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"Hi, babe," I smiled, seeing my husband's face as it lit up my phone.

"Hey, sweetie," he said as I answered the call. "Just wanted to let you know, we got the property and all the licenses to get started."

"Awesome," I replied.

Henry and I had been partners in this business since the day we said I do, and that was almost twelve years ago.

"I am heading to sign the papers for the Andersons," I told him as I pulled out of the driveway of one of the houses we had just sold.

"So, they finally caved?" Henry asked.

"Yup," I grinned. "Your wife used to be the best realtor in the city, remember?"

"I remember," he replied. "Also has the best set of legs in the city."

"Just the city?" I teased. "You used to say the world."

"You know what I mean," Henry responded.

"I know," I smiled.

Henry and I had dated for six months before he popped the question. Just six months from the day we met at an open house event. I would like to say it was love at first sight, but it wasn't. It was lust, pure and simple.

I loved his dark black hair, chiseled face, and the way he walked; it made me swoon. I was always into the bad boy image, and Henry Caveat was the bad boy I had been looking for most of my life.

If Henry wanted something, he went all in, and that day it was the house I was selling. I had many people who wanted the house; most were willing to pay top dollar for it, but Henry made them back down, just by staring at them.

He had that much of a presence that it demanded respect, or fear. Henry was built like a WWE wrestler, with large arms that bulged outward in anything he wore.

So, when I went up to him and told him off for scaring my clients, he didn't back down; he stared right through me as if I wasn't even there.

He wanted me to be scared of him, but I wasn't. When you were raised in a house with four brothers and a single father like my dad, there was no backing down from anybody, which included someone like Henry.

It took just a week, just one week before Henry asked me to go out on a date. After that one date, it took us two days to be in each other's arms.

Henry was just as ferocious in bed as he was in business. He made me scream obscenities, he challenged me in ways I had never imagined, and we did things to each other that would make the most sexually active porn actor blush.

I loved every moment of it. I had always been impulsive, doing things on a whim or trying to get into as much trouble as I could.

It was because of my brothers that I was this way. They were the bad boys of our small town, always getting into trouble and breaking the law. They taught me everything I knew, how to fight, how to be ruthless, and when the time came, how to defend myself.

My oldest brother hated Henry; the two of them often got into arguments at any family gathering. Many times, my father, Lucas, would have to break them up. No one argued with Lucas; my father wasn't just tall and strong, he was mean, as many other men always bowed down to him.

I loved my father, but sometimes he scared me. He could be very mean when it came to certain things, and my marrying a man like Henry was at the top of the list.

While Henry looked the part of a man who worked hard and was invested in our future, he was a spoiled rich kid who had never worked a full day in his life, had never worked with his hands, and his family was one of the wealthiest in the state.

"What time will you be home?" I asked.

"Not too long," Henry answered.

"Okay, I have a surprise for you," I looked at the boxes in the back seat.

"What is it?" Henry asked.

"You will have to wait until you come home," I grinned.

"Such a tease!" Henry remarked.

I hung up and smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Selene!" I heard Henry call for me as I lay on our bed.

I didn't answer his call; I knew what he liked. He liked to hunt for me. I breathed heavy as I heard him calling repeatedly until he came up the stairs and saw our bedroom door half open.

"Wow!" Henry said as he saw me lying on the bed.

"You like?" I asked as he was already taking off his clothes.

I had bought new lingerie just for him, dark purple and black. I had also tied myself to the bed, just the way he liked it.

"Oh, I like this," he pulled on the chains that held my feet. "Extra tight."

My heart beat as he rounded the bed towards my hands, bound to the headboard.

"You out did yourself," he smiled.

"Just for you," I winked.

Henry had his fun with me that night, and like most nights, he left me wanting more and more. He was the best at it.

He made me beg for release, as he used all his knowledge to bring me to the brink of exploding, then stopped, just giving me enough, and then tearing it away just when I needed it the most.

Henry was a master at pleasure and pain. He mixed both with ease. Sometimes, it made me scared that I was going to be truly hurt, and other times, I felt like I was never going to come down from the high he gave me.

In return, I gave him love, love he didn't get from his parents or other family members. Love that he craved and wanted more than money or power. I was his, and he was mine.

"I..." I stammered as I couldn't catch my breath.

"Here," Henry held a cup of ice-cold water, and I drank heavily.

I needed it. After the night of pure indulgence and ecstasy that I had gotten, it felt like my throat was dryer than a desert from the screaming or the feeling of Henry's cock assaulting it.

Henry could be rough at times, but then it was what I asked for, so it went hand in hand.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ 
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"You might want to hide those," Amanda pointed to my wrists.

There were marks where Henry had pulled on the chains and wrapped them around my wrists as he fucked me from behind; he had pulled the chains so tight they had left marks.

"Right," I pulled on my sleeves to hide the black and blue abrasions.

"You know there are such things as safe words," Amanda shook her head.

"I know, and if I got to the point to where I needed to say it I would, but I didn't," I smiled.

"Would he stop if you did say it?" Amanda asked.

"It was a one-time thing," I shook my head as we entered the courtroom.

Amanda and I were trying to get a resident evicted from one of our properties. Amanda was my best friend, and she also helped with the business; she always did the legal stuff.

"That ended with you in the hospital with a scar!" Amanda sat down as we waited for our turn.

"It's barely noticeable," I shrugged.

The first time I let Henry do anal with me, he had gone over the edge, he had pulled on my collar too tight as he fucked me, and even though I had called out the safe word many times, he kept going. I had a scar around my neck from the collar, but he apologized, and it has never happened again.

I also kept a taser within reach of my hands at all times. If he went too far, I was going to use it.

My father was so mad when he saw the scar, he threatened to kill Henry and bury his body in a place no one would even think to look.

Henry was scared; he knew my father was serious. When Lucas made a threat, it wasn't taken lightly by anybody.

Even with the amount of money Henry's family had, they couldn't find out anything about my father's past or what happened to my mother.

After she had me, the youngest, she seemed to disappear right afterward, not even coming home after I was born.

Some said Lucas had something to do with it, but anyone who saw my father and how much he still loves my mother, no one would question it; they would know he didn't do anything.

Lucas sat on the porch of our house in the middle of nowhere, waiting for my mom to return. He had done that every night, no matter what the weather was like; he still loved her.

There were many rumors around the small town, most of them stated she had found someone else and run off with them, others said she was scared of Lucas and ran away. I had seen pictures of the two of them together; in each one, she looked happy, but everyone knew a person could fake happiness.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
[image: ]


"So, he is gone?" Henry asked as I prepared dinner.

"Yup," I replied. "The judge issued the statement, and we gave it to the Sherrif, and he has thirty days to leave the property."

"Thirty days?" Henry shook his head. "He is going to tear that place apart!"

"I am sure he will," I nodded.

Our tenant had been difficult from the beginning, and it was the main reason we hated renting properties. Sometimes we got great tenants, and other times it was quite the opposite.

"It will be ready soon," I smiled as I felt Henry standing behind me at the stove.

"Not too soon, I hope," Henry's tongue flickered near my ear.

"I thought you would have had enough last night," I smiled, feeling his hands move from my waist and around me.

"You know I can't get enough," Henry kissed and sucked on my neck.

I closed my eyes as he pushed his hand under the waistband of my sweatpants. His fingers crept between my legs, finding their target.

"Okay," I pushed back on him to make him stop. "We are having guests, remember?"

"Yes, but they won't be here...."

The doorbell rang.

"You were going to say?" I laughed.

Henry shook his head and went to answer the door.

We were entertaining Henry's older sister and her new husband, the fourth one since I had known her.

He was just like the others; she had a cookie-cutter taste. Tall guys with tattoos, who looked like rock musicians.

This one was no different; he smelled like body odor and had tattoos that made no sense at all. He was in a local band that hadn't made any good music, but he swore they were on the cusp of making real music and not traditional sell-out music.

I faked my way through the evening, pretending to be interested in whatever came out of their mouths, and then I argued with Henry for giving them money.

Celia had been kicked out of the family trust for breaking the family rules. She was a rebel, and although there were times I admired her gusto, there were other times I hoped one day she would put her feet back on the ground.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You're wrong," I told Celia the following day as I met her for our usual tennis match.

"I am not," Celia shook her head.

She had told me that one of the house servants at the family estate had seen Henry with another woman in the courtyard.

"Maybe it was Amanda, or Jennifer," I shrugged.

"They know all the women that work in your business," Celia stated. "She wasn't one of them."

"Okay, we deal with a lot of potential clients, and he has to meet them and..."

"It was another woman in the courtyard, he was holding her hand," Celia interrupted.

I took a deep breath.

"Okay," I calmed my nerves. "He must have a reason," I told myself before opening my eyes.

I had told Henry about my previous relationship with Darien. He had used me and stolen money from me. I hated him; he had also cheated on me many times.

Henry promised he wouldn't do that. He looked me in the face and promised me that he was different.

"Just ask him," Celia told me.

That's what I planned on doing.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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Henry came home, and I waited for him to settle down and relax, and then I approached him in the study as he was going over papers for our next property evaluation.

"Hey," Henry smiled as I entered.

"Hi," I stared at him.

"What's wrong?" Henry asked, putting down the papers and pulling me to him.

I sat on his lap and stared at his blue eyes.

'Please say she was wrong,' I thought as I looked at him.

"You can say it," Henry wrapped his muscular arms around me, pulling me further onto his lap.

"I met with Celia earlier today," I started.

"Don't get mad, she is really good at tennis, probably the only thing she is good at," Henry chuckled.
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