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      For those of us who like to walk on the wild side—and for those of us who can only truly fly free inside of a book.

      Enjoy your flight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “The tempter or the tempted, who sins the most?”

        William Shakespeare
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        **Dear Reader, this is just a quick note to inform you of the rather—naughty nature of the story that follows. If stories with erotic content aren’t your thing, that’s cool. But this story is HAWT. I wanted to warn you before you went any further with our sexy billionaire, Nick. He’s got certain tastes that aren’t for everyone.**

      

      

      

      
        
        Eve

      

      

      “Then can you tell me when his arraignment is?” I asked, going absolutely out of my mind with panic. I couldn’t even be sure how I got here. But my keys were in my hand, so I must’ve driven.

      Somehow.

      “Ma’am, like I’ve repeated to you three times already,” the officer behind the counter said in her nasally, annoying voice, “Mr. Hayward needs to be fully booked into the system before I have any of that information for you. If you check back in around noon, I’ll have an answer for you.” She chewed on the end of her pen. “For sure by five o’clock.”

      Five o’clock?

      Was she for real?

      I wasn’t letting Asher sit in a cell for twelve hours.

      “Is there anything you can do to speed up the process?” I practically begged as I leaned forward on the counter, desperate to get my brother out of jail.

      Her head cocked to the side, and she lowered her voice. “Look, hun,” she said, placing her hands on the lower counter, “it’ll give your boyfriend some time to think about what he’s done. It’s his first offense? He should be home for super tonight.”

      Oh my gosh, was she for real? What a condescending witch.

      I opened my mouth to tell her exactly what I thought of her, when I heard—and felt someone come up behind me.

      “I’m her boyfriend,” I heard Nick say over my shoulder. Next, I felt a warm hand on my back. “Can you please inform me of what exactly is going on here?”

      The heat from his hand traveled up my spine and throughout the rest of my body. It gave me enough strength to continue standing.

      “Sir, I’ve explained things several times already to Ms. Hayward. Why don’t you and your girlfriend,” she said, looking me over and frowning, “go sit down and have a chat?”

      Nick’s arm went around my shoulders. “Why don’t you and I have a chat, Lieutenant—” he said, bending forward to peer at her nametag, “Nichols?” His tone was quiet and menacing. And to be quite honest, it gave me shivers through my body to hear him speak like that.

      Lieutenant Nichols gave in with a sigh, then spouted off the whole story for Nick.

      All I heard was—drug charges and intent to distribute to a minor.

      My brain swam, mixing up everything else that came out of her mouth.

      “I see, thank you,” Nick said, straightening up as he moved me away from the counter.

      I resisted and tried to get out from under his arm. “No, no, I have to get to Asher,” I said, trying to walk back to where I’d been standing for what felt like forever.

      “Eve,” Nick said in a hushed tone, “come with me and sit down for a minute.”

      I gazed up into his face, confused at what he was doing and why he was removing me from the only person who knew where my brother was. “I can’t, I have to get to him,” I said, trying again to shift out of his hold.

      He wrapped his arms around me and stared into my eyes. “I’m going to handle this. Can you trust me?” His big, warm arms hugged me tight to his body. “I know what to do.”

      Those words, “I know what to do,” floated around in the air and I grasped onto them nearly as hard as I held onto Nick.

      “You can help Asher?” I asked, feeling a momentary sense of relief before reality set in. “No, you can’t.” I shut my eyes, willing the burning sensation behind them to stop.

      I would not break down in a police station at five o’clock in the morning.

      Nick’s hands landed on my shoulders, making me open my eyes. “Yes, I can. Let me make some calls. But first you need to sit down and stop harassing the officer behind the desk,” he said with a small smirk on his face.

      “You harassed her more than I did,” I said angrily, poking my finger into his chest.

      “That’s debatable, my dear,” he said, leaning in and kissing my forehead. “Now, please do me a favor and sit so I can make a call?”

      The calm expression on his face and the soothing tone of his voice were nearly hypnotic.

      “Okay,” I said, deciding to at least let him try things his way for a while. Nothing I had done seemed to work anyway.

      “Good,” he said, then guided me to a seat.

      Nick didn’t sit.

      He pulled out his phone and meandered just far enough away that I couldn’t hear what he was saying. The confidence he exuded as he paced around gave me hope.

      Hope that he’d figure a way out of this mess.

      My mind had gone from panicked and crazy to still and quiet.

      I stared endlessly at the flickering, florescent lights, wondering if my life would ever stop throwing crap in my direction.

      It really was one thing after another.

      A constant loop of life slinging the worst things possible at me.

      And my family.

      When Nick finally sat beside me, he grabbed my hand and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll have this looked after in no time.”

      I peered over at him, doubting more than trusting that there was anything he could possibly do to help.

      His eyes were so kind, but they also held a good dose of pity in them as well.

      And that made my stomach sink when I realized he’d essentially known nothing about me or my family until five minutes ago.

      Bile churned around and I had to swallow hard a few times to stop from getting sick.

      I was sitting here—in a police station—with one of my Johns.

      Another surge of alarm rushed into me.

      I’d given him my name.

      And now he knew about one of my siblings.

      It was too late.

      My grandma Eve would say, “Darling, the cows are out of the barn.”

      Yeah, they sure freaking were.

      Nick knew way too much about my life.

      I took some deep breaths and considered my options.

      Then I came to the same conclusion.

      I had none.

      I’d already blown things with Nick.

      Our month of fun completely ruined.

      Not only was my month in a mansion with a hot billionaire over, but I also had messed up getting the giant payday at the end. Half the money Nick had already paid me, I’d have to return seeing as I didn’t even last a week there.

      I let out a sigh and closed my eyes.

      Asher had gotten himself into a huge amount of trouble.

      Again.

      When bail was set, that didn’t necessarily mean I’d be able to pay it.

      My stomach twisted and turned inside me, and I felt another jolt of fear and queasiness wash over me.

      “Nick,” I heard a man say in front of us right before Nick stood and shook his hand.

      “Thanks for coming down so quickly. This is Eve, my—girlfriend,” he said, and the man reached out to shake my hand next. He was an older man, probably close to sixty.

      His suit wasn’t as nice as what Nick normally wore, but it was still really nice. I shook his hand as Nick said, “Eve, this is Len.”

      “Hi, nice to meet you,” I said, my voice barely registering. I felt so small and overwhelmed.

      “You, too, Eve,” he said, shooting me a smile that didn’t meet his eyes. Then he looked at Nick and said, “A moment?”

      “Yeah,” Nick said, looking down at me. “I’ll be right back. Don’t move.” And with that, he strode off with Len.

      They talked in whispered tones, Len nodding often with a serious look on his face. They shook hands again and Nick headed back toward me.

      “You want anything? I can grab a drink at the vending machine?”

      He looked so handsome in his white, long-sleeved shirt and slacks.

      So much more sophisticated than how I was dressed. I suddenly felt even more self conscious. “No, I’m fine, thanks anyway.”

      His eyes raked over me once before he turned and walked away.

      Len was busy at the counter. Lieutenant Nichols was now flanked by two male officers, and they were all in some kind of heated discussion.

      Each time one of the officers spoke, Len would reply right back, speaking overtop of them.

      I closed my eyes and prayed he’d be more successful than I’d been.

      “Here,” Nick said, making me gaze up at him. He held out a bottle of water and something pink in his hand.

      I gratefully took the water, suddenly feeling quite thirsty. Then Nick handed me a pack of gum.

      Cherry gum.

      The kind I was addicted to.

      “Oh, thanks.” The water felt cool and cleansing going down. I hadn’t paid attention to how thirsty I was. By the time I took a breath, three quarters of it was gone.

      When I stuffed a piece of gum in my mouth, my shoulders began to relax.

      Nick sat beside me with a cup of coffee in his hand. He’d taken a few sips and made a face each time.

      At first, I’d thought it was too hot. Then I guessed it probably wasn’t up to Nick’s high standards.

      “Not good enough for you?” I asked, surprised to hear a note of teasing in my voice.

      Nick’s head twisted to me, and he shook it back and forth. “Nope. It’s like swill.”

      That made me laugh softly at him. “You do have discerning tastes, Mr. Rosetti,” I said, poking fun at him again. Even if there was nothing he could do, having him here beside me did a world of good.

      At least I wasn’t alone.

      He turned his body more fully to me, his thumb and index finger grasping my chin. “I think you mean I have the best tastes. In all things.” His eyes held mine for a long moment before we were interrupted.

      “Nick, Eve, follow me, please,” Len said. We both quickly looked up and did what he said without hesitation.

      Instinctively, I reached for Nick’s hand and held it tightly. He squeezed mine right back, then tugged me along.

      Len walked right behind one of the male officers, then Nick after him. They led us through a few sets of electronic doors before we entered a quiet area. I could see small cells on either side of the room, not all of them occupied.

      The officer stopped abruptly and said, “Your five minutes starts now.” He looked over the rim of his glasses at Len, then nodded at us. As he marched away, I peeked around Nick’s arm to see Asher lying on a bare cot.

      “Asher?” I whispered loudly, shocked to see him in such a place. My heart felt real, stabbing pain knowing where he was and that there was nothing I could do to help.

      His head jerked and he sat up, looking confused. “Evie?” he asked, bolting up in his tiny space and nearly running to the bars.

      I smiled at him and stepped around Nick. “What did you do?” I asked, beginning to sob. There was no warning at all, just suddenly a gush of tears from my eyes. My fingers circled the cold, metal bars.

      He put his hands on top of mine and held them there. “The house taxes were due, I had—”

      “You say nothing,” Nick said in a loud voice, sounding more than a little pissed off. “We have many eyes and ears here. Understand?”

      Asher frowned as he took in Nick. “Who’s he? And who’s the suit?” he asked, nodding toward the two men he didn’t know.

      “I’m your sister’s man. And Len is your lawyer. I suggest you speak to him with more respect than that,” Nick said, very clearly.

      “My sister’s man?” Asher squinted his eyes at me. “Since when do you have a guy?”

      “Can we not talk about that right now?” I asked, not wanting to waste our few minutes talking about my non-relationship. I wiped my eyes and cleared my throat. “How are you?”

      Asher let go of my hands and stepped away. “Wait—you said you were away on work. Were you—” his head snapped to Nick, then back to me, “off fucking this guy? Jesus, Evie!”

      I held onto the bars for dear life. “Would you listen to me? We’ll discuss this later. How are you? Are you hurt?” I asked, frightened for him, hoping he was okay.

      “Oh, like you’d care?” Asher asked, turning around. When he got to the far wall of his cell—which didn’t take long—he slapped his hand against it. “This whole time we thought you’d be bringing home some real money, but instead, you’re out with some old dude? Gross, Evie.”

      He practically snarled in Nick’s direction.

      “Yeah, this old dude is saving your young, stupid ass!” I yelled, no longer feeling like crying. He was really pissing me off.

      Quicker that quick, he stormed toward me. “Yeah, there wouldn’t have been any need to save my ass if you hadn’t been out screwing some old man!” he screamed right into my face.

      “You have no idea what you’re talking about,” I said, my voice quieter now—almost a warning. If there weren’t bars between us, I swear I’d be strangling his neck right now.

      “Times up,” Nick said, pulling me away. “Len will meet you in court, Asher. Sit tight until your arraignment.”

      “What the fuck else do you think I’m going to do?” he bellowed at Nick. But Nick didn’t seem to give a crap. All he did was put his arm around my shoulders and walk me out.

      Our little conversation had woken up the other inhabitants.

      The catcalls and whistles were demeaning to say the least. I held onto Nick even tighter, trying not to let their vulgar words sink in too far.

      “Shut up, you assholes! She’s my sister!” I heard Asher shout out behind us.

      Even though he’d just acted like a real, genuine butthole himself, it made me feel better that he still had my back.

      That was how our family worked, so it wasn’t a huge surprise.

      We could be mad as hell at each other.

      Like, fighting mad.

      But if one of us was being attacked or needed help—they always had our support.

      “Don’t listen,” Nick whispered in my ear as he held me and rushed out the door.
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