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Nora Quinn stood outside the unmarked steel door beneath the club and tried not to shake. The pawnshop ledger was still in her bag. Her father’s panicked phone call two hours earlier had been short: the men were coming, he couldn’t pay, and if she didn’t fix it they would take everything. So she had come here in the only black dress she owned, the one that hit just above her knees and made her look like she was attending a funeral instead of begging for her father’s life.

The door opened before she knocked. A woman with sharp cheekbones and ink running up both arms looked her over once and stepped aside. “You’re the daughter. Come in.”

The club was dark, red light pooling on black floors and low couches. Music throbbed somewhere deeper in the building. The woman-Sienna, Nora would learn later-led her through a side corridor and into a private room that smelled of expensive whiskey and leather. Four people waited.

Nico Kane sat at the head of a long table, sleeves rolled, a scar cutting through one eyebrow. He didn’t smile. To his right, Roz Delacroix lounged in a short dress the color of blood, legs crossed, eyes already traveling over Nora’s body like she was deciding where to bite first. Luca Moretti was at the far end, glasses on, laptop closed, the only one who looked even slightly approachable. Sienna took a post by the door and stayed silent.

“Your father owes us thirty thousand,” Nico said. His voice was low and flat. “The ledger he sold was ours. We want it back and we want the money. He has neither.”

Nora set the bag on the table. Her hands were steady even if her pulse wasn’t. “I brought the ledger. He didn’t know what it was. I’ll get the money. I just need time.”

Roz laughed, soft and mean. “Time’s expensive, sweetheart.”

Nico leaned forward. “You have until tomorrow night. After that we take the shop and whatever else we need.”

Nora’s stomach dropped. She opened her mouth to argue and Roz stood up, walked around the table, and stopped behind her. Close enough that Nora felt the heat of her body. A manicured hand slid down the zipper of Nora’s dress, just an inch, then lower, fingertips brushing the curve of her ass through the fabric.

“Relax,” Roz murmured against her ear. “We’re not monsters. Yet.”

Nora froze. The touch was deliberate, slow, and when she didn’t pull away Roz’s hand settled fully on her ass, squeezing once. Heat flooded Nora’s face and lower. She had never been touched like this by a woman in public, or by anyone this casually, and her body answered before her brain did. Her thighs pressed together.

Luca cleared his throat. “Nico-”

“Let her talk,” Nico said, watching Nora’s face.

Roz’s other hand came around and cupped Nora’s breast through the dress, thumb stroking the nipple until it tightened. “She’s shaking. Poor thing. Maybe she needs a better reason to stay and negotiate.”

Nora’s voice came out thinner than she wanted. “I can decode it. The ledger. I’m an archivist. If it’s coded I can break it. Wipe the debt if I do.”

Nico’s eyes narrowed. Roz’s fingers pinched her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. “Interesting offer,” Roz said. “But I want collateral tonight.”

Sienna spoke for the first time, voice quiet. “She’s not part of the debt.”

“She walked in,” Roz answered. Her hand left Nora’s breast, slid down, and pushed between Nora’s thighs. The dress was thin. Roz’s fingers found the damp spot on her panties immediately and rubbed. “And she’s already wet. Look at her.”

Nora’s knees nearly buckled. She caught the edge of the table. Luca stood, but Nico waved him back. “Ask her,” Nico said.

Roz’s mouth was at Nora’s ear again. “Do you want me to stop?”

Nora’s heart slammed. She should say yes. She should run. Instead she heard herself whisper, “No.”

Roz smiled against her skin, hooked Nora’s panties aside, and pushed two fingers inside her. Nora cried out, the sound sharp in the quiet room. Roz fucked her slowly at first, then harder, curling her fingers, the wet sound obscene. Nora’s hips rocked without permission. She came fast, thighs shaking, forehead dropping to the table while Roz worked her through it.

When Roz pulled her fingers free they glistened. She held them up so Nico could see, then licked them clean while looking straight at Nora. “Delicious.”

Nico’s jaw was tight. He stood. “Office. Now. All of you.”

They moved. Nora’s legs were unsteady. Luca’s hand found her elbow, steadying her as they walked deeper into the club. The office was larger, a wide couch against one wall, desk, low lighting. Nico shut the door.

Roz pushed Nora down onto the couch and hiked the dress to her waist. “Spread.”

Nora did. Roz dropped to her knees, pulled the ruined panties down, and put her mouth on Nora’s cunt. Her tongue was hot and thorough, licking through the mess she’d already made, sucking on her clit until Nora’s hands fisted in Roz’s hair. Sienna watched from the doorway, arms crossed, expression unreadable, but her eyes stayed on Nora’s face.

Luca moved closer. Nora reached for him without thinking. He hesitated, then stepped between her knees while Roz kept eating her. Nora’s fingers fumbled with his belt. He helped. When she got his cock free she stroked him, thick and already hard, and he groaned. Roz looked up, mouth shiny, and smiled.

“Share,” Roz said.

She shifted so Nora could lean forward and take Luca into her mouth. Nora had never done this with an audience. She sucked him slowly at first, learning the taste, the way he twitched when she used her tongue. Roz’s fingers slid back inside her, fucking her in time with the bob of her head. Sienna finally moved, crossing the room to stand behind Luca. She reached around, wrapped her hand over Nora’s on his cock, and guided the rhythm-deeper, then shallow, then deep again-while her other hand slid down Nora’s spine and between her ass cheeks, one finger pressing lightly, testing.

Nico stayed by the door, arms folded, watching every second. His cock was hard against his slacks. He didn’t touch himself. He just watched Nora’s mouth stretch around Luca and the way her hips jerked when Roz sucked her clit and Sienna’s finger breached her ass at the same time.

Nora came again with Luca’s cock still on her tongue, the orgasm ripping through her so hard her vision blurred. Luca pulled out before he finished, stroking himself once, twice, then coming across her chest and the top of her dress. Roz licked the mess from Nora’s skin, then kissed her, letting her taste herself and Luca together.

Sienna withdrew her finger slowly. She looked at Nico. “Enough for tonight.”

Nico’s voice was rough. “She stays until the ledger is decoded. She sleeps here. If she runs, the debt doubles and we take the shop tomorrow.”

Nora sat up, dress still bunched at her waist, come cooling on her skin, cunt throbbing. She should have been terrified. Instead she nodded, voice hoarse. “I’ll stay.”

Roz laughed again, softer this time, and kissed the inside of Nora’s thigh. “Good girl.”

Nico opened the door. “Luca, get her a room. Sienna, watch the street. Roz-” He stopped, eyes on the wet shine still on Roz’s mouth. “Clean her up. Then bring her the ledger. We start tonight.”

Nora let them move her. Her body still hummed, oversensitive, marked. She had come here to save her father. She had no idea she was about to lose every rule she had ever kept. And she already wanted more.
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Nora woke on a narrow bed in a room above the club with the taste of last night still on her tongue. Someone had left clothes on the chair-soft black pants and a tank top that actually fit. She showered, dressed, and found Luca waiting in the hallway with coffee and the ledger.

“Nico wants you in the office,” he said. His eyes flicked to the faint mark Roz had left on her collarbone and then away. “You okay?”

“I don’t know,” Nora answered honestly. She took the coffee anyway.

The office was the same one from last night. Nico sat behind the desk. Sienna leaned against the wall. Roz was perched on the edge of the desk itself, legs crossed, smiling like she already knew how the morning would end. The ledger lay open between them, pages of tight, coded handwriting.

“You said you can break it,” Nico said. “Prove it.”

Nora sat. Her hands steadied once they touched paper. She worked in silence for twenty minutes, murmuring to herself, marking patterns. When she looked up, her pulse was racing for a different reason.

“This isn’t just numbers. It’s a record of payments, drop points, and names. One of them is Silas Crane. If this is real, it can put him away. And I’m the only person in this room who can finish decoding the rest.”

Roz’s smile widened. Nico’s expression didn’t change, but his fingers tightened on the arm of the chair.

“Deal,” Nora said. “I crack every page. My father’s debt is gone. I’m free to walk whenever I want. If I walk before it’s done, the deal dies with me. Those are the terms.”

Nico stared at her for a long moment. “You’re free to leave. Anytime. But if you leave unfinished, we take the shop and the rest of what he owes. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

He nodded once. “You work nights. Here. Luca will get you whatever tech you need. Don’t leave the building without one of us.”

Roz slid off the desk. “I’ll show her the back office.”

Nico didn’t stop her.

The back office was smaller, windowless, lit by a single lamp and the glow of two monitors. A long desk ran along one wall. Roz locked the door behind them and leaned against it.

“Free to leave,” she repeated, voice low. “Doesn’t mean you have to.”

Nora set the ledger down. Her mouth was dry. “I came here to work.”

“You can do both.” Roz crossed the room. She didn’t touch her yet. “Last night you came on my fingers and my tongue while three other people watched. You sucked Luca’s cock like you were starving. And you still said yes to staying. So tell me to stop if you want me to stop.”

Nora’s thighs pressed together. “I don’t want you to stop.”

Roz’s hands found her hips and turned her, pressing






















d2d_images/cover.jpg
s

- -

b

-

\ iy A
i 1 , T y /l |
' ‘» v

: Smful
‘Bargain

Joanne Starr





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





