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A bad boy billionaire

An alpha silver fox

A top-notch lawyer

Getting spanked wasn’t on her resume until she met me.

I needed a new woman to teach her how to be the perfect sub.

And I found her at a new nightclub across town.

She was innocent and didn’t stand a chance under my expert hands.

I knew that I could bend her any way I wanted. 

It was just a matter of time before she gave in.

But now wasn’t the best time for me to be fooling around.

I had just been accused of murdering three women who were members of an underground club I frequently attended.

They were found dead with their wrists and ankles bound.

I must prove my innocence, or I'll lose everything I've worked for.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

FOR HER


[image: image]


Cool air hit his face as he left the building he’d been stuck in the last eight hours. His tie couldn’t get off fast enough as his large hands pulled it away from his neck, letting it hang loose. 

He’d felt his throat closing in on him as he was accused of things that were beyond him to execute, beyond him to perform, and beyond him to even think of doing.

Arsen Sloan was a thirty-five-year-old criminal lawyer. Tall, at six feet and nine inches, he dwarfed most of his colleagues. To make sure they all had even further insecurities in his presence, he kept himself in peak physical condition. Pecs and abs that most men would die to have and biceps the mere sight of made women wet with desire for him.

Arsen prided himself on his appearance, which he used to his advantage whenever possible. He was a machine of a man, using everything he could to get the results that he was seeking, whatever they were. 

In law, he used his well-educated brain to find every last law or case to make sure he won his client’s cases. Arsen Sloan had never lost a case since he began his career as a criminal lawyer ten years prior. Well, there was that one, but it had only been his second-ever case.

Arsen tended to forget about the first few cases, the first two anyway. He never mentioned the first two, as a matter of fact.

When it came to sex, Arsen used everything in his personal arsenal to make sure that he stayed on top of that game. Love had played no role in his sex life. 

Love was a word he hadn’t used since he was a naïve kid in his late teens before the girl he thought loved him watched him become broken and near dead.

Arsen kept his shoulder-length waves in perfect order, accenting his dark brown, brooding eyes. Thick, dark lashes surrounded them, giving the slightest hint of a soft side to the hard-as-nails man.

After the day of horrible accusations, Arsen just needed a drink—a stiff drink—to unwind and get rid of at least a little of the tension that filled his muscled body. 

As he got into the backseat of his Escalade, the privacy window went down. His driver and long-time friend, Paul, looked at him through the rearview mirror. 

The tension Arsen felt radiated off him, and Paul knew better than to ask any questions. 

“To the club, boss?”

Arsen nodded and closed the door, then ran his hand over his face and rubbed his temples. He pulled a bottle of beer from the little fridge and took it down in one gulp. The evening sky was growing dark, and a thin fog was already moving as they made their way up the coastline of San Francisco Bay.

Arsen’s eyes followed the lights that were coming on along the edge of the road. He was wondering when it had gotten so bad. When had his world started to rule him rather than he rule it?

After the first five years as one of the top criminal lawyers in California, Arsen Sloan not only managed to gain a reputation as a winning lawyer who would do anything to win his cases but also became a billionaire. His ability to make great investments proved to be yet another thing Arsen did with near perfection.

Perfection was something he made great strides toward achieving in every part of his life. Up until that day, he’d done pretty well at keeping his life near perfect at all times.

The alley was already dark as they pulled up to one of the main clubs that he frequented. Though, if not a member of the exclusive club, no one could tell what type of social gathering was going on there.

People tended to get dropped off at the clubs he went to. Clubs that catered to his tastes some considered to be immoral and worse. The rusted metal door was closed, and only a small sign at the very top of the old door let on that it was a bit more than an old storage facility.

‘Fierce’ was the word etched into a small metal sign, and suddenly, Arsen’s stomach was in knots. He knew he shouldn’t go in there. He knew that was why he was in the precarious situation he was in.

“You know, Paul, I better find another place to go from now on,” Arsen’s deep voice called out to his driver and friend. 

Paul was a friend who knew all about Arsen’s past and present, but he was being left out of why Arsen had been so moody when Arsen told him he had a meeting at the main police station in San Francisco.

“Sure thing, boss,” Paul said and pulled out of the alley and headed back to the part of the city where the regular people went to get drinks and socialize with one another.  

“I’ll take you to the club my younger sister likes to go to, but if you see her in there, she’s off limits, bro,” Paul told his old friend. “Lots of young law majors in that place. You should find someone to your liking, boss.”

Arsen’s throat was growing tight again, so he unbuttoned the two top buttons of his stiffly starched white shirt he wore under a black suit jacket. The tie came all the way off, and he stretched his long, lean-muscled legs out. 

He grabbed another beer and popped the top. Took a long drink of it but stopped short of downing the whole thing.

“Paul, let the boss shit go for tonight. I need a friend, not another employee. Shit’s coming down on me, and without any family to support me, I’m going to need you to keep me from jumping off a bridge.” Arsen looked out the tinted window and felt his eye twitch.

The first of many physical signs his body was sure to start exhibiting, just like it used to do when he was young, and things were out of his control. Things he worked hard to get under control, and here he was with things beyond his control again.

His stomach hurt, another sign and another thing he’d left behind him or thought he had anyway. Paul pulled along the curb and jumped out to open Arsen’s door. He gave him a clap on the back and said, “Arsen, things will work out, man. You’re beyond smart, and whatever has you this worried, I know you can figure out how to take care of it. You’re good at this shit.”

Arsen wished he had the faith in himself his old friend had, but the truth was his marks were all over the accusations made against him. He’d represented tons of people that he knew were guilty and managed to get them off the charges. 

He just needed to figure out how to get himself off charges where the evidence pointed right at him, and he had to tell the men who questioned him things he never thought he’d have to explain to anyone.

“I need a drink, and a piece of hot ass would do wonders for me,” Arsen said with a deep chuckle. “I’d ask you to come, Paul, and help me drown my sorrows, but one of us has to drive, and I think I pay you to do that, so I’ll go in alone and hopefully come out with a wicked little thing on my arm to take home.” 

“There’s no doubt you will, Arsen,” Paul said and gave Arsen a smile. “Get in there and get rid of that frown.”

Arsen turned and walked into the door of the nightclub. The dance music was cranked up and a herd of young women were on the dance floor already, though the night was only beginning.

He took a table near the dance floor so he could watch the people dance. Arsen was not into dancing, but he appreciated the way women could bend and move their bodies to the beat. 

He preferred a hard rock sound to the bubblegum pop that the D.J was playing in the social norm of a club. A pretty, young waitress came and placed her hand on his shoulder. 

“What can I get you, sir?”

His dark eyes looked at the small, pale hand with perfectly manicured pink fingernails that was touching his left shoulder. 

In the clubs he went to, no female would ever approach him that way, and he had to fight the urge to grab her and, toss her over his lap and teach her how to act accordingly.

After swallowing hard, he answered, “How about a whisky sour?”

The young woman with red-stained lips and blue eyeliner, her black hair pulled back into a tight and high ponytail, smiled at him and said, “You should try our Eastern Sour. It has bourbon, O.J, lime juice, and Orgeat in it. It’s really popular. I think you’d like it.”

He blinked at the dimwitted thing and thought about what would happen to a female who dared to suggest the thing a man wanted was anything but that. Through gritted teeth, he said, “Bring me what I asked for.”

She removed her hand from his shoulder as her smile quickly turned to a frown. “Touchy! Okay then. A whisky sour it is. Top shelf bourbon, or does it matter?”

His dark and now very moody eyes rolled with her endless questions. “Top.”

She hurried off, and he hoped his attitude didn’t earn him a good bit of her spit in his drink as well. Arsen had a hard time dealing with normal women. He liked women who knew their place. Not that he was chauvinistic. 

Arsen knew strong women. Women who were smart and capable of doing anything a man could do. Those women he could respect and appreciate. But the little dimwitted things like the waitress would be so much better off if they let a man take control of them, even if just in the confines of the bedroom, or dungeon.

The song ended just as the waitress brought him his drink. She placed it on the table. 

“You wanna pay now or run a tab?”

“I think I’ll run a tab,” he said. He took a credit card out of his wallet and handed it to her. “Keep ‘em coming, and your tip will reflect my approval.”

She laughed and made a low bow in front of him. “Thank you, Master.” She sauntered away, shaking her head as she went.

“Okay, that’s ten bucks knocked off right there,” he mumbled to himself.

He’d sat back one table away from the dance floor and was glad to see a group of about six young women had taken the table in front of him. Now, he had a front-row seat behind a bevy of young beauties to pick from.

He sipped his drink and let his eyes roam over each young woman at the table. One was tall and pretty in a Barbie doll kind of way. Her voice was high and a little squeaky.

He thought about the kinds of sounds she’d make as he took her the way he wanted to. Maybe tied to his bed or the railing of the balcony outside his bedroom. 

He shook his head as she laughed, and a snort came out of her mouth.

On to the next girl. 

She was dark haired, plump, and wore little make-up. He noted how she could’ve used more and then when she spoke, her voice was deep.

No, he couldn’t take a voice nearly as deep as his. That would make anything hard
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