
  
    [image: Guiding Cassandra]
  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Becca Jameson

      Cover Artist: Scott Carpenter 

      All characters and events in this book are fictitious. And resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Newsletter

      

      
        About the Book

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Also by Becca Jameson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Join my newsletter to stay up to date on all things Becca Jameson!

        Becca’s Newsletter Sign-up

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      Cassandra

      I’m a horrible secretary.

      I can’t even get my boss’s coffee right.

      It’s not my fault he scrambles my brain.

      Plus, I haven’t slept well in weeks.

      My brother is in trouble.

      When I’m inevitably fired, I need a way to get money.

      Turns out I have something valuable to sell.

      Now, I just need to go through with it.

      

      Spence

      Cassandra is the reason I come into the office.

      I own the company; I can work from home.

      But, she’s too adorable for words.

      She’s also terrible at her job.

      When she gets fired without my knowledge, Ben follows her.

      What is the naughty Little girl up to?

      It’s going to take more than one man to rein her in.

      But we will because she’s ours.

      

      Benjamin

      I’ve had my eyes on Cassandra for months.

      But so has my boss and best friend, Spence.

      So I keep my mouth shut and my mind focused.

      My job is to protect Spence.

      Until I’m assigned to protect Cassandra too.

      When I find out what she has planned, I lose my mind.

      She definitely needs a keeper.

      Thank goodness she now has two.
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      Ten years ago…

      

      Spence

      

      “Amber… My God. I was scared out of my mind.” I grab my sister, pull her against me, and hug her tighter than I’ve ever hugged her in my life.

      “I’m okay. I promise,” she mumbles against my chest, hugging me back.

      When I finally release her enough to meet her gaze, she’s teary but smiling. “They didn’t hurt me. I’m fine.”

      I glance over her shoulder and find the man who’s responsible for rescuing her. Benjamin Lanka. I’m a big guy in good shape, but Lanka is broader with bulging muscles.

      I’ve been working with him for two days around the clock to save my sister. I like him. He’s one of the good guys. If we’d met under different circumstances, I bet we could’ve been friends.

      He nods acknowledgment as he approaches. “Mr. Wakefield.” He remains calm and steady even though he and his team took a huge risk going in to rescue Amber.

      There’s a lot of chaos around us. Dozens of police cars. I’m aware four men were responsible for kidnapping my twenty-year-old sister and holding her for ransom. They’ve all been apprehended. I hope they never see the light of day again. Greedy fuckers. I would have paid the ransom ten times, but Lanka had assured me it would not be necessary.

      Ben Lanka was recommended to me, and he proved to be worth every penny I paid him and then some. I owe him a huge debt of gratitude. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome, sir.” He rubs the back of his neck. “Might I suggest you hire a security detail? I could recommend several people I know. You’d have to check with them to see if they’re available for private security.”

      I stare at him for several moments before I clear my throat. “That won’t be necessary. You’re hired. Whatever you’re making now, I’ll double it.”

      His eyes widen. “Mr. Wakefield, I didn’t mean me.”

      I shrug. “See you on Monday. And, please, call me Spence.”
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      Present day…

      

      Spence

      

      “I have your coffee for you, Mr. Wakefield.”

      I lift my gaze slowly, frustrated by the high-pitched voice that’s not coming from my usual girl. The cheery woman carefully moving through my office is definitely not Cassandra. She’s taller and willowy with long, dark, wispy hair and green eyes.

      I frown. “Who are you?”

      “Bethany, sir.” She sets the coffee on the coaster on my desk and turns it so the handle is positioned just right. “One cream, one sugar.”

      I glance at the coffee. It looks and smells delicious. “Where’s Cassandra?”

      “Who?” Bethany takes a step back, and then her eyes open wider. “Oh, Cassie. I think she got fired this morning.”

      “Pardon me?” My chest tightens as I stare at this woman. Whatever has happened, it was not Bethany’s fault. It would be rude of me to take my frustration out on her.

      Bethany wrings her hands in front of her nervously and licks her lips.

      If I had met Bethany three months ago, I might have found her attractive and sweet, but instead, Cassandra was given the task of bringing me coffee in the mornings, and she’s infiltrated my thoughts ever since.

      “Why was she fired?” I ask this poor woman, knowing my voice sounds accusatory. The question is absurd. I can think of about fifty good reasons why Cassandra would have been fired, and probably should have been, months ago.

      For one thing, the girl never once got my coffee right. Bethany had it right on the first try.

      “Uh, well, I think she made too many mistakes and, sometimes, fell asleep in the break room and didn’t return to her desk.”

      I smirk before I can stop myself. This isn’t shocking, either. Cassandra always looks tired. To hide my reaction, I pick up my coffee and take a sip. It’s perfect. “How did you know how I like my coffee?”

      “Uh, well…” She’s fond of that phrase. “Cassie left it on a sticky note in the break room. It says, ‘Nine-fifteen, one cream, one sugar.’”

      I can’t stop the laugh that bubbles up as I set my mug down. How could my girl have possibly left herself such a specific note and yet gotten it wrong nearly every day? It wasn’t hard to bring a cup of coffee with one cream and one sugar at nine-fifteen. And yet, every day, I looked forward to seeing what time she arrived and what semi-palatable beverage she brought me.

      “Did I not get it right, sir?”

      “You got it exactly right, Bethany. Thank you. You may go.”

      “Oh, okay.” She spins around and flees the room as if she can’t get out of my office fast enough.

      I can’t blame her. I know I’m intimidating. For one thing, I’m six-four. For another thing, I’m broad and fit. Large, in her eyes. But most importantly, I scowl a lot. My brow is permanently furrowed, it would seem.

      As soon as she shuts the door to my office, I pick up my cell phone and call Benjamin. I tap the desk, waiting for him to answer. I’m also an impatient man, but Ben is my best friend and my right hand, and he’s damn good at his job, so I try to calm myself.

      “Hey, Spence. What’s up?”

      “Hey. I need you to do something for me. Find Cassandra Maskin.”

      “Did the Little pixie not show up today?”

      “Apparently, she was fired.” I find myself scowling even though there’s no reason for it. If I hadn’t wanted Cassandra to get fired, I should have voiced my opinion to HR months ago. I own the damn company. Hell, I own the building.

      I knew Cassandra was a terrible employee, but for some reason, I found her delightful, and she made me smile. Granted, I’m not surprised that not everyone in the building found her delightful.

      “Ah.” Ben chuckles. He knows me well—better than anyone. He’s been in my office dozens of times when Cassandra came in to bring us coffee, lunch, or mail. Her job wasn’t difficult or demanding. She was at the lowest rung of the ladder as far as office secretarial staff. But she wasn’t suited for the work and, it seems, didn’t get enough sleep.

      “I know where she lives. She shares a house with several other girls. She rents a room. I’ll text you the address.” I stand as I speak, realizing I have no reason to be here today. The sunshine has left the building.

      “Would you like me to make contact with her?”

      “No. Just figure out what she’s doing. Follow her. Do you think you could get a tracking device on her?”

      “Of course, I can. Don’t insult me. I could probably walk right up to her and hang it on a chain around her neck.” He chuckles.

      I know he’s right. She’s scattery. She’d undoubtedly smile at him and thank him. “I’m heading home.”

      “No reason to stay at the office anymore, is there?” Ben is the only human alive who can get away with talking to me so frankly. He doesn’t just work for me. We’ve been friends for ten years. He’s more like a brother to me than a friend. He’s my security detail, but he’s so much more than that.

      I can’t help but smile. It feels strange when I do so, but it also feels good. “Nope.”

      “Tell me why you haven’t claimed this girl yet?”

      I toss several papers in my briefcase. “I wasn’t ready.”

      “Emotionally or physically? I’m well aware you’ve been preparing a room for her.”

      “Both.” Ben would notice that kind of detail. It would have been hard not to. Furniture, clothes, and everything a Little girl could need have been arriving for weeks. Ben said nothing. Neither did Alice or Freud, who manage my house and live in the apartment over the garage.

      Ben lives with me, too. In the guest house behind the pool. When he came to work for me ten years ago, I told him the job included room and board. He moved in and never left.

      Ben, Alice, and Freud have held their tongues for the past few months while I’ve made changes to the house, preparing it for Cassandra. The only problem with that is I’ve never told Cassandra. I’ve never so much as held her gaze for longer than it takes for her to drop off my bad coffee or my mail.

      Ben chuckles. “I guess her firing has lit a fire of its own under you.”

      “Something like that.”

      “I’ll see you at the house.” Ben ends the call, and I drop the cell into my suit pocket before glancing around. I have everything I need.

      After a few more sips of the perfect coffee, I step out into the waiting room. Three secretaries are at their desks. Mark glances up at me.

      “I’m going to work from home the rest of the week, Mark.”

      He looks surprised. I’m sure everyone in the building has scrambled to accommodate my sudden interest in being in the office for the last three months after years of infrequent visits. My disappearance will shock them, too.

      My investment firm—Golden Alliances—runs itself most of the time. My employees are capable and efficient—with the exception of Cassandra. Until three months ago, I rarely came into the office. Once a week was my norm.

      “Okay, sir. Let us know if you need anything.”

      “I will.” I pause. I don’t see Bethany around. “Please tell Bethany the coffee was delicious.” I do try to compliment people when they do a good job.

      I hope to be able to compliment Cassandra often, too, but she’s likely to make that challenging. She needs a lot of nurturing and guidance.

      I’m smiling absurdly as I leave the office. I’m not worried about finding her. She’s probably at home, trying to find a new job. I hope she’s not in a panic.

      I’m going to need to pick up the pace on my plans and get her out of that crowded house sooner rather than later.

      As I step off the elevator onto the first floor, several employees greet me with a nod, a smile, or a few words. The place seriously isn’t as bright as it felt with Cassandra in the building. That’s absurd, but I can’t shake the feeling that it’s true.

      Cassandra started with Wakefield on a Monday morning—a day I happened to be in the building.

      The Little pixie came into my office, looking lost and confused. She took my breath away. She had on an aqua dress and ballet flats. Her unruly brown curls were clipped up on both sides but still managed to spill around her face. Her huge brown eyes captivated me.

      Cassandra has an innocence and naivete about her that’s mesmerizing. Although, it’s possible I’m the only one who cares or notices.

      It’s time to make my move.

      It’s time to make her mine.
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      Cassandra

      

      “Are you sure about this?” I’m staring at myself in the mirror. I don’t even recognize the woman staring back at me. “Penny…”

      Penny, one of my housemates, is standing behind me in front of her full-length mirror, grinning. “You look amazing.”

      “I look like a hooker.”

      “Well…” She giggles.

      I groan. “I don’t like this plan. I’m not a hooker, Penny.”

      She shrugs. “Don’t think of it like that. I don’t. Sometimes, I need some extra money, so I sell a service. It’s just sex.”

      A permanent lump has been in my throat ever since Penny suggested this wild idea.

      “I’ve spoken to my guy⁠—”

      “Your pimp, you mean?” I interject.

      She rolls her eyes. “This is the twenty-first century. He’s more like a handler. He knows people. He’s got this all set up for you. Trust me. It’s one night, and then you’ll be set for a long time.”

      “You sure I can make ten thousand dollars? That’s a lot of money.” It’s money I desperately need.

      “Yep. Trust me.” She glances up and down my body. “Jerome will set you up with someone really nice. Just be yourself. He’ll love you—and then your financial difficulties will disappear.”

      My financial difficulties are not going to disappear with ten thousand dollars, but that kind of money would buy me some time.

      Penny steps in front of me and reaches into the front of my black push-up bra to pull my nearly nonexistent boobs up higher, so I have “some semblance of cleavage.” She’s done this twice, and those were her words.

      “You’re sure about this outfit?” I murmur as I take another look in the mirror. Everything I’m wearing is hers. She’s much taller than my four-foot-eleven but skinny like me. It’s probably because she smokes and snorts a line of cocaine every chance she gets.

      I’m wearing a jean skirt that sits low on my hips and barely covers my ass. The black bra is covered by a tight-knit dark purple shirt with spaghetti straps. Covered is a stretch. The bra isn’t concealed by the shirt. Not the straps or the lacy front section. In addition, the shirt only extends to just below the bra. My midriff is exposed.

      Penny says my waist is one of my best features—narrow and youthful-looking, unmarred by tattoos. She says any man who sets eyes on my body will drool at my perfection. Granted, she also says the reason I’ll make so much money is because I’m so petite and small all over. Do men like that sort of thing?

      The worst part of the outfit is the four-inch purple heels. They match the shirt, but I’m not used to wearing heels, so I can hardly walk in them. It will be a miracle if I don’t trip and fall.

      My hair is basically unruly brown curls. They’re tight enough that, when wet, my hair can be stretched halfway down my back, but it springs up so high no one would know it. I usually wear it so the front is at least clipped up and away from my face, which does almost no good because it just falls down around my cheeks anyway.

      Penny has pulled the front into a high ponytail that’s sticking up on top of my head in a mess of curls. Maybe it’s cute. I can’t decide. She has also put more makeup on my face than I’ve worn cumulatively in my entire life. Purple eyeshadow and weird eyeliner. I kind of look like I got punched. She calls it smokey and says it’s sexy.

      She has put rouge high on my cheekbones, presumably to make my face look longer, and my lipstick is bright red. I think I look like a clown. She disagrees, and she certainly knows better.

      “You look perfect,” she declares. She hands me a ripped-off piece of paper. “This is the address. You’ll need to take an Uber and get off three blocks before this. The driver won’t want to pull right up to the corner where other gals are working.”

      “Walk? Three blocks? In these heels?” I glance down at my feet. I’m wobbling without taking a step.

      She giggles. “You’ll be fine. Trust me. When you get to the address, ask for Jerome. Tell him Penny sent you. He’ll know what to do.”

      I take several deep breaths and chew on my bottom lip. This is by far the craziest, most asinine thing I’ve ever done. Not to mention illegal. If I get caught… But Penny assures me I won’t get caught. I’ll get rich.

      It’s just sex. I’ve got this.

      Penny groans. “Stop biting your lip. You’re messing up my lipstick and getting it all over your teeth.” She grabs a tissue. “Open.”

      I part my lips and let her rub the red stain off my teeth. After that, she fixes her “masterpiece.”

      She glances at her watch. “You better go.”

      I consider changing my mind, putting on sweats, grabbing a pint of ice cream, and ignoring my life while sitting in front of old reruns of Buffy or something. Except, I can’t afford ice cream, and I don’t have a television.

      Go big or go home.
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      Benjamin

      

      “You are not going to fucking believe this,” I shout into the Bluetooth receiver in my car.

      “What?” Spence asks.

      “She’s hooking.”

      “What?” Spence shouts this time. “Tell me you’re fucking kidding.”

      “I wish I could.”

      “Where are you? Can you get to her? Fuck.”

      “Oh, I’m going to get to her all right. Trust me.” My blood is boiling. “She’ll be lucky if I don’t spank her little ass before I pull away from the curb.”

      “Did you put a tracker on her?”

      “Not yet. Haven’t had an opportunity. I was watching her house when she came outside dressed to sell her fucking body. She got in an Uber, and I followed them right into the red-light district. As soon as she gets out of the Uber, I’ll pick her up.”

      “Be careful that you don’t get arrested for soliciting a prostitute,” Spence points out, his voice taut and shaking.

      I’m sure he’s livid. He’s not half as livid as me because he hasn’t seen her yet, but he’s going to lose his shit when he does. By the time we’re done blistering her sweet bottom, she won’t be able to sit for a week. “I’m going to have to risk it.”

      “Okay, see you soon.” Spence groans as he disconnects the call.

      I take a deep breath, trying to rein in my frustration. I would never harm a hair on her head. Not seriously. I will spank her, but I’m going to need to cool down first so I don’t injure her.

      And what the fuck am I thinking? Spence chose her. Not me. He had his sights on her long before I ever set eyes on her. We’ve shared women in the past, but not for a long time, and he hasn’t mentioned sharing this particular woman.

      I purse my lips and turn left, keeping close to the Uber driver’s ass. He’s probably oblivious. I doubt he’s too pleased to be making this drop-off. I’m not willing to risk losing him by trying to be stealthy. Not this time.

      When the small four-door pulls over, I pull in front of him up to the curb. I know which way she intends to walk. She won’t make it more than three yards before I have her.

      I watch in the rearview mirror as Cassandra climbs out of the car. The moment she shuts the door, the driver takes off. Can’t blame him. Cassandra stands in her spot for several seconds, taking deep breaths and smoothing down her nearly non-existent skirt.

      At least she looks nervous, which makes me believe this isn’t something she does every day. That’s been weighing on me since she stepped out of the house.

      As soon as she takes her first few steps, I know for a fact this isn’t something she does often. She can hardly walk in the ridiculous heels she’s wearing.

      I wait until she takes several wobbly steps before I open my door and step out. At first, she doesn’t notice me. She’s too busy looking at her feet. This only makes my blood boil further because she’s oblivious to her surroundings. Anyone could grab her. In fact, I’m about to do just that.

      I open the rear passenger door and then step in front of her. As she lifts her face, I speak, “Get in the car, Cassandra.” I try to control my tone, but it’s almost growly anyway. She hasn’t seen growly yet, though. The tone Spence is going to emit will make my voice sound like sweet birds singing in the early morning.

      She gasps as her eyes widen, and when she takes a step back, she nearly falls. I reach out and snag her arm to keep her from tumbling.

      “Mr. Lanka?” She swallows hard and clasps her small purse to her chest. At least she had the sense to wear the strap across her body so no one could easily snatch it. They could still cut the strap, but I doubt she has much more than her phone in that tiny purse.

      “Get in the car,” I repeat, nodding toward the open door. I don’t want to be here for more than a few seconds.

      She glances past me. “What are you doing here, sir?”

      At least she’s reverent. “Saving your ass from the biggest mistake of your life. Hurry before someone interrupts us.”

      “But I…” She licks her lips, the ones that are painted a ridiculous red that makes her look absurd. Her gaze keeps flicking past me and back. “Are you…”

      I lean in closer so we’re eye to eye. “Am I picking up a hooker? No, Cassandra. I’m helping a Little girl stay alive. Get in.”

      She hedges another moment.

      “You’re trying my patience, Cassandra. As soon as I’m calm, I’ll blister your sweet bottom with my palm as it is. The longer we stand here, the harder it’s going to be for you to sit tomorrow.”

      Her eyes widen further, and she squeezes her legs together.

      Sweet Jesus. My cock jumps to attention. Now is not the time to entertain my damn dick. “Cassandra,” I growl.

      “Okay, okay.” She scrambles into the back seat with zero finesse. I get a pretty good view of her sweet bottom. Her skirt is so short that I can see her globes—the very ones my palm is going to get acquainted with soon. If she’s wearing anything under the skirt, it must be a thong. All I see is her pink butt cheeks.

      As soon as she’s situated, I take the time to grab the seatbelt, haul it across her body, and buckle her in. Jesus, what the fuck is she wearing?

      “I could have done that,” she murmurs, squirming.

      I shut her door, open mine, climb in, and take off without a word.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Cassandra, honey, please be quiet for a few minutes. I want to get the hell out of this neighborhood.”

      “Okay,” she whispers.

      I glance at her often in the rearview mirror. She’s fidgeting and tugging on her skirt. “Why were you there?” she asks.

      “Cassandra…” I warn.

      “Sorry.”

      “If you knew what was good for you, you’d tack a Sir onto the end of every sentence, Little girl.”

      She swallows hard. Her cheeks are covered with an absurd amount of rouge, but they still turn pinker. “Sorry, sir.”

      “Better.” Holy fuck. What has gotten into me? I did not leave my house this evening expecting to make direct contact with this Little girl. I meant to keep an eye on her and never let on I was near her. Spence didn’t ask me to fuck her with my eyes. He asked me to make sure she was safe.

      When I come to a traffic light, I rub my neck. Half of me is focused on what the hell we’re going to do about Cassandra. The other half of me is thinking about my next conversation with Spence.

      “Sir?” she asks after a few minutes.

      I’m still not calm enough to talk to her. In addition, I don’t know what to say. So, I ignore her.

      “Mr. Lanka?” she asks after five more minutes. We’re getting closer to home now. I feel it would be best to hold my tongue because I might scare her or say something I’ll regret later.

      She sighs heavily and stares out the window. After we pull into the gated community, she twists to look harder out the window. She’s sitting up straight. She’s so short she can hardly see out without lengthening her spine. She would benefit from a booster seat. And that thought makes my cock all kinds of hard.

      I’m way out of order here. For one thing, until tonight, I hadn’t allowed myself to entertain more than a passing interest in her. For another thing, I’m thinking about what it would be like for her to live as my Little before I’ve brought the subject up with her. And more importantly, I haven’t brought it up with Spence, who has made it clear she is his.

      “Do you live here?”

      “Yes.”

      “Why? I thought you said you didn’t want to have sex with me.”

      I grit my teeth. My cock may be hard, but there is no way I would have sex with this precious Little girl without a lot of negotiating. There’s a good chance she’s never heard of a Daddy Dom, let alone found herself craving one.

      I draw in a breath and speak for both Spence and me. “No one is going to have sex with you tonight, Cassandra.”

      She sighs heavily, her shoulders dropping. “You shouldn’t have interfered,” she murmurs. “It was my business. I need the money.”

      I rub the bridge of my nose as I pull into the driveway. The main house in front of us belongs to Spence. But she doesn’t know that yet. I wonder how surprised she’s going to be.

      The front of the house is well-lit, but it always is. I pull around the circle drive and park right in front of the main entrance. It’s regal. Giant pillars stand along the front porch. Ten steps ascend to the huge double doors.

      Before I even have the car off, the front door opens. I know without looking, it won’t be Freud or Alice. It’s Friday night. They live and work here during the week but spend weekends with their grown children.

      It will be Spence himself.

      I climb out of the front seat of my car, shut the door, and open the passenger door.

      Cassandra hasn’t moved. She tips her head back to look at me. “Why did you bring me here, sir?”

      “Come inside, Cassandra.”

      She chews on her lower lip, smudging the ridiculous lipstick. “Did you think you were helping me? Why didn’t you just take me home?”

      I draw a fortifying breath, reach across to unbuckle her, and take her hand. “Please. Come inside so we can talk.” I try to school my voice to sound kind. I feel like I want to punch a wall, but hopefully, I’m not outwardly scaring her.

      She finally exits the car. Thank God. I didn’t want to have to physically toss her over my shoulder. Not yet, anyway. I do have the urge to bend down and remove her heels, but I decide against it. I’ll let her wobble for a bit longer.

      “Come, Little one.” I release her hand, shut the door, and set my palm on her lower back. Her midriff is exposed, and her skin is warm. Exposed is a mild term for her current state of attire. I feel confident she will never leave this house dressed anywhere near this provocative ever again.

      I won’t be the least bit surprised if Spence makes her remove this ludicrous hooker outfit and stand in the corner wearing nothing but a pair of panties in the next five minutes. If his reaction to her actions and outfit are even close to mine, steam will come out his ears as soon as he sets eyes on her.

      I glance up at the open front door, but Spence isn’t standing in the doorway. He hasn’t come out on the porch. Odd. I wonder if he took one look at her, spun around, and is now pacing the foyer.

      “You live here?” Cassandra asks as we step onto the porch.

      “I live in the guest house behind this main house.”

      “Who lives in the main house?”

      I say nothing as we enter. As soon as I shut the door with a resounding snick, Cassandra jumps and spins around as if she’s in a horror movie and fears she’s just been locked up.

      The library is to the right, inside the foyer. Since I have not seen Spence yet, I know he’s in there.

      Cassandra has her head tipped back, and she’s taking in the high ceiling, wood paneling, and elegant winding staircase. The chandelier over her head is older than me and impressive. The hardwood floor is original, though it’s been refinished several times over the decades. It’s pristine now.

      I point toward the open door on the right.

      She crosses her arms in front of her, hugging herself as she brings the fingers of one hand to her mouth and chews on a nail.

      Instinct causes me to reach out and tug her hand from her mouth. “That’s a nasty habit.”

      She lowers her gaze and tucks her arms under her armpits. “Sorry, sir. You haven’t given me any information. What am I doing here?”

      “You’ll find out soon enough, Little one. Let’s go into the library.”
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      Cassandra

      
      I’ve never been more nervous in my life. I’m more stressed now than I was when I stepped out of the Uber, intent on selling my body. I nearly fell on my ass when Mr. Lanka popped in front of me and demanded I go with him.

      I don’t understand why he was at that intersection. Nor do I understand how he saw me. I have a million frustrating questions. On top of that, I’ve missed the appointment Penny set up for me to meet with her handler. I might not be able to get an opportunity like that again, and if this reflects poorly on Penny, she’s going to be upset.

      I’m cold and uncomfortable. My shoes are killing me. They aren’t even my size. They’re a half size too large, so I have to grip them with my toes to keep them on. I’m shivering from nerves and the cool air of the house on my mostly bare skin.

      I glance briefly at Mr. Lanka. He’s taking up too much space, even in this immense foyer. He’s tall. Six-two, I figure. And broad. How much does he work out anyway? It’s not surprising. He’s like Mr. Wakefield’s bodyguard or something. I’ve always had difficulty looking him in the eye because he’s so intense.

      So is Mr. Wakefield. Both of them are formidable. I get all flustered and tongue-tied when I’m around them. Or I did. I don’t work for Golden Alliances anymore.

      Mr. Lanka mentioned spanking me in the car, and ever since then, I’ve been a ball of nerves. Surely, he didn’t mean it. He’s probably twice my age. Does he think I’m a child and need reprimanding?

      I squeeze my thighs together because the thought of Mr. Lanka’s hand on my bare ass makes me tremble in a very peculiar way.

      I bite my bottom lip, then quickly release it as I remember Penny wiping lipstick off my teeth. I bet I’ve ruined her lipstick. I probably look like a…well, a hooker.

      My thoughts are all over the place. On top of that, I’m humiliated. Mr. Lanka will end up telling Mr. Wakefield about this. I’m not sure why I care since I don’t even work for Golden Alliances any longer.

      I might not have been a model employee, but I like Mr. Wakefield. He was always nice to me. I secretly have a thing for him. I never told a soul, of course, but I’ve had fantasies about Mr. Wakefield. I probably always will, even though I’ll never see him again.

      If I’m honest with myself, I’ve had fantasies about Mr. Lanka, too. Dirty fantasies, and the way he’s looking at me like I’ve been a naughty schoolgirl is not helping.

      I look away as fast as I glanced at him. I shouldn’t be thinking about him like I am. I shouldn’t be thinking about Mr. Wakefield either, but standing here next to Mr. Lanka is causing me to think about both of them.

      Mr. Wakefield is formidable. About two inches taller than Mr. Lanka, broad but not quite as built, and so sexy. He always looks serious, on the edge of frustrated. I get the impression he’s in charge of every aspect of his life, including his girlfriend—if he has one.

      He’s dominant, and his presence pulled something out of me that always left me stammering, flustered, and clumsy. I wanted to please him, though I doubt I ever did. I couldn’t even manage to get his coffee right. But I wanted to.

      I take a breath and step into the room because Mr. Lanka is so insistent.

      The moment I do, I gasp and freeze in my spot. This can’t be happening.

      Mr. Wakefield is sitting on a huge brown leather sofa across the room. He looks physically relaxed, in that he’s leaning back, one ankle is crossed over the opposite knee, and his arms are spread along the back of the couch.

      When I meet his gaze, I know he’s anything but relaxed. There’s an energy in the room that’s palpable. He’s…furious…? His eyes are narrowed, and he’s staring at me so hard I want to fall through a crack in the floor. I’m definitely not pleasing him.

      “Come in, Cassandra,” he finally says in a chilling voice. His words demand compliance. I can’t decide if I want to run from the house and never look back or rush over and kneel before him. I’m at war.

      I take a few hesitant steps at the urging of Mr. Lanka, who has a hand between my shoulder blades.

      I’m more confused than ever. Mr. Lanka brought me to Mr. Wakefield? Why?

      “Have a seat, Little girl,” Mr. Wakefield demands, nodding toward the chair positioned intentionally facing him. There are about ten feet between the chair and his couch. It’s an ordinary chair that doesn’t belong with the other furniture. It’s not an armchair or a recliner. It has an upholstered seat. I’m sure it’s expensive, but it doesn’t belong here.

      Mr. Wakefield was expecting me. He put it there.

      My desire to please him overrides any compelling reason why I should not, so I move forward slowly until I reach the chair.

      I’m so short that I have to unfold my arms and use my hands to hike myself onto the seat. As soon as I do, I feel exposed. I don’t have on enough clothes, and my skirt is way too short. I tug on it, trying to get it fully under my butt, but I’m failing miserably.

      I want to both cross my arms over my overly exposed chest
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