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Chapter One

 


Daryl downed the clear liquid in his shot
glass in a single gulp. He
smacked his lips and swept the droplets of sweat gathering on his
brow with the back of his hand before pouring himself another
tequila shot. He preferred to drink directly from the bottle, but
Andy had forbidden him to do so. He claimed it gave his rundown
club a bad image. Daryl snorted. How could taking swigs from a
bottle be worse than the roaches, the holes in the wall, or the
limp chairs? He shook his head and poured himself some
more.

Fuck. He hated this sweltering heat. Hated this
place. The darkness. The people. The bugs. He crushed the insect
scuttling across the bar
with his bottle. The thing died with a satisfying crunch. He hated
everything about it, yet, here he was. Another day. Another night.
Easing away the shit with which he lived daily with another bottle
of tequila. He scanned the room. The alcohol still hadn’t affected
his senses, and everything around him was crystal clear.

He needed more than one bottle to forget. Normally, he’d make a mix.
Tequila and gin for the first hour. Then when the alcohol was
pumping through his blood, making him almost forget everything he’d
once been, he’d find some good pussy to pound. That always managed
to take his mind off things.

His cock twitched in agreement, and his gaze fell
on a voluptuous redhead dressed in a skimpy black dress and
chatting animatedly with an old man. Rachel. He’d taken that pussy to bed two nights
ago. He craved something different. He leaned against the bar
searching for Marianne. Where were those luscious full breasts?
Damn, that woman had a pair. He could spend all night sucking,
licking, biting, and then pressing his cock between them,
tit-fucking her. He groaned and took another drink. Fuck, he still
had half the bottle left, and he was hard as stones.
Surreptitiously, he took a swig from the bottle, downing another
third of the content before catching Andy’s disapproving gaze. He
slammed the bottle against the counter and showed him the
finger.

He should fight the man, show him who was boss.
Daryl shook his head. He surveyed Andy’s meaty frame. The man had been a pro-wrestler
before becoming a businessman, so he knew how to fight, which would
be nice for a change. But it wouldn’t be a fair fight. The man was
a freaking bear. Plus, he didn’t really bother him. He still hadn’t
gotten to the point where he picked up meaningless fights. It would
come, eventually.

Daryl poured himself another shot and waved his
hand at Andy to bring him the gin already. He had a little tequila left. The damn thing
was like drinking water.

Behind him, the door opened and
closed, and feminine
heels clicked against the linoleum floor. Andy dropped the bottle
of liquor in front of him with a disapproving glare just as he
downed his last shot. Then, it hit him. An unfamiliar scent wrapped
around him in an embrace that almost made him spit out his drink.
What the hell was that? He didn’t turn around though. No, he waited
for that bouquet of walking lilies and pheromones to come
closer.

Click click click.

His cock twitched. Oh, yes, this one was
definitely interesting. He’d have to see her in the light to decide if she was worth
a fuck … but damn, she smelled good. He opened the bottle of gin,
poured himself a drink, and hastily took a gulp.

Forget it, even if she was the ugliest thing
he’d set eyes on, he
knew he’d be pumping into her in half an hour. She smelled too
yummy to pass off as ugly. Those lilies—or whatever they were
because now the smell had changed and she fucking smelled like
candy—were driving him insane. He forced his hand to relax against
the bottle. At this rate, he’d break it. Not cool. He couldn’t fuck
if he was bleeding to death. Well… Daryl grinned, remembering one
of his most epic fucks.

In it, some sick-ass vampire-bastard had broken into his house,
expecting to find a pretty maiden and had found him fucking the
pretty maiden instead. The fight had been gruesome. The damn vamp
had clawed him good, but by the time Daryl was done with him, he
was still hard and ready to fuck. The girl—what was her name?
Veronica?—had tried to
get him to shower and cleanse his wounds before they continued, but
he’d refused. Getting fixed up was for wussies. He wore his scars
with pride. If he was going to bleed out, he’d do it fighting or
fucking. Hell yeah. He took another shot and waited, feeling the
stare of the pretty little thing he was going to fuck tonight.
Would she be brave enough to speak or would he have to pull one of
his moves? She stood behind him, her scent and body heat
intoxicating.

Come on, baby.

She cleared her voice. Daryl grinned. A brave pussy.
Already he liked her.

“Daryl Jones?”

“Sweetheart?” He turned around and barely managed
to conceal his astonishment. The pretty little thing in front of
him wasn’t what he expected. She wasn’t a whore. Not dressed in
that carefully tailored suit. Nor was she a woman in her early
twenties eager to enjoy herself on a night out with friends. Hell
no. She was tall, trim, sexy, and proper. Before him stood the
prime example of a woman with capital letters. A lady. Yeah, this
was what Johnson had tried to explain to him once.

“Women are more than just pussy,
Daryl. Some of them are ladies.”

“Even ladies have pussies,
Johnson.”

And the lady in front of him was sure to have a juicy one if her
looks and her scent were anything to go by. Careless of his silence
or lack of reaction, the woman quirked her eyebrows and offered him
her hand. Daryl grinned. Oh, but wouldn’t it be fun to bring out
the slut in her?

“My name is Silvia Adams. It’s a pleasure to meet
you.”

Carefully, he took her hand. It was a soft,
delicate flower in his giant paws. He stared at the
whiteness of its flesh
before pulling it up to press his lips against the back of her
palm. Other women he’d done this to had immediately struggled to
pull their hand away, but not Silvia Adams. She was stoic. She kept
her hand in his until finally, he released it. Her expression was
unreadable, but the pulse dancing in her neck was impossible to
ignore. Oh, this was going to be interesting.

“What can I do for you, sweetheart?”

Again those eyebrows shot up. Her chocolate
glance danced over his face for
a fraction of an instant before she finally smiled. Heck, it was a
tight-lipped smile, but it was full of confidence. Cockiness. Daryl
frowned. Now that was a rare treat. A cocky woman in front of him.
He leaned into her and overtly dipped his gaze to look at her
cleavage. Hmm, was she wearing white lingerie? Her smile was still
in place when he raised his eyes again. He looked at her full lips,
painted with a fine shine of red. After a few seconds, the tip of
her tongue snuck out to lick those luscious red bows. Daryl
grinned. Seemed Ms. Adams wasn’t immune to him after
all.

“Mr. Jones, I come from the agency.”


Chapter Two

 

Silvia had never seen a man’s face transform so fast. He’d gone from
hungry predator to angry wolf in a millisecond.

She kept her eyes locked on him as he swiveled in his chair and took a
swig from his bottle. She fought the urge to snort. Really? He was
giving her the cold shoulder? One minute he’d been staring at her
mouth like he was going to kiss her, and the next he was drinking
tequila like it was water.

“Mr. Jones.”

“Get out of here, sweetheart. Whatever your purpose
is, you’re not going to accomplish it, so I suggest you get out
before I finish this bottle and become the sadistic monster I truly
am.”

Silvia swallowed. The bitterness in
his tone was almost painful to
hear, but she wasn’t here to pity him or—she slightly shifted her
weight, trying to eliminate the pressure in her panties—fuck him.
She was here to get him to cooperate with the agency, and by all
that was dear to her, she’d do it.

“Whiskey on the rocks, please,” she called to the
waiter and settled in the barstool next to Daryl. Patiently, she
waited for her drink. He ignored her or pretended to ignore her.
From what she knew about him and his kind, Daryl Jones was always
aware of what was going on around him.

When her drink arrived, she took a sip, crossed
her legs, and turned to
stare at him
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