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I’m silent. I’m trained. I’m lethal.

 

My hand skimming down your thigh, my gaze a weapon—I know more ways to kill you than please you.

 

But you’re not paying for my aim. You’re paying for my control. Bringing you a breath away from ecstasy, watching you beg as I hold back your release, I’ll show you exactly what you’ve been missing. I only have one rule—no repeats, because I’m not for keeps. I’m for sale.

 

One slow grind and I’ll give you exactly what you paid for.





[image: ]



To my husband—

You should probably skip this one too.
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I gripped her hair with my good arm. “Take a breath.”

She licked her lips and inhaled.

I shoved my dick into her mouth.

Naked, on her knees, she moaned as her fingers dug into my thighs.

“Suck,” I demanded.

Her cheeks hollowed, and I ignored the burn of pain in my side. A stitched-up knife wound and a bullet graze were child’s play compared to the number of times I’d been shot, stabbed, blown up or left for dead.

I tightened my hold on her hair. “You want to be fucked?”

Her hands moved to my ass and she groaned around my cock.

I knew what she wanted. It’s what all my clients wanted. To be fucked until she came so many times, her legs gave out. “Get up.”

Her lips slid off my dick and she stood without a word. She wasn’t a talker, and neither was I, except to issue commands and bark out orders.

“On the coffee table.” I wasn’t going to stay long enough to fuck her on the bed.

She crawled on the table and got on her hands and knees.

Too bad I didn’t do repeats. She was submissive as hell, and my dick was rock-hard. Pulling a condom out of my pocket, I tore the corner with my teeth and had to roll it on one-handed thanks to the fucking mark I’d taken out two hours ago. I’d stupidly let my guard down for one second, and the prick had made his last move. I gave zero fucks about ending that asshole’s life.

Concentrating on the brunette in front of me, I ran two fingers through her soaked cunt. “You ready?”

“Wait.” It was the first time she’d spoken since I’d knocked on the hotel room door.

My fingers on her clit, I stilled. “What?”

She shivered, then looked over her shoulder at me. “Why only once?”

Brown hair, brown eyes, she could have been any woman when she opened the door. But on her knees, her ass out, looking over her shoulder like she couldn’t wait to have a piece of me, she was everything I stayed away from.

“You know the rules. No repeats.” I warned every client before I took their money.

She bit her bottom lip, and her voice turned quiet. “I’ll pay you again.”

I stepped back and pulled the condom off. “No.” I didn’t fuck for money because I needed the cash. I charged women for sex because that’s how I liked it—no attachments.

Her gaze cut to my dick. “What are you doing?”

Not fucking her. “Get dressed.”

Her eyebrows drew together as her face twisted with confusion. “Why?”

“You’re going home.”

She sat up. “Because I asked to see you again?”

“Yes.” They usually waited until after I fucked them before they begged for a repeat. I yanked my zipper up.

She slid off the coffee table, dropped to her knees and reached for my cock.

Unspent adrenaline from tonight’s kill coursing through my veins, I reacted. My hand was on her throat and my thumb under her jawbone quicker than she could gasp. Applying pressure, I dropped my voice to a lethal warning. “You suicidal?”

Fear widened her eyes and she swallowed. “What?”

“Did I say you could touch me?” I didn’t wait for an answer. “Did I tell you to get on your knees?” I was wound so fucking tight, I had no business taking her money. I should’ve been paying her to take the goddamn edge off, but my text had been clear. Hard cock, demanding orders, no repeats, five grand. She’d agreed. She should’ve stuck to the fucking script.

“No,” she whispered.

“Right answer.” The line between my two jobs blurring, I dropped my hand. “Get out.” I didn’t deal with this kind of bullshit.

She glanced toward the windows. “But a storm’s coming.”

I didn’t give a fuck what the weather was doing. “Then you stay.” My hand itching to wrap around my gun, I walked the hell out, leaving her money behind.

Forty-five minutes later, I’d picked my dog up from the kennel and I was standing in my driveway, staring at lights I didn’t leave on in my house.

I called the person responsible.

Alex Vega, a Marine I’d served with, had hit me up and asked to use my place when I was in the middle of my last job. Distracted, I’d agreed.

Vega picked up on the second ring. He didn’t bother with a greeting. “Where are you?”

The wind kicked up and I scanned the tree line. “All the lights are on in my house.”

“You said I could use it for three days,” he reminded me. “What are you doing, standing outside?”

I was going to take another job right after the one today, but getting shot and stabbed threw me off schedule. “In the driveway.” I couldn’t see shit inside my house because all the storm shutters were down, but light filtered through the cracks at the edges. “Who is it?”

“Irina,” he clipped.

Vega had turned to escorting after we’d gotten out of the Marines. For the past three years, he and Jared Brandt, another one of our Marine buddies he’d recruited into the business, had been making bank. So much so that they’d been giving me their overflow. Vega made the contacts, Brandt took the ones who wanted to play rough, and I handled the ones they were too busy to fit into their schedules. I used the women to unwind after my other jobs, and the money I charged let them know I wasn’t for keeps. We all made out.

“The client,” I confirmed what he’d said when he’d called earlier.

He hesitated, then gave me a clipped response. “I’m out.”

I read between the lines. “You quit?”

“Yeah.”

Damn. Alex Vega lived for the money he made escorting. “Because of the woman in my house?” I couldn’t think of a reason he’d quit besides a woman or a legal problem.

“Unrelated.”

The air snapped with the electricity of an impending storm. “Another woman.” It had to be. He was being cagey as fuck, and if it was a legal issue, he would’ve said first thing.

He didn’t confirm or deny it. “I thought you were out of town for a few days.”

I counted the different tire tracks leading up my driveway. “Plans changed.”

“She’s on the other line. What do you want me to tell her?”

I was over dealing with women clients today, and I sure as hell didn’t want to deal with his fucking castoff. But the lights on in my house said I didn’t have a choice if I wanted to sleep in my own bed. “She stable?” I didn’t do crazy.

“Yeah. Just spoiled as fuck. You deal with this, I’ll owe you.”

“You already owe me.” I didn’t like women at my house. I didn’t like anyone at my house except my dog. It was my fucking sanctuary.

“I’ll tell her she has twenty-four hours.”

I glanced at the sky. The storm would have passed by then and I could ignore anyone for twenty-four hours. Resigned, I agreed. “Copy.” But I wanted to know what the hell I was walking in to. “Parameters?” Normally I didn’t ask when I took the overflow clients from him or Brandt, because I could handle my own shit. But I was too damn tired to guess at what I was dealing with.

“None,” Vega clipped.

“Tell her I’m coming in through the garage.” I didn’t want to get fucking shot twice today.

“Done. Thanks.” Vega hung up.

With one last look around my property, I got back in my truck, and Hunter whined. “Yeah, I know.” I scratched his ears. “We got company and a storm’s coming. It’s gonna be a long night.” He put his head on my leg as I pulled into the garage and cut the engine. I took a few seconds to scan the security feeds of the surveillance system on my house from my cell phone app, but I didn’t see anything other than Vega dropping her off earlier.

I glanced at Hunter as I shoved my cell in my pocket and gave him a warning. “Behave.” Then I walked into my house with a German shepherd on my heels.

I didn’t know what the fuck I was expecting, but it wasn’t a stunning blonde.

With pale blue eyes and the face of an angel, she stood at the kitchen counter and did to me what no woman had done since I was eighteen—she made me pause.

She was fucking beautiful.

Hunter growled low and quiet, kicking my ass out of my stupor.

Mentally shaking myself, I did what I was trained to do. I cataloged. I scanned the room and her in under a second. No weapon, no bra, coffee had been made in the last hour, the door to the linen closet was open and she was fucking young. Memories of my past mistakes came at me like a goddamn blast wave.

Her phone to her ear, she glared at me. “Who are you?”

Accent, twenties, attitude, inherent fear—I guessed Russian.

My stare intent, I zeroed in on her. “Dane. Tell Vega all clear.”

Her shoulders turned and she looked away. “Alex,” she whined in a quiet panic.

“Hang up,” I demanded.

Her eyes cut to Hunter, but she did as she was told, and ended the call. “Who is that?”

Hunter growled louder.

I snapped my fingers and issued a command. “Hunter, go lie down.”

She tracked my hundred-and-twenty-pound canine as he obediently went to his bed against the far wall. “He looks like a hunter.”

Fuck, she looked like my ex-wife. “He is. What are you doing here?” She had white-blonde hair, and ice-blue eyes that were almost colorless. She was too thin, but she was so damn beautiful she took my breath away. The sight of her standing in my house fucked with my head, and memories of a life I used to have surfaced.

She inhaled and fear crossed her features before she covered it with attitude. “Alex said I could be here.”

I buried my past and studied her. “This is my house.”

“So?” Her arms crossed. “You want me to ask nicely?” She bit the last word out with forced attitude.

She didn’t look spoiled, she looked afraid. “Tell me why you’re here.” Expensive clothes, delicate features, she wasn’t a woman who had nowhere to go.

“Because Alex decided to play house with someone else.”

I looked for telltale signs of jealousy. “You in love with him?”

Her attitude morphed into defiance and her accent disappeared as she spat an explanation out. “He’s a manwhore. I fucked him for three years because my husband paid for it. Only stupid women fall for unavailable men. Anything else you want to know?”

My dick pulsed at the thought of getting her under me, but I shoved down the notion and picked up on the important part of her info dump. “You fuck your husband?” I’d ask what happened to her accent later.

A faint blush hit her cheeks. “No.”

Calculated, slow, I moved toward the kitchen island separating us. Right-handed, I pulled my 9mm out of the holster at my back, set it on the counter and lowered my voice. “Why are you lying?”

She eyed the gun, but she didn’t back up. “I don’t fuck him. His dick is useless.”

I didn’t take my hand off my piece. “There’s more than one way to fuck a woman.”

Her chest rose with an inhale, her face went blank and her accent showed back up. “I am tired with these questions. You want to shoot me? Shoot. You can’t make this day any worse.” She smirked. “Unless you want to fuck me.”

I dropped my gaze to her small, but perfect breasts. “I don’t fuck for free.”

She snorted out a laugh. “Of course you don’t.”

“I also don’t fuck used merchandise.” It was a lie. I didn’t give a fuck, but I threw it out there hoping my brain would pick up on it and listen to reason, because my dick sure as hell wasn’t.

This time her cheeks went red. “You’re an asshole. No wonder you’re Alex’s friend.”

“And you’re his client.”

She scoffed. “Was. Past tense.”

“You still belong to someone.” She hadn’t used past tense when she’d mentioned her husband.

She didn’t deny it. “That’s not a question.”

“How long has your husband owned you?” She was cover-model gorgeous and she was all attitude. She was someone’s toy.

“He doesn’t own me.”

Bullshit. “He paid for you.” One way or another.

“No, he didn’t.”

He did, and she didn’t look like property a man would easily part with. “He know where you are?”

“He kicked me out,” she quickly rattled off the excuse. “He doesn’t care where I am.”

She was lying. I could see it in her eyes. “What’s your name?” I asked, testing her.

“What’s yours?” she countered.

“You know what it is.” I shouldn’t have engaged in conversation with her, let alone given a shit about her lying to me, but something was off and I wanted to know what it was.

“Dane what?”

I eyed her, wondering why she was being cagey. “You first.”

Her shoulders squared, but not with pride. “Irina Tsarko Fedorov.”

I stilled.

Fedorov.

Viktor Fedorov.

The Russian mafia’s biggest arms dealer in the States. Viktor Fedorov, the gun runner who rumor had it was fucking impotent from a deranged sex slave who’d broken his dick as revenge.

That Viktor Fedorov.

And his wife was standing in my kitchen.

Jesus Christ.

I stared, but every sense I had went on high alert. I listened. I smelled her perfume. I cataloged everything in my peripheral vision as I went through a mental checklist. Exterior lights not tripped, outer perimeter breached twice, Vega’s McLaren on the video feed both times, back property not breached, interior motion sensors deactivated, the access road’s only recorded traffic was me and Vega.

I scanned the living room then I looked at her, really looked, because Fedorov had a reputation for being a sick fuck.

No bruising, no nervous glancing, no blood.

My gaze cut to the cell phone in her hand.

Fuck. Fuck.

“Give me your phone,” I demanded.

She pulled it closer. “No.”

“How long ago did you leave your husband?” How long had he been tracking her to my goddamn house?

“I told you, he kicked me out.”

If I were him, I’d retrieve her before the worst of the storm hit. One, maybe two hours, then the roads wouldn’t be passable. He’d have to wait until tomorrow. Goddamn it.

My jaw ticked and I fought to keep from ripping the cell from her hands. “Listen closely, because I’m only going to say this once.” I leveled her with a deadly look. “If you’re married to Viktor Fedorov, give me your phone right fucking now or walk out of my house.”

She slid her phone across the counter.

I grabbed it, disabled the Wi-Fi and pulled the back off to look for a physical tracker. Nothing. I powered it down then pulled out the SIM card.

“What are you doing?” she snapped.

I ignored her question. “How long have you been here?” I could check the time stamp on the feeds on my phone, but asking was quicker.

She glanced at the clock on the oven, but she didn’t answer.

“How long?” I barked.

She flinched. “A couple hours.”

“Has he called?”

“No.”

I threw her phone and SIM back on the counter. “Don’t turn it on.” Not that it mattered. He already knew where she was. “Have you ever run before?”

“I am done telling you that he wanted me to leave, not the other way around.” The attitude in her tone started to falter under the weight of her bullshit.

Every word out of her mouth was lie, and Vega was a fucking idiot. “Three years?”

“What?” Her hands twisted.

“You fucked Vega for three years while being married to Viktor Fedorov?” And Vega never questioned who her husband was or why he paid for it?

She tried to glare at me. “I’m not repeating myself.”

So she’d said, but I saw right fucking through her. “Did he ever make you come?” She was all show, no substance. I threw the question out to purposely take her off guard.

She didn’t fall for it. “Let me guess, you’re some kind of sick pervert who gets off on watching other people fuck?”

“I don’t have to watch to know you never had a real orgasm.” Too much adrenaline for one day, the storm kicking into high gear, I was out of patience. “I’m going to secure the house. You want to lie about why you’re here, fine. But know this, anyone who steps foot on my property, I will fucking shoot.” I holstered my gun and whistled for Hunter. He ran to the door and whined for me to open it. “Patrol.” I issued the command and let him outside.

Panic finally laced the blonde’s voice. “Wait! Where are you going? I closed the shutters.”

I didn’t spare her a glance. “I noticed.” I walked out.

The wind blew bands of rain sideways as I walked across the yard to the barn. Hunter ran the perimeter like I’d trained him to do, then beat me to the barn door. “Good boy.” I let us in then pulled the brace down across the heavy wood door. Not that it would stop an armed man, but it’d stop a spoiled blonde.

Kicking two pallets aside, I pulled on the trap door to my command center, and pain shot up my side. “Goddamn it,” I grunted.

Hunter nervously paced.

“It’s fine, come on. Downstairs.” I bit out the command, and Hunter descended the steps in front of me. I gritted my teeth and shut the hundred-and-fifty pound hatch door with my good arm. Thirty seconds later, all my monitors were on. I scanned the security feeds and checked all the access point warnings. Thankfully nothing new had shown up since I’d checked my mobile security app.

I typed an encrypted e-mail one-handed, confirming today’s assignment, then I waited two minutes to check the balance on the account number I’d provided. An eight-hundred-thousand dollar deposit appeared, and I diverted the funds to four different accounts.

I sat back in my chair and rubbed a hand over my face. “What do you think, Hunter?”

Hunter whined.

“Agree. She’s fucking trouble.”

He nudged my side and barked once.

I looked down. Blood soaked through my wet shirt.
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He was a thousand times scarier than Viktor.

Huge shoulders, rippling muscles, perfectly cut features as if carved by an artist’s hand, Dane was the most beautiful yet frightening man I’d ever seen. His intense gaze was ruthless. His cold detachment was that of a killer, but it was his commanding presence that had me terrified. He was so authoritative, he made me want to kneel at his feet, and that was a dangerous, slippery slope for someone like me.

Despite the comment he’d thrown out about fucking, I knew he wasn’t an escort, not like the man my husband had sent me to for three years. Alex Vega lived for the money he made fucking women. But instinct told me Dane couldn’t care less about the money. No, he wasn’t an escort. Just like the bodyguards my husband hired to protect him, Dane had the markings of a killer. I’d stake my life on it. He had blood on his hands as sure as I had lies on my lips, and that threw me into a panic.

I didn’t want to stay there another second.

But where was I going to go? Viktor had alienated me from all of my friends five years ago. My mother had more loyalty to Viktor than she did to me, and I didn’t have two cents to my name.

I stared at the carnage of my phone, and defeat rose like bile in my throat. Before I could change my mind, I grabbed the pieces of my phone and put it back together. Dread crawled up my spine, and I did something I’d sworn I would never do again. I called my husband.

“You can’t run.” Viktor’s sick laugh filled my head. “I know where you are, pet.”

“Come get me.” I tried to convince myself it was better to be with the enemy you know.

He spoke in Russian on purpose.

“You know I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

His tone bled false patience. “How many times have I told you to learn the language of your heritage?”

He was in one of his moods. “I am American.”

He snorted. “Because your mother made the mistake of coming here when she was pregnant does not change the fact you are Russian.”

I glanced nervously at the door Dane had walked out of. “Come now.”

He laughed. “What’s the matter? Did your boyfriend throw you out?”

“Alex is not my boyfriend.” He never was. He’d merely been the weekly appointment Viktor made me keep for three years because he got off on the control of making me fuck another man. And I’d stupidly kept going every week. Then I’d gone to Alex this morning when I’d run from Viktor, because I literally had nowhere else to go. But Alex told me he’d met someone then dumped me at his friend’s house, saying I had three days to figure my life out before his friend came home.

Except Dane had come home early, there was a hurricane blowing in, and my life had gone from bad to worse.

“Do not pretend you did not like my gift,” Viktor warned. “You like all my gifts.”

My skin crawled. “If you don’t want me to come home, then fine, I won’t.” I hung up.

Three seconds later, my phone rang and I answered without saying a thing because this was the game he expected.

“Are you trying to make me angry, petal?”

Hearing the nickname simultaneously made bile rise up my throat and moisture pool between my legs, because I’d been carefully conditioned. I swallowed down my hatred for him and threw out the one insult I knew would make him angrier. “You’re not a man.”

“Yet you always come back for more.” There was no humor in his voice.

I ground my teeth. “Give me what you promised.”

“Come and get it,” he taunted.

My nostrils flared. “It’s been five years. That was the deal. The clock has run out.” He’d made me a promise when I’d agreed to marry him. It was the only reason I’d agreed to the marriage. We both knew that.

“I am perfectly aware of what the calendar says, but you haven’t earned your keep.”

I sucked in a breath and told myself not to fall into the trap. “I have a prenup. I can walk into any lawyer’s office and get my five-hundred-thousand.” I’d made sure I’d had that prenup before I married him. If we divorced before five years, I got nothing, but anything after five years, I got half a million. That was his promise.

“Then why haven’t you?”

I hated him. I hated what he’d turned me into. And I hated myself for allowing it to happen. Exhaling, I dropped my voice to barely a whisper. “Please come get me.”

“Are you on your knees?” he asked casually.

“No.” Even now, I couldn’t lie to him.

“On your knees,” he barked. “Ask nicely.”

I dropped to my knees in shame, as if he could see me. “Please, Viktor.”

“Please what?” he snapped.

I gripped the phone tighter. “Please, sir.”

“Please, sir, what?”

Damn it, damn it, damn it. “Please, sir, will you come get me?”

“And?”

Oh God. “And show me who I belong to?” My traitorous nipples pebbled as disgust crawled across my skin.

“Spread your knees.”

My bare shins scraped across Dane’s wooden floor, and I did what we both knew I would. “Yes, sir.” Viktor had seen my weakness when he’d met me, and he’d carefully cultivated it for five years, turning me into a woman I no longer recognized.

“Lift your dress to your waist.”

I glanced at the door again then took a risk. “Please, sir. Do not make me do this here.” Anything I asked for could backfire horribly, but I was desperate. I wanted out of Dane’s house. He was too handsome, too commanding and too much to think about. I didn’t allow myself to think about other men, let alone a future. And I’d done nothing since I walked into his house except wonder what it’d be like to live there, and I couldn’t do it another second. Especially now that I’d seen its owner. I didn’t want to be there, and I didn’t want Dane to see me like this. I knew nothing about the man, but the thought of him witnessing my weakness made my stomach crawl.

“Lift the dress above your breasts.”

I pulled my lips into my mouth and made a choice. Viktor couldn’t see me. He’d never know. “Okay,” I whispered.

There was a pause, then barely veiled fury filled his voice. “Do you want to pay for that lie now or later?”

“Please, sir. He could come back at any moment.” I bit my lip.

“Where is he?” he barked.

“He went outside. There’s a barn on the property.” The second I said it, I felt like I’d betrayed Dane.

“He is not watching you?”

Viktor always liked an audience. “No.”

“Spread your legs wider.”

I knew what was coming, yet I didn’t say no. My mind and my body conditioned, I rocked back to my ass and dropped my knees all the way open. “Yes, sir.” I bit my lip.

“Two fingers, now.”

I shoved two fingers inside my own cunt and jammed my thumb against my clit. The exhaled moan was involuntary.

“Three strokes,” Viktor demanded.

My eyes closed and I tried to drift like I always did. Making my core my sole existence, using my fingers as my only tether, I did exactly what he told me to do. I stroked three times, but I didn’t drift. I didn’t become a need and a relief. It wasn’t a mindless act. My body wasn’t taking over. I wasn’t thinking about nothing except a physical release. I was thinking about a six-foot-four stranger with short dark hair and too many muscles.

“Petal,” my husband purred.

In that moment, I wanted the orgasm more than I’d ever wanted anything. I wanted to come thinking about a man so fiercely handsome that all other men paled in comparison. I wanted to come on his kitchen floor, but for the first time in five years, I didn’t want to come of my own accord. I wanted the stoic stranger to make me come. “Oh God.”

“If you come, I will make you bleed.”

Fear mixed with shame and crawled across my skin as I pulled my fingers out. “I didn’t, sir.”

“Wipe those two fingers across your phone. Let me hear it.”

My cunt constricting at the loss of contact, I rubbed my wet fingers across the speaker part of the phone, because that’s what I had been trained to do. Obey.

Viktor growled low in his throat. “I am going to smell that phone when I get to you.”

I wanted to cry. “Yes, sir.” I hadn’t cried in five years.

“In your mouth, clean yourself,” he ordered. “Let me hear you suck.”

I shoved my fingers in my mouth and sucked loudly. I swirled my tongue and hated every second of my body’s quivering need.

“Cover my cunt.”

I dropped my dress down and started to get up. “Yes, sir.”

“No,” he barked. “You stay on your knees until I come for you.”

Chastised worse than any talking-to I’d ever suffered as a child, I nodded because a small part of me felt as if I deserved this. I’d brought my fucked-up life into a stranger’s house, and now I was fantasizing about him on his kitchen floor as I had phone sex with my husband. “Yes, sir.” I wasn’t just a terrible person. I was pathetic.

The tone in his voice that said he controlled everything about me left and my husband’s cadence returned to mild amusement. “Have you fucked the Marine?”

“You know I am not at Alex’s.” I dropped the sir.

“Your Mr. Marek is a marine,” he said too casually.

“Marek?” That was his last name?

“Dane Marek,” Viktor said with disgust.

“He is not mine.” A man like that would never be mine.

“Alex Vega wasn’t yours either.”

My chest rose and fell with an exhale. I knew what was coming. “I know,” I carefully answered.

“Should I kill him?”

My heart leapt against my ribs because it wasn’t the first time Viktor had threatened this. I didn’t love Alex. I was incapable of love because I carefully shut that part of myself off the second I became Viktor’s. But Alex didn’t deserve anything other than Viktor’s money, so I recited the same speech I always gave Viktor when he got like this. “I am tired of Alex. He doesn’t make me come. He is nothing. He can have his other clients.”

Viktor chuckled. “That’s right, only I tell you when to come. All right, I will give you your wish and leave Alex Vega alone this time. But if you change your mind….” He trailed off.

I pressed a hand to my chest and fake pouted. “Why aren’t you coming for me?”

“There is a hurricane, pet. It was not my choice to have you go out in it.”

And it wasn’t my choice to have him drag me from bed and force me to crawl downstairs and kneel at his feet while he ate breakfast. “You made me lick your plate.” He hadn’t done that in years. Not since he’d broken me.

His voice turned to liquid charm. “Do you think I do not know what my wife needs? Did you think I did not see your willfulness? Your disrespect? You needed to be reminded who you belong to. You asked for it.”

“No, I didn’t,” I whispered, closing my eyes against the memory of the forced orgasms that came after. For five years my life had been brutal punishments followed by vibrator-induced orgasms. Viktor never touched me with his own hands in affection, only punishment. Still on my knees, I fought to keep from closing my legs and rubbing my thighs together because, despite the disgust in my mind, my body had wanted those orgasms. It’d been conditioned to want them.

“Where are you?” Viktor abruptly changed the subject.

“At his house?” The answer came out like a question.

“I know whose house you are in, pet. What room?”

Oh God. No. “The kitchen?” My voice faltered.

“Reach between your legs, petal,” he quietly demanded.

“Please, sir,” I begged. “Not here.” I looked at the utensil canister on the counter by the stove. This time it wouldn’t be a simple fingering.

He inhaled as if fighting for patience. “Petal.”

I said nothing. I waited like I’d learned to.

A string of Russian curses filled my ear, then he exhaled. “Fine, this once, I will come get you.”

I remembered Dane’s threat. “Mr. Marek said he will shoot anyone who comes on his property.”

Viktor laughed for real. “Let him try.” He hung up.

“Going somewhere?”

I jerked my head around.

Blood all over his shirt, soaked from head to toe, Dane stood there dripping on his kitchen floor.
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I couldn’t have been more wrong if I’d tried. She not only knew what it was like to come, she knew what it was like to fucking hurt for it.

I’d misread every single thing about her. “You’re his sub,” I accused.

Her nipples hard, her thighs shaking, she stared at me guiltily as she rushed to get up. “You’re bleeding.”

How long had she been on her knees? “How deep?”

“Wh-what?”

Goddamn it. “You want out?” I’d heard enough of her side of the conversation. I saw the look on her face. She was so fucking far past desperation, she wanted back in because she couldn’t see a way out.

She averted her gaze. “My husband is coming to get me. Do not shoot him.”

“I asked you a question.” Something had happened. She was here for a reason.

She lifted her head only enough to look at my side. “You are hurt.”

“Not like you.” My wound was physical.

She reached for the towel hanging on the oven door. “You are making a mess all over the floor.” She dropped it at my feet. “Stand on that. I will help you before he gets here.” She spun.

“If you don’t tell me why you ran, he’s not going to make it up the driveway.” I didn’t make idle threats.

“Men,” she huffed in irritation as she walked down the hallway. Seconds later, a completely different woman than the one who’d been on her knees on my kitchen floor was in front of me. She dropped a larger towel at my feet and held on to another. “Tell your dog to come here and not bite me.”

“Hunter, come. Sit.” My German shepherd circled her then sat next to my feet. “He won’t bite.”

She bent and quickly towel dried his fur. Then she stood and eyed me. “Take your shirt off,” she demanded.

Staring into her ice-blue eyes, I grasped her chin and she went dead still. I searched every inch of her face, but she didn’t even blink. “You like giving orders?” I quietly asked. “Or taking them?”

She drew in a breath at my second question, but none of the defensiveness or attitude she had earlier returned. “Do you like bleeding all over your floor?”

I stared at her. I was no longer looking at another man’s submissive on my floor. I was looking at a desperate, broken woman who was holding herself together. She wasn’t just beautiful, she was fucking stunning. The instinct to protect kicked in and I wanted to kill Viktor Fedorov. “Tell me why you ran.”

“What happened to your side?” she deflected.

I dropped my hand and pulled my shirt over my head one-handed. “I was stabbed.”

Her gaze cut to my ribs then to my shoulder. She tried to hide her surprise. “And your shoulder?”

“Shot.” She was no longer the inconvenience I’d encountered an hour ago. She was a fucking disaster about to detonate my life to hell. Every instinct I had said she was going to shred my careful existence worse than any fucking IED.

She scanned the other scars on my chest, then she pressed the kitchen towel to my ribs. “Your stitches aren’t holding.”

I lifted my arm to give her better access because I was a goddamn fool. “I broke through them in the barn.” Her scent was pure woman and desire, but she smelled like fucking trouble.

Oblivious to my thoughts, she nodded once. “Do you have a first aid kit?”

I peered down at her, wondering how far I would let this go. “Would you know what to do with it if I did?”

“I guess you’re about to find out. Where is it?” Her straight white-blonde hair covered her face as she pulled back the towel to see the wound.

Already pushing at the last boundary I had in my life, I brushed the strands behind her ear.

She flinched, then sucked in a breath and glanced up at me.

“You okay?” I quietly asked.

Her chest rose and fell, and she looked at me like she was seeing me for the first time. “Yes.”

I didn’t do affection. Affection was complication and complication was attachment, and I didn’t get attached. Fucking ever. “Linen closet, top shelf.” I brushed the back of my hand across her cheek.

Her small fingers closed over
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