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A Word From The Author

When a story combines twisty-turny action, layered scenes and a large cast, even the most ardent reader may appreciate a concise guide to the principal characters.

Cast of Main Characters

Leontine “Leo” Nigella Boswell

Adrian Xerxes Cranford a.k.a. Glenn Trevanian

Sir Gordon Cecil Cranford – Felixine & Leo’s lawyer


& Adrian’s uncle


Michael Crispin – Adrian’s sidekick

Dexter “Dex” Connelly – Leo’s PSD (Personal Security Detail)

Roy Harris – Leo’s PSD (Personal Security Detail)

Felixine Boswell – Leo’s mother

Yana Boswell – Leo’s younger sister
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Robert Royce  – Leo’s foster father
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The slightest advantage in one being, at any age or during any season, over those with which it comes into competition, or better adaptation in however slight a degree to the surrounding physical conditions, will turn the balance.

~ Darwin, On the Origin of Species 
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“I’LL KILL YOU FOR THIS, Adrian Xerxes fucking Cranford,” Leo hissed in his ear. “I’ll fucking kill you!”

Adrian merely smiled at the banquet hall packed with New York’s wealthy, racy, reckless and godless gala guests. His velvet British charm slaughtered them, leaving smitten, fawning bodies in his wake.

Adrian didn’t work the room; he fucked it.

Which only invited more eyes to roam over her. After all, she was now the talk of the city. Cancel that—the talk of the nation.

Leo, the murderess of a murderess.

The murdered murderess was her own mother, who had been serving a life sentence.

Murdered in a maximum-security prison.

It didn’t get more scandalicious than that.

That should have worried her most. Instead, she was far more concerned about her bare back in a gown cut to the crack of her ass. Only two slender, criss-crossing strands of diamanté and pearls decorated her naked skin, competing with a million welts and scars.

Adrian had deliberately bought the backless gown for her. Special delivery. When she tried to reject it—however diplomatically—he labelled her a coward.

Because he knew that would challenge her fiery nature. 

He fucking knew why she hadn’t wanted to wear it.

I wasn’t aware we were negotiating, Leo, he had said with cut-glass cool. You’ll wear the gown. Not for me, but for us. Charm and tact, making her feel she wasn’t alone in this. He knew about the web of scars on her back and didn’t give a damn about displaying them to New York’s nipped-and-tucked elite. He had forced the impossible gown on her. Insisted and dared her, knowing Leo met every challenge head-on. She breathed challenges to survive. Now her naked back was on display down to her ass for everyone to feast upon.

She fumed at him.

Unless an event concerned one of her charities, Leo avoided such gatherings. She wasn’t a small-talk person.

“Nothing to it, gorgeous darling. You might make a useful business connection,” Adrian said. “But it’s more fun than work. Decide what you want to accomplish this evening, define your purpose and go after it. Far more lucrative than killing me, my gorgeous baby, hm?”

To drive the fucking point home, he wrapped a tuxedoed arm around her waist and ran his fingers down her naked spine—from her shoulder blades to the crack of her ass.

Discreetly indiscreet. Yeah, she hadn’t sorted that out either. Bare was bare; nothing discreet about it.

Leo leaned towards his ear. “I’ll still kill y—”

“Perry, well, hullo there, old lad. On the dot as always.” Adrian’s silken British charm cut her off as he steered her towards another man holding a cocktail glass.

They shook hands as though touching gauze to gauze.

“May I present this invaluable financial wizard and a lady dear to me, Ms Leontine Boswell. No doubt you know of her brilliance, as does the rest of the city. Leo,” he continued in the sort of upper-end English that brought them all slobbering to his feet, “meet Peregrine Linley, our trade attaché at the British Consulate General.”

The man offered Leo his gauze-soft hand, and she shook it with a smile she hoped looked cultured enough. His skin was softer than velvet and smoother than satin. Brits, really. She might as well enjoy herself.

“So good to meet you, Ms Boswell.” It sounded utterly genuine. Perry dipped his head and breathed warm air over the back of her hand without allowing his lips to touch her skin. Still holding her hand, he gave her a look Leo could only describe as steadfast, laden with the unspoken certainty that they were the ones who ruled the world. Her thoughts flickered to her mother—the Brit who had taught her to cherish certain things British. Leo banished the thought at once. Not tonight.

“My pleasure, sir.”

A double entendre she had learnt from Adrian.

“Perry,” Adrian said when the man finally released her hand. “We’re in America.”

What was she supposed to say—indeed, indeed, we are? For the umpteenth time, Leo wondered how the British managed to sound so fucking condescending even while kissing your arse.

“Quick word, Perry.” Adrian spared Leo a reply to his countryman’s rather Eurocentric remark and pointed towards the far side of the room. He always planned his next hundred moves in advance. Perry set his glass on a passing tray as Adrian led them into what appeared to be a den—or perhaps a drawing room, for the Eurocentric.

He locked the door behind them, ushered Leo onto a sofa and strode to a drinks cabinet fashioned as an antique globe. Lifting its upper half, he took out a bottle of Scotch.

“A tot?” He held up the bottle in one hand and two tumblers in the other. Leo watched him pour two drinks; Perry must have nodded his assent. She was too busy wondering whether the colossal mansion belonged to Adrian. Or at least to his uncle Gordon.

She was discovering how little she knew about Adrian. The man was as multifaceted as a prism: shine light through him and every wavelength emerged at a different angle.

Adrian was—well, Adrian.

No single word came close.

She and Perry accepted their drinks. Adrian returned to the globe and poured himself a tumbler.

“Let’s sit down, shall we?” he said to Perry, who still surveyed the room like a field marshal studying a battleground. They took the sofa opposite Leo’s armchair.

“Cheers.” Adrian raised his glass to them.

Leo sipped, instinctively bracing herself for what came next. She knew Adrian well enough to understand that he hadn’t brought them here and locked the door merely for a tot. Not Adrian.

“Planning a Vegas wedding and need me as best man, sport?” Perry quipped, his gaze moving between Leo and Adrian.

Adrian laughed. Leo watched him, waiting. She worshipped that laugh—smooth, illustrious, utterly sublime. A sound she could devour for breakfast, lunch and dinner.

Forever.

“No. This is far less serious, but it requires the diplomatic tact no one thought to bestow on me. I’m a knuckles man.”

“Then stop looking like a symphony of rain on a London street, Adrian. You two make a formidable pair.”

Even Leo laughed. Curiously, with these two Brits she forgot her indecently exposed back, though she wondered what Adrian meant by knuckles man. Was he the organisation’s wet-jobs specialist after all?

And yet—the man’s darkness matched hers. Even as she plotted to kill him if he was involved in her mother’s death, a vital part of her wanted his lips on her again. Anywhere. It was the part of her only he knew existed because only he hunted it down and brought it to life. Whenever common sense warned her not to trust him—especially because he was a man—her body demanded that she welcome him and let him quench its thirst for one.

Yes, Leo. The first one is yours. Ease into it with the supremacy of a descending Adrian goddess, wildcat. Do it.

And for the first time as a woman, she had soared towards a place she’d never been.

A place she had glimpsed only once, at thirteen, astride her first bicycle.

Her foster family had given her the mountain bike for her birthday. Proud beyond measure, she had jumped on and ridden towards Tabby Woodward’s house to show it off. Then a wild sensation burst between her legs and shot into her belly, leaving her screaming and unable to control the bike. Her head swam. Her vision blurred. The more she tried to stay seated and pedal, the harder the sensations erupted. She hit the ground shaking, still screaming, while her brand-new bicycle careened into a pavement tree.

“Leo? Leo? Hey, dreamer?”

Storm in, he had whispered hoarsely. This time, storm in with the supremacy of an ascending Adrian goddess. As high as you’ve ever wanted to climb, gorgeous mine. I’m right with you.

“Leontine?”

Adrian stood before her, snapping his fingers in front of her face. She nearly jumped out of her skin. “What? Er—what’s up?” She swatted his hand away.

“I was asking you the same thing. You mewled and squirmed as though your chair had grown sharp teeth and started nipping your bum. What’s up, Leo?”

Bum. Like Mom. She wished the nippers would swallow her whole—and the floor the chair with her.

“Sorry. Scotch isn’t my thing. Favourite drink, I suppose.”

Adrian hitched his tuxedo trousers at the knees and dropped onto his haunches. He leaned closer, brow furrowed. “Leo?” Like a parent who knew the child was lying.

“Yes, Adrian?” Her chin rose to its haughtiest angle. She had never welcomed protection or rescue, and she despised preferential treatment merely because she was a woman.

“We’re discussing a very rich, very elusive gentleman everyone calls Phantom. You should join the conversation. Or at least listen.”

Right. Phantom. Billionaire, mob boss, politician, or— Sorry, I was off being thirteen again. It isn’t the Scotch. I’m still tingling.

Adrian returned to the sofa beside Perry.

“Why should this Phantom interest me?” she asked, feigning indifference.

“Because he’s interested in you and knows you down to the colour of your knickers, Leo. He plans to invite you aboard his luxury yacht at Westpoint Harbor, Redwood City. You’d be flown there in style—”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“Join the club and listen. You’ll know soon enough.”

Leo nodded and focused on the discussion resuming between Adrian and Perry.

And herself.

About the reclusive billionaire called Phantom.
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THEY LEFT THE PARTY with a less combative Leo. Adrian noted the change but wisely kept it to himself. She drove, which suited him; she had barely touched any alcohol, not even the whisky, whereas he had drunk a little more. When she rejected his suggestion of a taxi, he didn’t argue.

She aimed the Roadster Xago Edition straight towards her penthouse, its engine guzzling fuel like a teenager attacking his first beer. She had driven them to the party in the same black beast. The Aventador was Leo’s way of scoring a point after he had forced her into the backless gown.

He had allowed her the satisfaction.

That was his Leo. Competitive, assertive and stubborn. Just his luck that, despite everything he claimed, she kept changing who he was with women. Her darkness answered his, and she saw through him as no one else—man or woman—ever had.

Yet Leo possessed an innocence and vulnerability she would never show the rest of the world. Only Adrian saw them. And they rendered him weak-kneed. Another realm in which they belonged uniquely to each other. Now she spoke as though she had read his thoughts.

“You know what I hate about you most, Adrian?” She fired the black Lamborghini through Manhattan as if intent on pulverising it.

He said nothing, keeping his attention on the road.

She continued, “The fact that I should have known better than to surrender to the temptation—the itch—that you are.”

He loved it when she admitted he had burrowed beneath her skin.

“Mutual, gorgeous. Before you, I simply fucked the willing and fuckable, then zipped up. Arrivederci, baby. Ciao, bella. The Adrian MO.”

She laughed, mellowed by the evening’s mild imbibing. She had barely sniffed her whisky and taken only a few sips of wine. Adrian had known since meeting her five years earlier that Leo avoided alcohol at social dinners. He had mentioned it over dinner in London, and she had told him to sod off. But he knew it had something to do with her parents.

“Yes, I know. Adrian, the ruthless god who allows no female soul to nuzzle close.”

Again, he could read her mind: stay away from me. The same way his common sense begged him to stay away from her body. But together, their bodies formed their own coalition of the willing. Yes, he wanted her under his control. Having her beneath and all over him was exhilarating. Leo’s touch quietened the untameable beast inside him. Her presence cast light into his darkness precisely because she carried darkness of her own. But he wasn’t some hearts-and-flowers lover with whom she could plan a fucking darkly-ever-after.

He returned to her words. “A cold-hearted god, ma’am. A collector of souls in the most negative sense. Never risking one that might become bothersome. Those are the tricky ones.”

Would she accept the darkly without the ever after? The darkness could remain in the fucking arena, couldn’t it? Then why the crack in his armour-plated emotions? He wanted his gorgeous baby for ever. He simply didn’t want rings, vows or little versions of themselves creating targets for an enemy’s quid pro quo—loved ones easier to reach and far less dangerous than Adrian himself.

“Adrian, can I ask you something?”

“You can ask me anything, gorgeous. If I can, I’ll answer.”

“There goes my Dangerous Darkness. Always planning a thousand next steps and lining them up in strategic positions.”

His Leo.

She knew him.

“With that enormous brain of yours involved, I have to cover my precious, dangerous arse.”

Leo had ceased being tricky once he got over her during the five years after their first meeting. At their first business lunch in Park Chinois—surrounded by Mayfair walls draped in red and gold silk—he had scented her darkness, and it had nearly felled him. Her gorgeous darkness penetrated his own and lodged there. If he were honest, they were both still learning how to care so much for another person that their absence felt like loss. How to endure not being physically joined—or at least close enough for the tactile bits and bloody pieces.

“Okay. Who’s that woman Pippa?”

His lips twitched with a suppressed smirk. “Why do you—”

“Adrian?” A warning sharpened her voice.

“Gorgeous?” He prodded the tigress.

She sighed like a mother stretched to the limits of tolerance. “Answer me. Or don’t. But wipe that smirk off your fucking face.”

Admittedly, few mothers would swear like Leo.

“So you’ve pictured the face that fucked you mingling with Pippa?”

She accelerated so hard Adrian slammed into his seat. “Do you want me to hit two hundred and fifty fucking miles an hour and aim for the nearest wall?”

Take care of her. Protect her. Keep death waiting a little longer. Uncle Gordon’s words.

“And how would that answer your question?”

“Adrian, for fuck’s sake!”

And he had given his word to his uncle. One thing Gordon had taught him: a Cranford was a man of his word.

“Perry’s daughter. And yes, she and I fucked a few times.”

Leo braked. “Oh. My. God. You’re so fucked up. You’re not merely Dangerous Darkness. You’re demonic.”

“Because I fucked Pippa Linley? It was consensual, Leo.”

“I don’t doubt that. It’s just—is Perry gay?”

“You mean homosexual?”

“You understood me perfectly.”

“Why do you ask?”

“Must I spell it out, Adrian?”

“One-love to you, gorgeous. I’m not certain, but after tonight I suspect he’s closeted. Possibly bisexual—he’s married and has children. Or perhaps simply a starved masochist. Come to think of it, the man needed whipping.”

“You did worse to him. I mean what you did tonight, not merely fucking his daughter. It was demonic.”

“He couldn’t drag his lecherous gaze off you. I could see him fucking you in his fantasies.”

“JFC, Adrian, you’re the devil. Don’t all men fantasise?”

“They’re welcome to it. Just not while staring at my woman.”

Rubber screamed against asphalt, slamming Adrian into his seat again. Leo missed ploughing beneath a taxi by inches, swerved hard left, then corrected to avoid another car. For two terrifying seconds, the Lamborghini flew between them.

“Fucking snails!” Leo screamed, one middle finger raised as Adrian almost lunged for the wheel. “This is a street to drive on, not fucking crawl across on all fours!”

The bloody Lamborghini rode so low it could have slipped beneath an ant crossing the street. “If I were on the receiving end, gorgeous, I’d remind you this is a road, not a fucking rocket-launching pad.”

“I’m sure you would.” Excitement lit her eyes in the streetlamps. “Are you one too?”

“One what?”

“You underst—”

“—stood you perfectly, yes. Have I given you any reason to think I might be gay, gorgeous?”

“Yes. What you did with Perry.” She sounded entirely serious.

He opened his mouth, then closed it.

She continued, “Perry looked even more stunned than I was. Transfixed. I thought the two of you were going to fight.”

The image irked him all over again. “He watched your sweet labour on me as though you were kneeling before him. That motivated me to show him what a fucking tosser he was.”

“That sweetest, most devoted blowjob was for you, Adrian.”

He laughed. “Your glorious face was tempting as always, gorgeous. But Perry’s open-mouthed fascination tempted me more. I had to punish him. Show him he was my beta.”

“JFC, Adrian, we’re so fucked up—you and I. And what you did surprised me. I was utterly gobsmacked, as you lot say across the Atlantic. You looked absolutely—never mind.”

“Oh, I do mind. Watch the road, gorgeous. You sound jealous. But Perry has just climbed to the top of my tosser list.”

“Why was he on the list to begin with?”

“He’s one of the circles of scum doing business with Phantom. So he knows the man, or at least knows about him and where to find him. Now I’ve given Perry another reason to tell us. And if he truly doesn’t know Phantom personally, he can find out.”

“He already said he didn’t know Phantom. How—”

“And you believed the tosser’s bullshit? Granted, he excelled as a loyal diplomat in every nasty hotspot the Service threw at him. He shed two wives along the way—Pippa’s mother among them—picked up a third en route and collected a couple of gallantry medals. But to me he’s still a bloody wanker. Fucking diplomats.”

“Wasn’t your father a diplomat?”

“Meaning?” His Achilles heel.

“Nothing. But after what you did to Perry—including letting his daughter see him like that—how old was Pippa when you two got together?”

“His daughter received a perfectly adequate explanation and accepted it.”

“Fine. But how old was she when—”

“Over twenty-one. She was already at Oxford.”

“You don’t know the age of the woman whose father you—”

“I was interested in fucking her, Leo, not her birth certificate.”

“You narcissist. Know what else about you still lingers? Annoyingly—wonderfully?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

“After hours of fucking, you leave my body sore, my pussy blissfully wrecked and my jaw as loose as a broken string of pearls. Not to mention my back—or having to check my skirt when I stand and your remnants start leaking out of me. Stop fucking laughing, Adrian, or I’ll kill us both. I’m driving a missile, remember? One nudge and these crawlers will come crashing down on us. Want to bet? I’m certified unstable. Stop laughing!”

His Leo, ablaze with emotion. Passionate as a raging inferno. Fucking her immediately would be galactic.

He strangled his laughter. “Oh, I need to recuperate after every fuck too. Just not in quite the same way.”

“You have a pussy? How did I miss it, Adrian?”

They were still roaring with laughter when she parked the Lamborghini in the Boswell Building’s basement garage.

“Here we are, Mr Cranford, sir. Care to see my stamp collection, or would you prefer to come up for a nightcap?”

They dissolved into fresh laughter.

“You’re incorrigible, Leontine Nigella Boswell.” He helped her out through the Roadster Xago’s scissor door.
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AS USUAL WHEN HER MIND refused to settle, Leo woke early. Sunlight slipped through gaps in the carelessly drawn velvet curtains and fell across the sleeping body of an evil god, still spellbound by their ravenous feast of flesh. Live, sweat-sheened and satanic—now tranquil. The calm after the storm.

Watching him, she let her mind rewind to the room at the Montblanc gala dinner.
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THEY HAD BEEN DISCUSSING the mysterious Phantom—lord, by reputation, of yachts, private jets and even the White House without ever bothering to win an election.

Phantom appeared to be the puppeteer behind the failed appeal by Mom and Uncle Gordon—and behind Mom’s fatal overdose. For the first time, Leo grasped how much Adrian had been doing for her in the shadows, working alongside his uncle.

But listening to Adrian did more than convince her he stood in her corner. His voice turned her on relentlessly: the cut-glass accent, the thunderous energy, the charm that could become a dangerous beast in a heartbeat—and that sublime, illustrious laugh she worshipped.

When she looked at him without her hatred of men clouding the view, she could hardly miss his impossible beauty—a demon god sculpted by an eccentric master.

Perhaps her reaction to Adrian flooded the room with pheromones. He had repeatedly risked his life against the criminals who targeted Mom for no reason beyond Leo’s entanglement with the Carrington fortune.

While Leo lusted after him and listened to his dangerous machinations, Perry watched her as though she were dinner. He barely followed Adrian and often needed a question repeated.

Then, without warning, Adrian’s beast emerged and filled the room with the menace of a malevolent god.

As though he truly were a shifter, becoming a ferocious god-king. He continued speaking, but his gaze moved between Leo and Perry. Perry answered distractedly, seldom looking at Adrian.

The malevolent god-king rose to his full power.

He stopped speaking, stood and crossed the room towards her.

The air charged anew.

“She’s gorgeous, Perry. I know. You can’t take your fucking eyes off her while I’m talking to you.” Adrian was already beside Leo.

“Forgive me. I’m distracted. She is—undeniably.”

“And entirely mine, Perry. Mine as no woman has ever been.”

JFC. When Adrian used that dark, soft tone, hell arrived in the room.

“Sit back, gorgeous.” Leo obeyed.

Adrian lifted her legs to his lower chest, removed her shoes, then stripped away her panties. He dangled the lace from one finger for Perry’s benefit. Perry’s gaze snapped to it before Adrian let it fall.

All the while, his molten-gold stare scorched them both—ferocious, calm and methodical.

The god-king of consequences meted out.

“Palms on the seat, gorgeous baby. Let’s give Perry his fucking eyeful of how completely you’re mine.”

What the hell are you doing? she wanted to say but didn’t.

Because this was absolutely, deliciously evil. She gripped the damask, already trembling with Adrian-goddess lust. He kissed the inside of one leg where it rested against his chest. As his mouth travelled higher, he pushed the gown up her thighs and slung her leg over his shoulder. Leo raised her ass, helping him bare her to his ferocious gaze and the delicious journey of his mouth.

And to Perry’s mesmerised stare.

“Adrian.” She was already poised to explode.

Her bare ass pressed into the damask. Her pooling arousal would undoubtedly stain it.

“Gorgeous?” in that dual voice between shut the fuck up and darling? while his lips continued to skim his hot breath over her bared sex. His tongue teased the nexus of her hipbone and her other thigh, now traveling back up on the opposite thigh and direction. Lazily, he moved his glorious lips down the thigh towards her other leg, licking the sensitive back of her knee, her foot firmly pressed to his tuxedoed chest.

The liquid-gold eyes told her everything Adrian felt and demanded her silent answer. She wanted to glance at Perry, to see what state the spectacle had reduced him to, but Adrian’s gaze imprisoned her. The only man whose mouth she had fantasised about for years swept across her inner thigh, unhurried, skimming maddeningly close to her screaming sex. Perry’s laboured breathing became its own filthy symphony—abominable, immoral and arousing enough to make her burn hotter.

Her arms began to shake. Adrian anticipated it, widened his stance and lowered his body. With her legs over his shoulders, he gripped her ass and lifted her to his mouth.

Fuck.

His divine mouth descended, and she juddered like an aircraft at take-off.

Adrian withdrew and blew across her scalded clit. Leo panted, fighting to seize the explosion and force it back to the brink. His murderous gaze ordered her to stop struggling. Then he resumed, lapping at her while both hands held her to his mouth, fingers spearing into her cheeks as though he had all the time in the world to savour her.

She trembled like an earthquake and wondered how he maintained his stance, held her steady and kept delivering this glorious ecstasy.

Pleasure that had Perry grunting like a pig.

“Adrian—oh, Adrian. More. Please, more.”

Adrian covered her blazing sex with his mouth, his wicked tongue whipping her clit like a velvet flogger. Her body jerked beyond language, her clit kicking helplessly against the lashing tongue.

“Oh God, Adrian—more.”

He answered with a ferocious, delicious bite.

She was still screaming, “I’m yours! I’m yours!” when he lowered her to the seat and unbuckled his belt.

“Your throat, gorgeous. I want to fuck it. Now.” He dragged the belt from its loops and dropped it beside her panties. Adrian never took her mouth with the buckle in place; once he turned devilish with her throat, he would risk hurting her. He unzipped.

Still shaking from the orgasm, she leaned forward and opened for him. He thrust down her throat with a roar that turned her answering cry into a muffled sound. Perry grunted, summoning another roar from Adrian. She could not see the diplomat; Adrian filled her vision as he took her throat mercilessly, forcing her eyes closed while she braced for every invasion. One hand cradled the back of her head, the other encircled her neck. He held her in position for deep, punishing thrusts broken by motionless seconds with his cock buried inside her—perhaps to delay his climax, perhaps to grant her breath before he stormed into her again.

Pure ecstasy.

Perry grunted like a pig and lowed like an ox.

Just as Leo knew another thrust would make her pass out choking, tears pressing behind her lids, Adrian withdrew.

She opened her eyes to find his fist wrapped around his girth. Perry was now on his knees beside them—fuck knew for how long—fumbling at his crotch like a desperate boy trapped in public. Leo returned her gaze to Adrian as he pumped his veined cock above her face.

JFC. Satanic. Mind-blowing. Perry’s eyes remained fixed on Adrian, his mouth open, his hands kneading his crotch.

Adrian continued pumping over her face.

“Fuck, beautiful. Never doubt how stunning you are. Even this pig grunting at your feet confirms it.”

Adrian was the stunning sight: legs braced apart, one hand working himself while the other held her face precisely where he wanted it. Lust made him look unhinged. His Egyptian-god eyes burned down into hers, lips parted even in silence.

“Bloody beautiful.”

Perry breathed the words. Leo agreed, though he had understated it. She doubted either of them had witnessed such magnificent, commanding power. Perry looked ready to bow and kiss Adrian’s shoes.

Yet his stare remained fixed on the monolith being stroked above Leo’s face. She licked her parted lips, ready for Adrian’s vicious release.

Then Adrian roared like a thunder-god driven to fury.

He twisted away from her and sprayed hard jets across Perry’s face. The roar became a mighty hiss as his climax erupted like a volcano.

Her Adrian. Her god-king. Demanding obeisance.

“You’re taking what belongs to my woman on your face, Peregrine fucking Linley—on your bloody knees before the goddess of your filthy fantasies.”

With the supremacy of an evil god, Adrian stood over Perry and released in thick spurts across the diplomat’s face and hair. Perry remained transfixed.

Poleaxed.

No longer grunting or lowing.

Holding his breath.

As Leo was.

She only then realised she had stopped breathing. Adrian was a living, haunting beast—a domineering union of Himeros and Pothos, gods of desire, longing and yearning.

Nothing less.

“Fuck.” Adrian turned to her after snatching Perry’s crisp pocket square and using it to clean himself. “That was satanic worship of you, gorgeous darling.” Finished, he tossed the ruined square onto Perry.

Perry looked stunned, Adrian’s release dripping down his face onto his priceless tuxedo.

Adrian bent to kiss Leo as he zipped up. He retrieved his belt, threaded it blindly through the loops without taking his eyes from hers and fastened it. Then he faced Perry.

“Get up, for fuck’s sake, Perry. You look—” A knock interrupted him. “Slip your knickers on and straighten your dress, beautiful,” he added over his shoulder as he approached the door.

He glanced back to ensure Leo was reasonably decent before unlocking it.

“Pippa. I didn’t know you were—”

“I saw you come in with Daddy and that famous rich woman who has Wall Street by the balls.”

“Then come in.” Adrian admitted Pippa just as Perry recovered enough to scramble towards what Leo assumed was a bathroom.

“Daddy?”

“One moment, darling. Spilt my drink like some clumsy—” Perry disappeared and shut the door, pocket square in hand.

O. M. G. Double Triple A, at the very least, Leo agreed, getting up from the armchair.

Adrian could fuck the devil into a cocked hat.

He didn’t even bother introducing Leo to Pippa.

Instead, he crossed to a bookshelf and removed what looked like a book. Seconds later, Leo realised it wasn’t one. Adrian killed a tiny screen and palmed a flash drive embedded in the false spine. What in God’s fucking name? Had he just used a polished version of the trick Leo had once pulled with a smartphone in a prep-school locker room?

Was this shared karma?

“See you at dinner, Pippa.” He pocketed his retrieved devilry—evidence that would undoubtedly knot Perry into a world of trouble—then collected Leo’s clutch. One arm circled her waist as he guided her towards the door.

“I suppose.” Pippa frowned.

She must have wondered—as Leo did—why the perfect gentleman and consummate charmer had neglected to introduce them.

Or perhaps she was overwhelmed by the room’s unmistakable scent of devilish sex.
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THE MEMORY—NOT OF PERRY and his daughter, but of what happened once Leo and Adrian reached home—made her close her eyes. Adrian still slept, a cherub lacking only wings, while stolen sunlight striped his flawless skin.

Beneath the sheets, Leo discreetly inspected her body. Her first delicious discovery was the ache in her pubic bone. Her fingers crept lower. She jerked and drew a sharp breath when they brushed the tip of her wounded clit.

She continued from head to toe. The path Adrian’s monolithic cock had plundered through her made her wince—and smile. His mouth, tongue and teeth had been more savage still. Fading marks circled her wrists where he had bound them with her own bra. Remembering her wrists made her think of her feet. Careful not to wake the satanic god, she lifted the silk bedding, engaged her stomach muscles and lowered her feet to the plush carpet.

Fuck! she hissed mentally when she got to her feet and more... what, discomfort? Downright pain? ...shot through her. 

She crossed her knees awkwardly and glanced back. Not
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