy fills me, as Aunt Livvy shoves the small of my back, rushing me to get into the house.

      This is going to be fun.

      Whatever his name is, he just became my new favorite toy.
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      The sun is barely up and the rest of the house is quiet when I find him on the east veranda, staring at the horizon, with a black coffee in one hand and a lit cigarette in the other.

      I don’t announce myself. I just sit, cross my legs, and let my silk robe slide open all the way up to my thigh.

      He doesn’t take the bait, though I know he heard me. His posture changed when I opened the door and stepped out. I let out a dramatic sigh, but he doesn’t even glance over. I suppose I’ll have to force him to.

      “You always this quiet?” I ask, making my voice, deliberately, suggestive.

      He sips his coffee as the steam rises in the air, holds it in his mouth, likely savoring the rich brew, and swallows before, finally, looking at me.

      Unlike everyone else in this ghastly southern prison, he meets my gaze head-on. Green, his eyes are green. “Not always.” The words roll off his tongue slowly, Southern, but rough, like he’s bored.

      “Let me guess,” I say, leaning forward and watching to see if his light eyes dip between my cleavage. “You’re supposed to keep me in line.”

      He smiles, ever so slightly, but it doesn’t reach his eyes, and he ignores the gap in my robe. “Princess… reputation says you refuse to stay on the page.”

      Damn, this one is going to be harder than I thought.

      And I’m not a fucking princess.

      I don’t smile back. Instead, I spread my legs, just slightly.

      He sees it. There’s no way he can’t, but he does nothing. Absolutely nothing.

      He doesn’t lower his eyes, but his jaw flexes just a smidge.

      That’s enough.
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      I wait until the house is fast asleep. Nothing echoes through the stately manor but the wood settling.

      I’m bare beneath my robe, and my feet are also bare so as not to make any noise on the polished floor. There’s nothing between my skin and the sticky air but imported silk.

      I don’t sneak about. I stride. Crossing the marble tile, I glide through moonlight-shadowed halls, and head toward the faint light I spotted in the darkness from my bedroom window. The garden gate is half open and a trail of cigarette smoke curls upward, like a promise into the night air.

      He’s leaning against another stone pillar, backlit in silver from the moon. His dark shirt is unbuttoned at the throat, and the sleeves are rolled again. He’s danger in dark slacks that hug his thick thighs and long legs.

      He watches me walk up to him but doesn’t speak.

      Good.

      “You on Veronica watch?” I laugh as I ask.

      “Apparently.” He murmurs dryly.

      He gives nothing away.

      I’ll give him that.

      “You going to stop me if I misbehave? And do I get a name to go with that sexy face?”

      Taking a long drag, he drops the cigarette to the gravel and crushes it with the toe of his boot. His light eyes stay locked on mine. Blowing out the smoke, he steps forward. Then, he moves more, until he’s in my space. “Careful, Princess… You want me to?” His voice is perfectly calm and he doesn’t give me his name.

      My pulse is anything but calm and controlled. He’s dark, dangerous, and beautiful. I want him… And I want to make him react. Locking my blue eyes with his, I lift my chin. “I’m not a fucking princess. And I want to know what you’d do if I didn’t stop.”

      His eyes never leave mine, but his hand lifts and he grips my neck, just under my chin. It’s not tight. It’s not cruel. It’s just there… a warning that I can ignore if I’m brave enough. Nudging my chin up, he says, “I was hired to tame you, and I don’t play games, Princess.”

      To tame me?

      I don’t fucking think so.

      “I do.” I huskily murmur, arching my back so that my robe gaps. “And tame me…” I laugh outright. “Good fucking luck.”

      He stares down at me, like I’m something he hasn’t decided whether to fuck or to fight. His nostrils flare as he grunts, “You always this reckless?”

      I smile, “No… I’m worse.”

      His eyes flare a second before his hand tightens on my neck and his mouth crashes into mine. It’s not a kiss. It’s a collision.

      I gasp as molten desire fills me and he takes full advantage of it. His tongue slides past my lips. His teeth scrape against mine. I taste cigarette smoke and mint as he pushes me back into the stone archway. My back hits it and he rips at my belt, loosening it so it gaps open. He yanks it and I shimmy, still kissing him. The silk falls to the ground as the humid night air hits my bare skin.

      Breaking the kiss, he bites my lip. I whimper in protest as his eyes drift down my body, and I feel them like a caress. He takes in my nudity… like he’s memorizing it for a trial.

      Grabbing my thighs, he lifts me onto the low stone railing. “This what you want, Princess? You want to be fucked rough and filthy?” he growls against my ear as he squeezes my inner thighs. “You want to break more rules and piss off Daddy? Then beg.” His breath is hot in my ear.

      Wrapping my legs around him, I grind my bare pussy against the bulge in his slacks, and arch my back, tipping my peaked nipples to the sky. “I don’t beg for anything… and I told you, I’m not a fucking princess.”

      His hand closes over my throat again, tighter this time. Just enough to still the breath in my lungs and cause more moisture to flood my thighs and the front of his pants. He stares down into my eyes as I raise my brows at him, daring him. “No,” he whispers. “You don’t. But you are most definitely a fucking princess.”

      Unzipping his slacks with the hand not around my throat, he pulls his cock free. I chance a glance down. He’s hard, heavy, and already leaking as his hand tightens on my throat, again, and he pushes my face up. I’m staring up at him as he stares down at me. His jaw is clenched and his green eyes are pulsing in the moonlight.

      His cock is hot against my thigh. Dragging a finger through my slit, he finds me soaked. He does it again and growls, “You were wet before I even touched you, Princess.”

      “I was wet the second you looked at me in the car.” I gasp as he slides two fingers inside of me, arching my back, as he curls them just right, finding the spot that makes my knees jerk, and my teeth sink into my own lip. I whimper as he pumps them in and out of me, curling and twisting them. My hips move and his hand tightens around my throat as he removes them. “You’re a dirty girl, Princess.”

      I glare up at him. “You have no idea.”

      His dark brow rises and he smiles before he leans down and spits. It drips down my pussy. My eyes widen as he stares down at it and slides his fingers back in, adding a third finger. He pumps and twists, scissoring them, filling me, and fucking me with his hand until I’m panting and clawing at the stone behind me, desperate for more.

      “Still don’t beg?” he murmurs, pausing again.

      “Fuck you,” I pant.

      He pulls away completely, releasing my neck, and staring down at me, looking unfazed except for the tightness of his jaw and the pulsing of his pupils.

      I snap. Lunging, I grab the ends of his belt, dragging him forward. His cock head bumps my clit and I see stars. I moan, “Fuck me. Now.”

      Lining himself up, he surges in, burying himself to the base.

      I scream. “Fuck… Ohhh…. Fuck…”

      He’s big… bigger than I anticipated. He stretches me and it burns because I’m so full.

      He growls as he pulls out before he slams back in. One hand is on my hip, anchoring me, and the other returns to my throat. “Take it, Princess… You wanted this. So, you’ll take it.”

      God, yes.

      I wanted this.

      I do want this.

      I don’t even know his name, but I don’t care.

      He fucks me like he wants the whole manor to hear it… like the walls should shake, the columns should crack, and the bushes should wilt.

      Clawing at his shirt, I pull it open. Buttons fly, scattering on the ground, and still, he fucks me.

      It’s so good… so rough… so aggressive.

      “Harder,” I pant, trying to look down as his cock fills me.

      I want to see it.

      His hand tightens on my throat. “You want to see? You want to see my cock filling your tight cunt? Is that what you want, Princess?”

      I gasp, “Yes. I want to see you fucking me.”

      Letting go of my neck, he grips my ass, lifts me off the railing, and fucks me standing. My back is pinned to the stone post, and his cock is inside of me so deeply, I feel it in my stomach. Looking down, I see him filling me. His thick cock slams in and out of my pussy as it clenches around him. I moan louder, “Mmmmm… Yes,” from how erotic the sight is.

      “You want everyone to know I’m fucking you?” he growls.

      “Yes.” I moan again, grinding down on him. “Fuck me.”

      “You want them to hear how filthy you are?” He grunts as his hips move faster.

      “Yes.” I wail as my head flails from side to side.

      He fucks me faster. Digging his fingers into my ass so hard I’m going to have bruises, he spits on my tits before sucking a nipple into his mouth. He bites down on it as he slaps my clit, hard.

      I come screaming, “Fuck… ohhhhhh… my… God… Ohhhhhhh…” My body is locked. My pussy is clenching so tightly around him, as I come, that he groans.

      “Shit…” He slams in once, twice, then he comes inside of me. “Fuck… Princess… Fuck…” He’s panting against my throat like a man who just broke his own rules, and liked it. He shudders.

      The garden is utterly silent except for our rapid breathing. Thunder rumbles far off in the distance.

      Pulling out, he sets me down slowly. His hands still grip my hips like he doesn’t trust himself to let go. He mutters, “Fucking hell…” under his breath.

      Yeah… fucking hell.

      That was supposed to be a fuck…

      Me playing with him… proving he cannot tame me.

      But that isn’t what that was.

      Fuck…

      Smoothing my hair with hands that shake, I pick up the robe. But I don’t tie it. Let him look… let him remember exactly how I looked the moment he broke.

      Just him?

      “Tell my father,” I say, my voice cool though my heart is racing. “That your little warning fuck didn’t work.”

      He stares at me before refastening his slacks. “You told me to fuck you, Princess. I did. You’re playing a game. I just fucked you because you were here and more than willing. If you want it again… you’ll beg.”

      Shit.

      He’s not angry.

      He’s not smug.

      He’s just dangerous.

      Walking back toward the house barefoot and sore, on legs that slightly wobble, I sigh.

      The magnolias don’t smell quite so, cloyingly, sweet anymore.

      I’m screwed.
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      SILAS

      She’s walking away like I didn’t just fuck her against the stone wall of her family’s, practical, castle, barefoot, with her ridiculously expensive silk robe completely untied. Her thighs are still slick with her own release and my cum. Her hair is ruined, and her mouth is smug… like she didn’t beg for it with her body even while her lips spat defiance… like she won. She doesn’t even know my name.

      Fuck.

      Maybe she did win that round.

      I’ve never wanted anything this badly… after already having it.

      Fucking hell…

      This is a problem.

      Veronica Langford isn’t supposed to matter. She’s a job. The Governor said, “Keep her quiet,” but what he meant was, “Keep her contained.” No press. No scandal. No more whispers about “the wild Governor’s daughter’s sexual escapades.” Or “how she might have killed her mother
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