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Chapter One

 


Dacey Morgan straightened her mini
skirt and tugged her shirt down to showcase the girls a little
better. It wasn’t her first time coming to Braxton Ranch, and she
doubted it would be her last. Tyson Braxton had left the sleepy
little town of Silvercrest at the age of eighteen with a
determination to save the world, and he’d returned eight years
later a broken man. She didn’t feel sorry for him, but her heart
did ache for all that he had suffered. If an hour spent in her
company could ease his loneliness—and a little something else—then
she was all for it.

Her phone
rang, and she pulled it from her small purse. Carlos flashed across the
screen, and she stuck her tongue out at her phone before
answering.

“I’m at Braxton Ranch,”
she said. “You know I have a standing appointment here every
Tuesday and Friday.”

“I told you there was a
party at the edge of town, and I needed everyone there,”
Carlos said. “You know what happens when you defy me.”

Her stomach clenched.
Yeah, she knew exactly what happened, but it would be
worth it just to spend some time with Tyson. She might have to
charge him to keep her pimp happy, but it didn’t mean she couldn’t
enjoy the man’s company. He treated her like fine china and not
like a crappy Styrofoam plate. She was trailer trash and a whore to
boot. No one showed her the least bit of kindness, except Tyson
Braxton.

“I’ll come to the party
when I’m
finished here.”

“No. You’ll go home
after you’re
finished there and you’ll wait for me. I
mean it, Dacey. Don’t defy me on this or your punishment will
double.”

She knew she could survive
his punishments, but double wasn’t something she
looked forward
to. If he wanted her home after she
was finished
with Tyson, then that’s where she would go. Her
heart thumped in her chest as she clutched her phone.

“I’ll go home,” she said.
“Now I need to go.
He’s waiting for me.”

Carlos hung up on
her, and she slid her phone back into her purse. Her hands
trembled a little as she thought about what was going to happen
after she got to her trailer, and then she blew out a breath to
calm her nerves. The last thing she needed was for Tyson to know
what was going on. He might be broody and antisocial, but he also
had a sense of right and wrong, and she had no doubt that he would
try to protect her. It wasn’t his battle to fight. It was
hers.

She pinched her cheeks to add a little
color to her face and then carefully walked across the gravel drive
to the wide front porch. Her heels sounded like gunshots as she
walked up the steps and approached the wood door. Even though Tyson
has always told her she could walk right in, she’d never felt
comfortable doing that. Pressing the doorbell, she waited for him
to answer. There was a bit of cussing on the other side of the
portal and then the door was jerked open.

Tyson scowled down at her,
his chocolate eyes narrowed and his lips pressed
tightly together. Shoving the door further open, he practically
jerked her into the house. Dacey stumbled a little on her heels,
but before she could topple over, Tyson wrapped an arm around
her waist and hefted her over his shoulder. He slammed the door
shut, slid the bolt into place, and then carried her to the kitchen
with a halting gate.

Dacey clutched at his
sides, the thin material of his wife beater warm to the touch. His
boots scraped against the hardwood floors. Tyson dumped her onto a
wooden chair,
and she pushed her hair out of her face. He’d
made dinner?

“I thought you might be
hungry,” he said as he claimed the seat across from her. “You’re
too damn skinny.”

Her cheeks
warmed, and she looked down at her plate. He’d filled it with fried
chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans, and a biscuit. It wasn’t her
fault she didn’t have much weight on her. After Carlos
would take
his cut, she would be barely left with enough to
keep the utilities turned on at her trailer. Thankfully, she owned
the rusted piece of crap, so she didn’t have to worry
about rent,
but running water and electricity were
necessities,
as was the small window unit she had in her
living room.

Dacey took a hesitant bite
and then closed her eyes as the flavor of the crisp chicken
exploded on her tongue. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten anything so
good, and she wished the moment could last forever.
Her stomach rumbled in appreciation as she took
another bite, chancing a glance at Tyson. His mocha skin looked
even darker against the white tank.

“You didn’t have to
make me
dinner.” She swirled her fork through the mashed
potatoes. “But thank you. It’s really good.”

“I thought maybe you could
stay the night. If you wanted to, that is. I’ll still pay your fee
for the hour we agreed on, but once you’re off the clock… I just
thought maybe you’d like to hang out and watch some movies or
something.”

Her heart twisted at his words and she
wished more than anything that she could stay. If Carlos weren’t
meeting her at her place, she wouldn’t have hesitated.

“I have to meet someone
when I leave here.” She looked anywhere but at Tyson. “If I didn’t
have to be somewhere, I’d have loved to stay.”

She heard the scrape of
his chair and then he was looming over her. Dacey looked up into
his stormy gaze and felt her stomach flip. She knew he would never
harm her, but watching his muscles bulge and his jaw
tic, she remembered that her mother had always said there was a first
time for everything.

Tyson slowly kneeled and
took her hand in his, his touch gentle. “I know that we only have a
business arrangement, Dacey, and I have no claim on you.
That being
said, despite the fact I use your
services, I don’t like your job. I don’t like the thought of other
men’s hands on you, or that you have to sleep with random strangers
just to pay your bills. I once offered to help take care of you if
you would just give up that lifestyle. Why won’t you let
me?”

“I’m not a problem for you
to solve, Tyson. My life may not be perfect, but it’s mine. My
trailer isn’t much, but at least I own it. And my job may not be as
glamorous as it looked on Pretty
Woman, but I’m careful.”

His hand tightened on hers. “I don’t
like it, but I know I can’t force you to quit. One day, you’ll
decide you’re ready for a respectable life, a home, and a family.
What are you going to do when that happens?”

She already wanted those things,
desperately, but how was she supposed to get away from Carlos? She
wasn’t as popular as the other girls, but she still brought him a
steady income, and he wasn’t going to let her go anytime soon. He
owned her, and there wasn’t anything she could do about it. If she
went to the police to turn him in, they’d just arrest her as well
for prostitution. And she couldn’t let Tyson go after Carlos, not
with his disability. He might act all big and tough, but she knew
he was still recovering.

“No one’s going to want a
washed-up whore, so I guess I never have to worry about that.
Besides, I don’t think I can have children. Back when I first
started working, Carlos took a few months to get my birth control
lined up,
and he didn’t always make the customers use a
condom. I think I’d have gotten pregnant if it were a
possibility.”

She’d gotten
frequently tested
during that period of her life, and she still
went every month. Of course, she also made sure her customers used
condoms and refused to service the ones who wouldn’t. It had been
the cause of many fights between Carlos and her, but knowing she
wasn’t doubling her chances of an STD was worth the
beatings.

“You can’t save me, Ty,”
she said softly. “I appreciate that you want to, really I do, but
it’s too late for me. I’ve been working this job since I was
seventeen. I’ve seen things and done things that I’m not proud of,
but I’ve done whatever was necessary for me to survive. You think
someone’s going to want a woman who’s been a whore for five years?
Someone who never graduated high school? What’s my marketable
skill, that I can make you come in less than a minute?”

He smiled a little at
that. “I’m not sure I would consider that skill. I like it when
things are dragged out for a while. The anticipation and incredible
sensation of feeling you wrapped around my cock are even better
than coming.”

“You get my
point, though.”

Tyson caressed her cheek and placed a
gentle kiss on her lips. “I will do whatever it takes to protect
you, Dacey. Anything. If it hadn’t been for you, I probably would
have blown my head off months ago. Knowing I’d get to see you twice
a week has been the only thing keeping me going, and yeah, I know I
pay for your time, but I also know that you enjoy being with
me.”

She leaned into his touch. Just
thinking about him ending his life was enough to make her cry, and
for once she was thankful for her job. If she hadn’t been a
prostitute, they never would have met. He’d gotten Carlos’s number
from a friend and she’d just been lucky to be the girl her pimp
sent out
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