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      My cock jerked as the words left my mouth and I gave the order for Melissa to do what I wanted. I surely hadn’t intended the evening to wind up with me ordering my girl to show me her virgin cunt, but I’d given her the chance to say no.

      I wouldn’t have liked hearing it, but I would have honored her preferences.

      She didn’t do what I said immediately. Instead, my darling Melissa stood, her hands visibly quivering as she twisted them in the material of her blouse and approached closer.

      I hummed in satisfaction; not even upset she wasn’t obeying me promptly. I bent my finger toward her, and she came forward another step. Then one more, until she was standing straight in front of me and the delicious aroma of her innocence filled my nostrils.

      She lifted her hand, and I tensed when she placed the tips of her fingers on the center of my chest. Melissa trailed them down, and my abdomen constricted. She let out a gentle breath and slid her fingers over my side, her delicate nails scratching gently over the fabric.

      I’d never felt such tremendous fucking pleasure, and she wasn’t even touching my bare skin. And for just a second, my eyes closed as I gave in to the sensations.

      That’s all the time my tiny wildcat needed.

      She grabbed my gun and stumbled back.

      I didn’t rush her, didn’t even move. I squinted my eyes and snarled low as she pointed the handgun squarely at me.

      Her hands trembled and her expression expressed so much uncertainty.

      My cock thickened even more.

      I took a step forward, and she shook her head vehemently, moving to the side and away from the bed.

      She was rushing toward the bedroom door, but my sweet child wouldn’t get far even if she got out. The door stopped her from going any further, and I advanced, my movements languid, lazy even.

      Melissa lifted her arms and clasped her fists securely around the weapon. The gun was now level with my chest.

      “Don’t come any closer or I’ll shoot.” Her voice shook as much as her hands did. “I swear to fucking God, Billy, I’ll put a bullet right through your heart.”

      I grinned and reached down, squeezing the gigantic erection I had. It was growing thicker and harder with each passing second.

      God she is fucking hot!

      I moved forward until I crowded her. The muzzle of the gun now pressed to the center of my chest. I placed one hand beside her head on the door and used my other to curl my fingers around hers, keeping the gun pressed against my body.

      She licked her lips, and I fixed my focus on the act, keeping back my groan at the vision of those gorgeous, pink and plump lips wrapped around my cock.

      “Caught you off guard,” she muttered. “Only reason I got this damn thing.” Her voice was a little stronger, a little deeper. Her arousal was coming through.

      I groaned at the very thought of her pussy being wet for me, all juicy and ripe for my cock. I leaned forward so the gun jabbed harder into my chest.

      Her eyes widened as she glanced down, the worry on her expression apparent enough that I realized she had no plans of shooting me. “You surprised me, you sexy, little vixen.” I grinned. “Bet your gorgeous ass has never even shot a gun, let alone held one.”

      She swung her gaze up to mine before it narrowed slightly. “You don’t know shit about me.”

      Oh, how wrong she was.

      “You know that’s a lie, Sunshine.”

      She wet her lips once more. “I’ve held plenty of guns. You have to know how to conduct yourself when you’re nothing and⁠—”

      I had a hold of her throat before she even finished getting the words out, my mouth so close to hers that I knew she’d feel my lips move as I spoke. “Never, ever fucking say you’re nothing. And certainly not in my fucking presence, Sunshine.”

      I felt her hold on the gun lessen and, with a twist of my hand, snatched the gun away and held it up between us.

      She stared at me, scared, and I couldn’t help but breathe out in arousal.

      “You’ve never fucking held a gun in your life.” I switched the safety off to illustrate my point.

      Her lips pushed together tightly, and I dragged my tongue across them, causing her to cry out in outrage and need.

      With the safety still off, I retreated an inch and, while retaining her eyes, trailed my tongue up the barrel and licked the muzzle.

      I placed the safety back in place and shoved the gun in the rear waistband of my sweats. And then, I slammed my hand on the door on the other side of her head and crowded the hell out of her.

      “Now, lie to me again and tell me your pussy isn’t wet right now.”
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      My heart was hammering. My body was hot in the most uncomfortable, exciting, way. I’d never been so scared, never genuinely feared for my life, but right now, I felt like I was being carried to my death by the huge beast of a man in front of me.

      But even if I was afraid as hell right now, I knew what I was doing was right.

      Because it would save my piece of shit brother and father. I shouldn’t care what happened to them. It wasn’t like they had ever done anything but bring my life turmoil and required me to bail them out more times than not.

      But they’re family.

      The only ones I have left on this horrible planet.

      And so, I proceeded further into the bowels of a disused warehouse that smelled like mold, age, and hints of decay, all in hopes I could trade for my family’s lives with one of the largest drug lords in Desolation, New York.

      Billy Leonard.

      Smoothing my hands down the too tight shirt and short skirt, I felt stupid. But I needed to show Billy what I provided.

      It wasn’t money.

      And it wasn’t because I had any relationships that would help him.

      It was my body and the use of it.

      The only thing I had.

      I swallowed forcefully, feeling even more silly at the concept that a man like Billy would make any kind of deal with me, let alone a sexual one that would get my father and brother out of the hole they’d dug themselves in.

      A little later, the man brought me into a room that appeared like it had formerly been an office. A damaged, metal table was off to one side and a tan, slightly corroded filing cabinet on the other.

      The walls were composed of white, peeling cinder block, and the aroma enveloping me was a mixture of stale air and disuse.

      The big man didn’t speak to me when he left me in the room.

      I paced the length, my nervousness growing as the seconds passed by. Several times, I glanced at the door, and the more I was locked in here waiting for Billy to arrive, the more I told myself this was a stupid idea.

      I had to get out of here.

      I was in front of the door and grasping the handle before the thought had left my head, and just as I pulled it open, prepared to step out, my body met with one that was massive and hard and smelled like spicy, expensive cologne.

      My hands automatically went to the strong chest, and my face smacked against layers of clothing. The suit under my palms wasn’t able to hide the steady, unbothered beat of a heart.

      Massive, tattooed hands reached up and seized my wrists. It wasn’t unpleasant, but he applied purposeful pressure to let me know he could snap the bones as easily as tearing a turkey wishbone in half.

      “I didn’t order entertainment,” the deep, extremely male voice replied with evident disinterest.

      I tipped my head back… and back… until I was peering into the face of the crime lord himself, Billy Leonard.

      I wanted to tell him I wasn’t the fucking entertainment, but I corrected myself instantly since that’s exactly why the hell I was here.

      God, he was dangerously attractive with short dark hair done a touch recklessly, strands flopping across his forehead, and piercing gray eyes that reminded me of stormy days.

      I tugged my hands free and when he let me go, I knew it was because he allowed it.

      Billy stood in the doorway, the three-piece suit he wore not masking his raw force and powerful build.

      “Going somewhere?” he asked and stepped inside, pushing me backwards.

      I saw the bodyguard right on the other side, and without glancing inside the room, he slammed the door, locking me in with a man I knew could kill me and bury my body where no one could find me.

      I grasped the strap of my counterfeit purse but didn’t walk any closer. I lingered beside the already closed door as if it would protect me. A moment passed with neither of us speaking, but I was vividly aware of the way Billy observed me with a stony face.

      Dead eyes. That’s what he had.

      He headed toward the desk off to the side, the metal one that looked worse for wear. The piece of furniture was dented and scuffed with a stack of papers that had a covering of dust atop them. He leaned against the edge, arms folded, biceps bulging underneath his suit.

      He looked deadly.

      Violent.

      He appeared obviously handsome in the way the devil was gorgeous but oozed pure wickedness.

      “What is it you want?” His tone showed no inclination, his expression still voids of emotion.

      It was evident he couldn’t care less about my presence, and I now felt immensely silly for believing I could sway a criminal lord like Billy Leonard into achieving what I needed.

      But I was here.

      The worst thing he could tell me was to get the fuck out. Or maybe that wasn’t the worst but that’s the only route I was willing to think about.

      My mouth felt dry, so trying to form any words was impossible. Finally, after telling myself to woman-the-fuck-up, I cleared my throat and shuffled on my feet. “I have a proposition for you.”

      He lifted a dark brow. He looked me up and down with the most unimpressed face a human could imagine.

      “My brother and father…” I moistened my lips, my throat felt tight and dry. “They’ve gotten themselves into some trouble with you.”

      He still exhibited no reaction and didn’t break eye contact.

      I did everything in my ability to maintain my concentration on him. I knew it would come across as a weakness if I didn’t. The last thing I wanted was to exhibit that in front of this man.

      I liked to tell myself I was actually doing this because they were my only remaining relatives. But the truth was, my hand was being guided in this decision. If I didn’t come up with the money to bail them out, no amount of running, or hiding would save me.

      “I know who owes me money, Miss Barry.”

      My heart labored overtime. I didn’t know why I was so taken aback by the fact he clearly knew who my brother and father were.

      Duh!

      Of course, he’d know all his business dealings. He wouldn’t be as high on the food chain if he didn’t.

      “You know my name.” I didn’t phrase it like a question, and the little lift of his mouth wasn’t at all humorous.

      “Of course.” He pushed away from the desk and stalked toward me. “I need to know all the lifelines of the pieces of shit who owe me, so that if need be, I know where to take lives.”

      I realized I’d been backing up as he drew closer, so now the cold, cinder brick wall halted my escape.

      “I know everything about you, Melissa Barry.” His voice had lowered deeper. “I knew you were asking around about me and trying to find me. You think I give my location out to anybody who comes knocking?”

      He ran his thumb over his bottom lip, then sucked in his teeth as if the very thought annoyed him. “Such a pretty, little thing you are. I could eat you before you even realized it.”

      His voice was low, menacing. I couldn’t comprehend him, his voice deep and dark, his pronunciation of Melissa immaculate and beautiful even yet he seemed so evil.

      “I feel starved.” His eyes slid to my lips. “How the fuck do you think you got this meeting with me? You think I didn’t make sure I had every single minute of you here planned before I sent word out to have men bring you to me?”

      Oh, God, I made a terrible mistake.

      My heart was thumping so fiercely it hurt, the pain unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

      It was terrifying.

      Real, bone- deep fear that held me immobilized.

      I felt that I had held the cards at this meeting, and had the upper hand. How incorrect I’d been.

      “Your douchebag father owes me fifty grand, and that’s increasing daily with interest.” His voice fell even lower.

      It was a tone I was sure he saved for individuals he was ready to strangle.

      My throat pinched tighter.

      God, I didn’t know it was that much.

      “And your brother, the dickless motherfucker who’s not only a user, but also peddling his inferior quality, made-in-the-bathroom shit in my territory owes me twenty grand in potentially lost revenue.”

      I put my palms flat against the stone behind me. The hard, frigid feeling not doing a damn thing to calm me down. I felt I’d pass out from Billy’s stare alone. I recognized he had a small accent, not one that was really visible, but his clear fury, albeit hidden, was still noticeable.

      “So, are you the one who’s going to come up with that money, Melissa?” He moved a step back, and I sucked in a breath of air. “Because I planned on having a private meeting with both assholes and seeing what they came up with in terms of payment.”

      He grinned suddenly, all straight, white teeth that reminded me of a creature knowing he had its victim in a death grasp.

      “I could never come up with that kind of money.” My voice was hardly audible.

      “Is that right?” He sounded bored. “What were your intentions by coming here?” He crossed those beefy arms over his wide chest and stared down at me. He inspected me from toe to head, a contemptuous grimace on his face. “Let me guess.” He brushed a hand over his face, the sound of his palm scraping over his stubbled jaw excessively loud in the still room. “You’re wearing clothes that make me think you’re willing to sell your body for a little coin.” His voice sounded so… bored.

      His gaze was concentrated straight on me. His gray irises seemed so dark it was like a mirror of the pits of hell, I was sure.

      “Am I correct in assuming that’s why you’re here? That’s why you wanted to meet me so fucking badly?” He ground his teeth, his gaze traveling up and down my body with a look of utter contempt.

      “I–I don’t know why I’m here.” It wasn’t a total lie. I understood my goals coming here, but now, standing in front of Billy, I was questioning every single damn thing.

      A scowl covered his features, and I felt my heart drop into the very bottom of my stomach.

      “Don’t fucking lie to me, little girl.”

      As long seconds passed by without either of us speaking, I knew there was no other option than the only one he was offering, to be honest because he already knew why I was here.

      Like a sadist, he wants me to say the fucking words.

      I brushed off the perspiration that was building on my brow. Looking down at my clothes, embarrassment hit me with the feeling I could have pulled this off.

      Had I really imagined that I could convince Matte, a blasted crime lord, of anything by wearing revealing clothing?

      I lifted my attention and saw him still studying me. I licked my lips and saw how his attention slid down to watch the act.

      The corner of his mouth lifted in a sneer, and I took a minute to marvel at how the cloth of his suit jacket stretched across his shoulders. His muscles were evident, and I let the thought of what this large, massively powerful man would look like with no clothing on.

      I could just imagine all those strong, defined muscles straining and flexing as he moved. I could see the tattoos peeking out from the costly cloth that covered him, and I thought about how much ink covered his olive-toned body.

      I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t catch my thoughts as I watched him walk, stalk… saunter closer. And then, he was once again standing in front of me, and I was staring up at his massive, hard body. His glance rested on my eye. The one that had a black and blue bruise covering the side. The one I wasn’t able to entirely cover with makeup.

      His jaw tensed, the sound of his teeth grinding together deafening in the small confines. When he gazed into my eyes, I saw this blackness in them that had me taking in a sharp breath because a sliver of panic swept over me. This was the look of death. This was me peering into the eyes of the Devil.

      I froze.

      Out of my peripheral vision, I noticed Billy raise his hand. Instinctively, I cringed away, and I watched the fire in his eyes swell to an inferno.

      But he didn’t strike me. He cupped the side of my face, his thumb stroking directly under the border of the bruise under my eye.

      Gently.

      God… so tenderly.

      “Who did this to you?” His voice was so low I felt chills of ice race up and down my spine.

      I shook my head but wasn’t sure what I denied.

      Billy moved in close, his mouth now near my ear, so I felt the warm tendrils of his breath caressing the shell. “You’ll fucking tell me who did this to you, and you’ll tell me now.”

      I closed my eyes and shuddered for reasons other than uneasiness and terror. I trembled because the feeling of his body pressed so closely to mine made me feel things that tightened areas of me no one had even seen or touched before.

      “It’s nothing,” I finally answered, my voice whisper thin.

      His breathing increased slightly, but he didn’t answer. He just kept brushing his thumb lightly over my cheek before pulling back and looked into my eyes.

      “I know who fucking touched you. I can see the truth in your eyes whether you voice the words.” After a second, he backed away, and I sucked in a deep lungful of air.

      I wasn't sure what he saw in my expression, but whatever it was, the corner of his mouth raised slightly, and he chuckled.

      “Careful, Mellie,” he muttered, low and rough. “I can see you thinking about me fucking you, and I may just do that in this piece of shit, dirty warehouse.” He grinned. “And I’m the type of bastard who wouldn’t care if you cried because I was making you my whore.”

      I saw something in his eyes, this spark of something I couldn’t decipher. But it somehow softened his comments, made them less ugly and aggressive.

      And before I knew it, Billy was standing right in front of me. A little sound left me. Maybe a gulp. Maybe an inhale of breath. Either way, I couldn’t contain myself right now.

      “Use your words, Sunshine.”

      The way he used that endearment made something flutter in the most personal portions of my body, a feeling I’d never experienced before. It scared me, made me a little frightened of how much I liked it. But I resented him saying something that could be so nice.

      He breathed a gruff chuckle when I didn’t answer. He turned and went back to the desk, leaned against it again, and waited.

      Just waited.

      “My father and brother have done bad things.”

      “They’re pieces of fucking shit, Melissa.” He inclined his head to the side. “Why the fuck would you want to help either of those assholes? They don’t do stuff for you. They don’t provide for you, support you, and they sure as hell don’t love you, little girl.”

      My throat closed up because I knew he was right. “Because they’re all I’ve got in this world”

      “I’m going to give you a piece of free fucking advice, Sunshine. You don’t need anyone in this godforsaken, filthy planet to save one person.” His face got darker… meaner. “Yourself. That’s the only person you can count on.” He tapped his temple. “Fucking remember that.”

      The silence stretched out, and the more it remained, the more uncomfortable I felt.

      I’d heard enough murmurs and tales about what type of man Billy was.

      Thief.

      Murderer.

      Drug and crime lord.

      The list went on and on.

      Just do it.

      Say it.

      “Isn’t there something I can do to make things right? Some accord we can come to terms with?”

      In the back of my mind, I asked myself why I gave two shits about what happened to Zak and Nash Barry. It was true they’d never done anything to make my life simpler.

      Had there been lovely memories of my father and brother? Maybe? If I had them, they were few and few between that they almost looked like fever dreams, things I’d made up to cover the ugliness of how my childhood and life had been.

      I couldn’t even recall a time before I was five years old. It felt like I’d woken up one day that age, pushed into that awful world where I was looking up at my father and brother as they shared a needle and shot up.

      “Something to make things right?” Billy said in a bored tone.

      I felt a stray tear fall down my cheek and realized I couldn’t do this. No amount of aiding them would change my future. It wouldn’t help the outlook of how things would play out.

      I forced myself to think of all the times they’d let me down.

      When I was seven, my father dislocated my shoulder because he held me too tightly in a drug-induced rage when he thought I was an intruder. Or when I was ten years old and my brother made me buy his drugs from the corner in the middle of the night because he was too much of a coward, scared the dealer he owed money to would see him.

      I was upset that I didn’t let myself think about all the things they’d done to me over the years, refusing to allow that darkness creep in deep because I still hung on to the belief that family was family and that one-day things would get better.

      But after failed treatment attempts, I knew my “family” only cared about one thing, and that was what benefited them.

      “Family doesn’t even mean anything,” I murmured.

      I’d been nearly stabbed, battered and burned, and verbally and mentally assaulted by the people who should have loved me and cared for me. They only loved me when it suited them, when they needed to exploit me for something.

      I would be better off if they were dead.

      “Would you like me to make that possible?” Billy’s voice was deep but smooth, like black silk.

      I jerked myself out
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