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I OPEN MY EYES, WOKEN by the ringing of my cell phone. What the hell? I look at the clock on my nightstand. It’s 2:14 in the morning. Who could be calling me right now?

Dragging myself out of my warm, comfortable bed, I walk across the room and get my phone. My eyes widen when I see that Dad is calling me. I answer it immediately. “Dad?” My heart races. He wouldn’t call me in the middle of the night unless it was an emergency. My tired brain jumps to the worst conclusions. Is something wrong with Mom? Did my parents get into a horrible car crash?

“Are you okay, Rachel?” he asks.

I lift my eyebrows. “Yeah, I’m okay. Are you okay? How’s Mom?”

“Your mother and I are okay...well, for now.”

“Huh? What the fuck are you talking about, Dad?”

“Language.”

I roll my eyes. “You’re calling me at two in the morning. I think I’m entitled to a curse word or two.”

“Yes, you’re right. I’m sorry.” I hear him let out a breath before he tells me, “Otis Lawrence is out of prison.”

I utter my second “Fuck.”

“Indeed.”

Otis Lawrence is my dad’s best friend. Well, former best friend. They kind of had a falling out after Dad told the authorities about Otis’s tax evasion and got him sent to prison.

“Wait, wasn’t Otis sentenced to five years?” I ask. It’s been approximately six months since the jury declared him guilty.

“He got out early for good behavior.”

I mutter, “Translation: he bribed some people.”

“Be careful, Rachel. Otis...he might want revenge.”

My knuckles turn white as I tighten my grip on my phone. “You think he might try to hurt you or Mom?”

Dad’s voice is heavy with exhaustion when he replies, “I don’t know... He was furious with me. He was my best friend, and I betrayed him.”

“Oh, Dad...” In addition to being his best friend, Dad was an accountant for Otis’s company. While he was trying to crunch some numbers that just wouldn’t add up, he discovered Otis’s tax evasion. At first, he didn’t want to go to the authorities because Otis was so good to him and our family. But eventually, Dad’s sense of justice triumphed over his sense of friendship. “You did the right thing.”

“I know, but...” Dad gives a deep sigh. “Just be careful.”

“Okay, I will. But you and Mom better be careful too.”

“We will.”

After he and I say goodbye to each other, I hang up and sink back into bed. Damn, Otis Lawrence is a free man again. Before Dad found out about his tax evasion, Mr. Lawrence was always nice to me. When I was a kid, he gave me limited-edition Barbie dolls and bags of my favorite candies. And thanks to his scholarship fund, I was able to go to college without taking out a single loan. Is that nice man now angry enough to hurt me or my parents?

Though I think the answer is no — though I desperately want the answer to be no — I drag myself out of bed again to double-check that I locked the door and all of the windows. Better to be a little paranoid and safe than sorry.

When I walk into the living room, I hear a deep voice say:

“Hello, Rachel Luo.”

With my heart threatening to beat straight out of my body, I turn my head and see Otis Lawrence sitting on my sofa.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Before I can scream or call the cops, he says in a disturbingly calm voice, “If you don’t want your dad to suffer, come with me quietly.”

I glare at him. God, I want to grab a heavy object and throw it at his head. Nevertheless, when he gets up and walks toward the door, I follow him. His threat might be an empty one, but I don’t want to take any chances.

My fingers tremble as I attempt to put on my sneakers. They’re shaking so much that I currently find tying my shoelaces to be an impossible task.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Otis growls, taking my shoes and tossing them aside. Then he picks me up and carries me out of my apartment.

“Hey, put me down,” I say, trying to sound authoritative instead of scared as hell. I kind of succeed.

“I’m not letting you walk barefoot.”

I grumble, “I wouldn’t be barefoot if you let me put on my shoes.”

“You were taking too damn long.”

I look at Otis. Except for a few gray hairs in his messy black hair, he doesn’t look any different. He doesn’t look like a man who just got out of prison. But with his massive wealth and ability to bribe people, he probably got to stay in a cushy prison. My tired brain involuntarily thinks, Wow, he’s still handsome. Otis is the same age as my dad, but while Dad looks like, well, a dad, Otis looks like he could be on the cover of one of those billionaire romance novels. He has dark blue eyes that just dare straight women to drop their panties, cheekbones that look like they were sculpted by a Renaissance artist, and a lean and muscular body that is now very nicely accentuated by his black designer suit.

“Who did you bribe to get out of prison early?” I ask.

He shoots me a scowl. “Didn’t I tell you to come with me quietly?”

“You said quietly, not silently.”

“Smart mouth.” For one, too long moment, those dark blue eyes linger on my smart mouth.

Anxiety floods me. After being stuck in prison for a few months, is Otis full of pent-up lust? Will he try to do something with me, the first woman he’s seen in a while? And why is my anxiety tinged with a little arousal?

He pulls his gaze away from my lips, letting my anxiety subside a tiny bit.

I want to roll my eyes when he walks toward a limo parked in front of the building. His brief stint in prison really did not cramp his style. Why did he bother committing tax fraud when being forced to pay his taxes and paying hefty fines for tax evasion barely put a dent in his net worth?

Though it would probably be wiser for me to keep silent, I can’t help telling him, “My dad did the right thing.”

His voice is cool as he replies, “Oh, really?”

Though I should probably quit trying to provoke a newly released convict, I can’t stop talking: “You’re a billionaire. You should pay your fair share of taxes, even if it means you might have to give up a yacht or two.”

His lips twitch — with humor, I hope, and not suppressed rage. “Did your college education turn you into a communist?”

“Expecting billionaires to pay their taxes is hardly communist.”

He sighs. “And to think I was the one who funded your college education.”

An unwelcome shard of guilt pricks at me. I bite back an apology. I don’t owe him one.

When we’re sitting in his limo, I ask, “Where are you taking me?”

“To my penthouse.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to.”

As he looks at my nightgown, I become all too aware of how I’m not wearing a bra underneath the sheer fabric. Blushing, I cross my arms over my chest, prompting him to smirk.

He murmurs, “You’ve become even more beautiful, Rachel.”

I try to ignore the new warmth between my thighs. Without the slightest acknowledgment of his comment, I change the subject: “It’s immoral to be a billionaire. One person shouldn’t have that much wealth.”

“Is that what you learned in college?” He slides closer to me. His thigh is now only inches — maybe only two — away from touching mine.

Why is he looking at me like that, like I’m a dessert that he wants to sink his teeth into?

“I may be an immoral billionaire, but that doesn’t stop you from being attracted to me,” he says.

“Who says I’m attracted to you?”

“So your nipples aren’t stiff with arousal right now?”

My body turns warm with embarrassment — and fuck, with arousal too.

He whispers into my ear, “I would bet my entire net worth that your cunt is dripping with desire for me.”

“You would lose that bet,” I whisper, sounding unconvincing even to my own ears.

“Really? So you’re telling me that if I touched your pussy, it would be dry?”

I shiver when he plays with my nightgown. “Otis...”

He pulls me onto his lap, causing me to turn breathless. I can feel his hard desire between my legs. And Christ, it takes every ounce of my willpower to not rub my sex against him.

“Should we make that bet, Rachel?” he asks with a wicked, wicked grin on his handsome face.

I should hit him, bite him, scratch him. But I only gasp as he slides his hand under my nightgown. Then I moan as he slips his fingers into my panties and touches my very wet, very aroused pussy.

“Looks like I win,” he breathes against my neck. “But what do I win?”

I glower at him. “You win nothing.”

He shrugs. “I win satisfaction. That’s enough for me.” His eyes burn into mine. “Well, for now.”

I shudder as he cups the back of my neck. “Are you doing this just to get back at my dad? I’m not going to be some pawn — ”

His mouth crashes down onto mine, shutting me up. My body ignores my brain, which is shouting, Bite him! And not in a sexy way! Bite him in a way that will fucking hurt! Instead, I part my lips, allowing him to thrust his tongue into my mouth. Pleasure obliterates my brain’s protests. I clutch his arm, pulling him closer to me. He tastes like spearmint with a hint of cigarette smoke. I hate cigarettes, but I don’t mind the taste of Otis’s mouth.

Once he lets me up for air, I say, “You should quit smoking. It’s a nasty habit.”

I think he’s going to call me a
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