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Dear Reader,

Since this series follows a backline story, the books should be read in order.

Demanding Daddy is the story of Slade Lewis and Jessica Hewitt.

Slade Lewis

Slade Lewis, Deputy Director of the CIA, knew all too well that tomorrow was never guaranteed. He had lost many partners over the years in the line of duty. As DD, he took his job seriously and the protection of his teams even more so. He didn’t hide behind his desk with a pen in hand. He fought every criminal by the side of his team, every one planned to the last minuscule detail.

This time, he couldn’t predict the outcome, especially not when the element that threatened failure was a petite brunette... one that needed to be mastered. There was only one problem. She was a wanted woman. A corrupt attorney general who, by shady means, was released from prison.

Except... there was so much more to her... and the more he found out, the less he liked what he uncovered.

Jessica Hewitt

She had a terrific career and made the headlines as an unbending attorney general time after time. Until everything changed and her past caught up with her, proving once again that blood was thicker than water. Family always came first. This time, she lost everything. Her career, her freedom... and her one chance at finding love with a man she had a secret crush on since the first day she laid eyes on him.

With no choice but to go into hiding, the last person she expected to walk through the door as her savior was the man she desired above all else.

Caught between two worlds, nothing could prepare her for the effect DD Lewis had on her when his focus became just her. How did she stay loyal to a corrupt family when all it took to crumble her resolve was one dark look and the promise of retribution over his lap... as her Daddy Dom?

I loved writing this story. I hope you’ll enjoy reading it just as much!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset.
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Empyrean Stables, located in the beautiful countryside of Hastings, Minnesota...

The well-known stables were nestled among the rolling green hills and lush forests of rural Minnesota—a picture of serenity. But for Amy Frier, it was her prison. As she stared absentmindedly at the worn pages of Oscar Wilde’s writings, she exhaled deeply as a bitter smile twisted her lips.

“Life is never fair, and perhaps it’s a good thing for most of us that it is not.” The deep breath that accompanied reading the quote was indicative of the blonde woman’s dejection.

“Yeah, Mr. Wilde, you got that one right,” she muttered under her breath. Life was anything but fair for Amy or Jessica Hewitt, as she had been known not so long ago. The name she had worked so tirelessly to build a reputation upon was gone, wiped from existence as if it had never been. “In my case, I suppose I got my just desserts.”

Jessica was once a rising star in the legal world, an unflinching state attorney general who made headlines taking on high-profile cases. She had a bright future ahead of her, one she had fought tooth and nail to achieve after leaving behind a dark past at just eighteen years old. She had clawed her way through school, funding her own education, and poured blood, sweat, and tears into building a career. Finally, she had broken free from the shadows of her youth.

Or so she had believed. Familial roots had cruelly yanked her back to the dark and beyond.

Salvitore Sanchigo shattered the new life she had built for herself because her family owed him a blood debt. Despite not having any contact with them for twenty-two years since she left home, Jessica was cruelly yanked back into their world. It turned out blood was thicker than water, after all.

Forced to sink down to their level to keep her family safe had cost her everything—her career, her freedom... gone in an instant. All those years of determination and sacrifice were wiped out by one man who insisted she had to play the family game through loyalty to him she had never chosen or been a part of.

“Now I’m the sucker who has to pay for sins I would never otherwise have committed,” she seethed and slammed a fist into the stable wall. A splinter pierced her skin, leaving a trail of crimson behind. She barely noticed, too consumed by anger at the injustice of it all. “I walked away from them when I was eighteen years old. EIGHTEEN! I made my own way. I paid for my own studies. I, me, and only me, paid my own dues. Why should I owe them any fucking thing?”

The deal she had made with Senator Hank Brinkman had been ironclad—or so she had believed. But the crooked asshole had lied, burying the terms the Chief Judge insisted upon that mandated she enter WITSEC in exchange for exoneration. By the time she uncovered the deceit, it was too late. Once released from prison, she was immediately transported to Minnesota. Jessica Hewitt was erased, replaced by Amy Frier—a woman with no family, no past, and no future. Her assets were frozen, and her riverside home on the banks of the Potomac in Maryland was seized. All those years of tirelessly building a life from nothing were gone in a blink.

Now, as Amy, she was trapped here, training children to ride horses. An attorney general reduced to a stable hand—all because of a family responsibility she never claimed. The fury and helplessness ate away at her soul. She had played by the rules and done everything right—only to have it ripped away without warning.

Staring at the blood slowly trailing down her knuckles, she let out a hollow laugh.

“The great Jessica Hewitt... reduced to this!”

Maybe life really wasn’t fair, no matter how hard you fought against the odds stacked against you. In the end, the past always found a way to shackle you to it once again.

Since there was no pending court case after which she could go back to her old life, the chances of ever regaining her identity were slim to none.

“Except, there’s more that’s feeding my fucking anger,” she mumbled under her breath as she dropped the book and picked up a brush. With a soothing hum, she started rubbing down the horse that had just finished a training session. “Now that I’ve been sequestered to the country, I’ve been cut off from life. This... it’s not how I imagined I’d live my life. Fuck this,” she sneered as she swiped away the angry tears. “Life isn’t just unfair, it fucking sucks big time.”

Her skin prickled as she sensed a presence closing in on her from behind. Twisting the brush so she could use the hard wooden handle as a weapon, she spun around.

“Whoa, easy there, Missy. I’m not here to fight,” said the man, watching her with a sly smile. Expressionless, she returned his stare. Though his stance seemed casual, Jessica immediately recognized him as a mafioso. As the daughter of the notorious Sicilian mob boss, Don Cesare Russo, of the Russo Cosca clan, she could smell a made man from a mile away.

As much as she hated her past, Jessica’s fate was sealed from birth. She was born into the post-fascist revival of the mafia in 1943 when Allied troops invaded Sicily. In the chaos, crime soared. Inmates escaped, bandits ran wild, and the black market thrived. With institutions destroyed, the Allies had to rebuild order from scratch.

Fascist mayors were removed, and replacements were appointed—many of whom were mafiosos, like her grandfather, Giuseppe Genco Russo. For men like him, it was easy to pose as political dissidents. Their anti-communist stance gave them credibility. Her grandfather quickly reformed his clan, absorbing roaming bandits into his ranks.

Of course, Jessica’s father inherited control decades later. She had tried to escape that world, but the long reach of la Cosa Nostra dragged her back. Now hiding from them once again proved futile since it was evident some debts could never be repaid—her father would never let her forget that Russo blood ran in her veins.

“I don’t want any trouble,” she said coldly, fingers tightening around the makeshift weapon. “Whatever business you have, I want no part of it.”

The man held up his hands. “Like I said, just talk. Though I gotta say, even out here, word of La Leggenda Russo spreads quickly...” He arched a brow. “Never thought I’d meet the legendary runaway Russo princess in a place like this.”

Jessica’s jaw tightened. Regardless of the WITSEC assurances that no one would ever find her, the Russo family’s bloody legacy and reach proved them wrong. She would never be free of it, no matter how far she ran or how deep she hid. The sins of her fathers were hers to bear forever.

“The Boss wants to see you.”

“Not happening,” she sneered cuttingly. Even at the age of forty years old, Jessica had an inherent fear of facing her father. She wasn’t naive. He might have allowed her freedom over the past twenty-two years, but at some point, he would demand retribution for running from her duty as his successor to the Russo Cosca empire.

“I’m afraid you’re misinterpreting what I said, piccola principessa mafiosa. It wasn’t a request. It is a direct order from Don Cesare, and since you’re well aware that he doesn’t travel outside of Italian borders, you will go to him.”

“Read my lips, asshole.” Jessica’s voice dripped with venom. “I’m not going anywhere, and since you found me here, you surely are aware that I can’t leave the U.S., so fuck the hell off.”

“You have two weeks, Ms. Russo. If you haven’t presented yourself to the Don by then, I will come for you.” His lips curled into a Cheshire grin. “Believe me, you won’t enjoy the trip if I have to return to this vile country.”

Watching him walk away, Jessica’s mind spun. The only people who knew she was in WITSEC were Brinkman, the Chief Judge, as well as Donavon Lee, her U.S. Marshal handler.

“Goddamn it! I knew I should’ve trusted my instincts. It’s Brinkman! The motherfucker is corrupt, as sure as I’m standing here, and if I’m correct, logic prevails that he would be the one who ratted out my new identity and location to Sanchigo. How else would the Russo Cosca have found me?” Her voice sounded desolate in the large stables.

They found you before, Jessica... or did you forget that you changed your name all those years ago to ensure your own freedom?

“Izabella Russo... God, how I hate that name!” she sneered in response to the subconscious reminder. Her mother had chosen the name since she was a devoted Christian and loved its meaning—devoted to God.

“Let’s be honest, mother. It’s devoted to Cesare Russo. That’s all that’s ever been expected from me!”

As far back as Jessica could recall, her father had never shown her any affection. Telling her he loved her even less. In his overall world that consisted only of Cesare Russo, only one thing mattered—the use he could gain from people in his life... his own flesh and blood included.

With trembling fingers, she made the call to Marshal Donavon Lee.

“I’ve been made,” she said in a clipped voice the moment he answered.

“Sanchigo?” She could hear the concern in the older man’s voice.

“My Sicilian family, but the only way they would possibly have been able to find me would be from information he supplied. Who in the fucking WITSEC program is corrupt, Marshal Lee?”

“Probably more people than we care to admit,” he responded darkly. “Hang tight. I’m sending you a new safehouse location. Open it with your encryption code. Go there immediately and wait. I’ll personally handle your extraction. Do not trust anyone that’s not me, except if they use the phrase... the rabbit is in the hat.”

“I don’t understand. Why should I trust anyone that’s not you?”

“Because if something happens to me, everyone I am responsible for is assigned to a new handler.”

“This is so fucked up,” she muttered as he ended the call. “Is this my life now? Running and running and running?”

The thought depressed her. Being happy, content, and living the life she had always dreamed of seemed so far away, she felt it slip through her fingers.

“I’m not living like this. I don’t care what needs to be done, but they have to fix this. When Donavon gets here, it’s going to end. One way or the other.”

Her mind made up, she finished brushing off the horse, stabled him, and within minutes, she was on the way to the house she rented on the outskirts of Hastings to pack her things. Not that she had much, but she’d be damned if she got stuck in some remote location without proper clean clothes and toiletries.

“I guess there is still a little of the old Jessica left in me, after all.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Two

[image: ]


[image: image]

George Bush Center for Intelligence, Langley, Fairfax County, Virginia...

“Director Lewis, this is U.S. Marshal Donavon Lee.” The deep voice resonated through the room from the speakerphone on his desk.

Slade Lewis frowned at the screen of his laptop as he read the updated reports on the search for Salvitore Sanchigo he had just received from Kaden Frazer, his best friend and owner of Triple K Secure. His frustration was rife as he flipped through the folder online. Once again, the man had disappeared into thin air.

“What can I do for you, Marshal Lee?” he said without distracting his attention from what he was looking at.

“I’m acting on the directive that any incident associated with the Salvitore Sanchigo case be reported directly to you.”

Slade’s eyes darkened as he straightened in the chair. His fingers tightened perceptively as they balled into a fist.

“I’m listening.”

Slade grew up in a small town in Louisiana. After graduating high school, he attended the United States Naval Academy and received his commission in the Marine Corps upon graduation. As an infantry officer, Slade deployed multiple times overseas, including tours in Lebanon, Panama, and the First Gulf War. He quickly rose through the ranks, known for his courage under fire and strong leadership abilities.

In 1995, Slade was recruited by the CIA to join their Special Activities Division. As a paramilitary operations officer, he led covert missions across the globe for over fifteen years. Slade planned and executed operations in conflict zones such as Africa, Bosnia, Pakistan, and throughout the Middle East. He worked closely with Joint Special Operations Command, gathering vital intelligence and targeting high-value individuals and terrorist organizations.

Slade’s most famous mission occurred in 2015 in Afghanistan. He was embedded with an Afghan Army unit in Tarinkot when they came under heavy attack by the Taliban. Slade helped coordinate the defense, directing airstrikes and moving forces to flank the Taliban. His quick thinking and bravery were credited with saving the lives of President Hamid Karzai and his troops. For his actions, Slade received the Distinguished Intelligence Cross, the highest honor bestowed by the CIA.

After this mission, Slade was promoted to Deputy Director of the National Clandestine Service, overseeing all covert operations worldwide. He served in this role until 2017, when he was elected as Deputy Director of the CIA. Slade’s decades of service and combat experience made him one of the most decorated and respected paramilitary operatives in CIA history. His strong leadership and tactical skills were exactly what the agency needed during the turbulent War on Terror years. Now, he excelled at the vital role he played in operational intelligence.

“One of my WITSEC persons has been compromised. According to them, it could only have happened with the assistance of Sanchigo.” The concern was evident in the marshal’s tone.

“I’m not following.” Slade tapped his fingers on the desk. “How would he have known where your witness was? Surely, the information is only known to you as the handler?”

“Usually, yes, but this was a different case. The person isn’t a witness in an ongoing court case. Rather, she was exonerated with all charges dropped on the precondition of entering WITSEC.”

“She?” Slade’s attention immediately sharpened. The only person who would remotely interest him, who could’ve been associated with Sanchigo, was ex-State Attorney General Jessica Hewitt. She had been involved with the banking fraud Sanchigo had attempted to implement a year ago. With Kaden’s help, Slade and Senator Tanner Wilder had put an end to it before any damage was done. Hewitt and all the other cohorts were caught and received hefty prison sentences. “I’m not aware of any of the prisoners being exonerated that were involved with that case.”

“It was apparently a very clandestine application and implemented in a similar fashion. She was released ten months ago already.”

“Who is she?”

“I’m not at liberty to say, Director,” Donavon’s voice turned reserved.

“Regardless of acting on a directive, I get the impression that there is a deeper reason for you calling me, Marshal. My instinct tells me that you need my help, so spit it out.”

“Very well,” Donavon admitted. “But needless to say, this is highly confidential information. The only reason I’m divulging it is because I’ve followed every aspect of the Sanchigo case. I know how dangerous he is. If he’s the one who found out her new identity and location, then one of the three people who knows where she was placed is corrupt... and it most definitely isn’t me.”

“Are those three people from the marshal’s office?”

“No. I was approached directly by the person who exonerated her and instructed her not to discuss the case with anyone, not even my superior.

“Very well. Since I am the one in charge of this investigation, I can assure you whatever you tell me will not be shared with anyone.”

“Is this line secure?” Donavon asked after a brief hesitation.

“It is, but I’d prefer to call you from an encrypted phone, just in case. Do I use this same number?”

“Yes.”

Slade ended the call and dialed his number from his satellite phone.

“I’m listening, Marshal Lee,” he said when he answered.

“The identity she was given is Amy Frier, a horse rider trainer at Empyrean Stables in Hastings, Minnesota.” Another brief hesitation. “She’s the ex-Washington State Attorney General Jessica Hewitt.”

“Where is she at present?” Slade was engulfed with excitement. Finally, a breakthrough. Hewitt was one of the few people who had been incarcerated that he believed had information that would lead to finding Sanchigo.

Now, there was no doubt in his mind—Jessica Hewitt was important to the mobster. The sooner he got his hands on her, the better.

“I assume you relocated her?”

“Yes, she is already at the new location. I’ll send you the coordinates. Use the code phrase ‘the rabbit is in the hat.’ Otherwise, she’ll disappear when you arrive. Oh, and Director Lewis, I suggest you go alone. If you arrive with an entire entourage, she’ll definitely run.”

“Thank you, Marshal Lee. I’ll confirm her safety in due course.”
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Midnight... Des Moines, Iowa...

The dimly lit room was still and quiet, with only a sliver of moonlight filtering in through the grimy window. Jessica stood pressed against the flaking paint of the wall, her breathing slow and steady despite the adrenaline coursing through her veins. She gripped the knife tightly, her palms clammy.

Blending into the shadows, Jessica stood motionless. Her breaths came slow and measured as she listened intently. The safe house was quiet, aside from the occasional groan of the old building settling.

She tightened her grip on the knife handle and could feel her palm growing even slicker with sweat.

Where is he? I heard him enter minutes ago! He should have been here by now.

The worn floorboards suddenly creaked under the weight of a footstep. Jessica’s muscles coiled as her body became as taut as a wire. She slowed her breathing further while straining to discern any additional sounds.

Another creak, closer this time. She pressed herself flatter against the wall, waiting. The footsteps drew steadily nearer, even though they were muffled on the dirty carpeting.

A dark silhouette appeared in the doorway. Before the man could react, Jessica surged forward with swift and silent movements as she placed the cool flat of the blade against the stranger’s throat just as he crossed the threshold.

“Take one more step, and I’ll slit your carotid,” she whispered, her voice sounding lethally calm.

The man froze under her knife. She could feel the tension in his body and sensed his rapid heartbeat pulsing against the steel. He made no move to resist or retreat. His stillness was absolute as the moonlight glinted along the keen edge at his neck, where she noticed a bead of blood appear from the knife cutting his skin.

Jessica’s muscles trembled with adrenaline, ready to drive the knife home at the slightest provocation. Yet the man simply stood there in acquiescence, as he was seemingly unconcerned that his fate rested in her steady hands.

“The rabbit is in the hat,” he said calmly.

Jessica narrowed her eyes. This wasn’t how it was supposed to happen. Where was Marshal Lee? She glanced around the dim room warily, even as she kept the knife poised at the man’s throat.

Suddenly, the room flooded with light as she flicked the switch with her free hand. Blinking against the harsh glare, the man took in the peeling wallpaper, stained carpeting, and sparse furnishings that defined the worn safe house.

“Ms. Frier, I believe?” he asked politely as he turned to face her.

She was startled as she recognized him. What the fuck is he doing here? None of her thoughts showed, though, as she met his gaze steadily.

“You’re not Marshal Lee.”

“Indeed.” His shadowed eyes gave nothing away.

“How did you...” Her breath caught as she paled. “Is he dead?”

“Marshall Lee is alive and well,” he reassured her in a smooth voice. “Donovan contacted me since he fears that one of the people who sent you here also ratted you out. Relax, Ms. Hewitt. I’m here to help.”

Jessica slowly lowered herself onto the lumpy sofa and drew her feet up under her. Apparently, he knew more about the situation than she’d realized or was comfortable with. She tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear.

“So, he told you everything?” she asked quietly.

“He told me about the exoneration and WITSEC, yes, but omitted who was involved. The rest I already know.”

“Except you don’t know all the rest, Director Lewis.” Jessica smiled wanly. “Not by a long shot.” She watched him closely, taking in his muscular build and the calculating look in his eyes. He moved with a lethal grace that set her own senses on high alert.

“Ah, so you do know who I am,” he rumbled.

Jessica shifted uncomfortably under his watchful gaze. She was more than aware that she looked different from the confident, striking woman he had met a couple of years ago at a charity function. If she looked like she felt, the words that came to his mind would be lost, insecure, and broken.

Slade Lewis, on the other hand, oozed with confidence and power—two characteristics that had always drawn her to him. He exuded a magnetism few women could resist. She counted among them and couldn’t deny that thoughts of being intimate with him had been strumming her lust and desire for years.

She suppressed a low moan at the sound of his fingers stroking over the stubble of beard covering his square jaw. Heat flushed her loins. Holy shit! One-on-one with this man is potent! One thing she always noticed about him was that there was an intensity to him, a coiled energy in his movements. He carried himself with a quiet confidence and was clearly a man used to being in control.

Deputy Director Lewis cut an imposing figure with his athletic build, broad shoulders, and muscular arms. His unruly silver hair contrasted with his naturally tanned skin and was complemented by chiseled facial features—high cheekbones, a strong jawline, and an aquiline nose.

Yet there was also an undeniable magnetism about him. Thoughts of a clear mountain stream came to mind as she met his piercing blue-gray eyes. Her heartbeat quickened despite herself. There was a directness in his gaze that was almost hypnotic. She had to force herself to look away to refocus her mind on the task at hand.

Whatever attraction she felt was beside the point. Director Lewis was not an ally. She couldn’t allow herself to be distracted by his masculine appeal. He was clearly here for reasons other than her safety, and she had to keep her wits about her. Tightening the grip on the knife, she steeled herself. She’d be damned if she allowed his good looks to compromise her in any way.

“Well,” he prodded grimly. “Do you remember me?”

“Of course. We’ve been involved in similar cases since our first meeting.” Refusing to be intimidated, she kept her response calm and even. “I have a very good memory, and I recall very clearly our last meeting was with the FBI director and your niece about her investigating the banking fraud case.” She felt her cheeks flush at the memory. “I know I’m not your favorite person, Director Lewis.”

Contrary to what she expected, he didn’t use the door she had just opened. Perhaps because he had been anything but kind to her that day. Trembling, she felt the control she had over the situation slipping. Not reacting as she had expected put her on the back foot. Her fingers tightened around the handle of the knife she was still clutching in one hand. The grip was defensive and made her appear aggressive.

The bastard better not move, or this blade is gonna fly!

“I don’t like the blonde hair. I much prefer you as a brunette.”

“You... what?” Jessica stared at him as he completely took the wind out of her sails. One hand raised to touch her tousled hair. She simmered angrily as she watched the slight smile on Slade’s face. However much she presented herself as a warrior, she was still very much aware of her appearance. The loose-fitting sweatpants and top were nowhere near the fashionable outfits she always used to wear. Living a life in the country had been one of the most challenging aspects of WITSEC since she was a big-city woman, through and through.

Sitting down across from her, his eyes raked over her in a slow, measured look.

“I must admit, I prefer you with a clean face. The makeup you usually wear is subtle, but seeing you without it... you’re a natural beauty, Jessica. You don’t need any enhancement.”

The feline inside her awoke in a primal growl as she lifted the knife higher.

“Enough of the Casanova act! I don’t know why you’re here, DD Lewis, but I’ve had it with the honey talk. I’ve been around long enough to know when a man does that, he’s usually after something. So, what do you want from me?”
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