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ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.  No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, without permission of the author.

The characters and events portrayed in Angel’s Obsession are fictitious or are used fictitiously.  Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not intended by the author. 

Reader Warning

The following novel, "DEATH: Angel’s Obsession," contains content that may be disturbing or triggering to some readers. The themes and scenes depicted include, but are not limited to:

	Graphic violence and descriptions of death

	Strong language and explicit content

	Themes of mental illness and trauma

	Depictions of abuse and self-harm


Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you feel that any of these topics may affect you negatively, please consider whether you wish to proceed with reading this story.





Personal Note

Dear Reader,

While the content of this novel is intense and may be unsettling, I promise it's all in the name of storytelling. Think of it as a rollercoaster ride – thrilling, a bit scary, but ultimately exhilarating. And remember, if things get too intense, there's always a cat video on the internet waiting to cheer you up! 🐱

Happy reading and may your journey through "Angel’s Obsession" be as captivating as it is chilling.



For Morley

And for Monty...until we meet again
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The moment the stripper took to the stage and began to dance, his entire fucking world skidded to a halt. He couldn’t count the number of nights the team had met here after a particularly rough assignment to blow off steam with a friendly game of poker or blackjack, and enjoy the scenery, yet not once had he ever been tempted to sample from the buffet.  This one, though, she was special. Luxurious, deep red hair—his fucking kryptonite—hung nearly to the tops of her perfect, round, ass cheeks, complimenting a smoking-hot body that put every one of his wet dreams to shame. 

Fuck! If heaven made angels like her, he’d gladly eat a bullet right now. 

Luscious curves, and delicate, flawless, pale skin, decorated with swirling black ink inside both her wrists and along the side of one long and shapely leg. And her tits. Sweet Mother of Mercy. They were the perfect size to spill over his hands—and he had big motherfucking hands. He could imagine pushing her breasts together and shoving his cock between them; her hair wrapped like silk around his fists, while he fucked her tits until he spewed cum all over them. 

But it was her eyes that really got to him and did him in. Jade green behind the black, velvet, fox mask that covered most of her face, except for those luscious lips which were curled at the corners, in that seductive smile that went straight to his dick and felt like it was meant just for him.  Even from this distance, the green of her eyes reached him. He’d seen eyes like those before. Dreamt of them if he were brave enough to be honest with himself. Mystical...Enchanting eyes...Beguiling...Innocent.

She called to him in a way that made him long for things he had no right to have...and yet his soul still cruelly craved, despite the darkness that could only corrupt something so good. He wasn’t boyfriend material. Hell—who the fuck was he kidding? —he wasn’t dating material. Period. Dating was a game for domestic dogs, and he was more like a rabid wolf. A one-night-fuck, no-strings-attached kind of guy—when he had time. And for a lot more than the last few months, time had been preciously scarce...in fact, it hadn’t been available at all for over a year now, and the cracks in the porcelain that was his normally cool façade were beginning to show.

That probably accounted for his lustful infatuation with the fucking stripper on the stage.

The hard clap of a hand on his shoulder jolted him out of the mesmerizing eye-connection he had with the dancer.

Bryce laughed in his ear. 

“You like her. Good...she’s yours.”

Jax blinked, pulled from his depraved thoughts by the other man’s words. Wait—

“What?” 

Dumbfounded, he turned to stare at the big man who was now seated next to him in the underground speakeasy.

Bryce picked up his glass from the table, grinning salaciously, and held it up in salute to someone behind the line of Jax’s sight before taking a sip. 

“While you were ogling her—and salivating like a pubescent teen, I might add—no judgement—I arranged a little playdate. She’s bought and paid for until morning.” He put his glass back on the table and sat back, looking smugly pleased with himself. “I’m told she’s new. She hasn’t been played with yet.” His dark gaze settled meaningfully on Jax. “I’m sure you’re capable of seeing she’s adequately initiated.” Those black eyes sparkled, the corners showing a ray of deep lines that—like the silver at his temples—had more to do with the shit he’d seen during his forty-something years, than age, sun damage, or the amount of times he’d laughed combined. “Consider it an early birthday present. It’s not every day that our favorite enforcer turns thirty-five.”

Jax’s lip curled into an amused sneer in response—the closest he came to a smile these days. “That’s because in this line of work, most enforcers are dead before they hit thirty,” he retorted, dryly. And it wasn’t always by an enemy’s hand. If they weren’t dead, they usually had the good sense to get the fuck out and back to a normal life...a luxury he simply wasn’t capable of. 

Bryce tipped his head back, laughing heartily, completely unaffected by the morbidity. “You’re not wrong, brother. You’re not wrong.” He shook his head, chuckling. “You’re not like the others though.” His grin sobered, if only just. “There’s a darkness in you that goes deeper than anything I’ve ever seen, yet it doesn’t do a damn thing to damage the strength of that mental state of yours” he said, pointing one meaty finger at Jax.  He tipped his head to the side, his black eyes studying, trying to decipher the very things that made him tick. “It’s like you take every assignment personal,” he said after a moment. “Extract a little bit of...dare I say, pleasure, from it.”

Jax snorted. “And that’s a bad thing?” 

Bryce was quick to shake his head. “No...no, not at all.” His smile was back with a salacious wink. “It works very well in DEATH’s favor.” He shrugged; there was a level of friendly concern in the way he tilted his head now. “But if it’s the only pleasure in your life, well...” he spread his hands, then he leaned on the table. “You know I’m not the kind of boss who sticks his nose in his guy’s personal lives, but I’d like to think that after this many assignments, we’re not just co-workers, we’re friends; I’m saying this as your friend,” he paused for effect, “even the Angel of Death can benefit from some positive energy.” He jutted his chin toward the dancer who now had her back to the audience, her voluptuous ass on full display as she bent down to wrap her hands around her ankles, only a thin strip of white fabric covering her anus and bare pussy from everyone’s view. “Positive. Fucking. Energy,” he said meaningfully.  “Enjoy it.”

Jax’s gaze was already locked onto her. His mouth had gone dry the minute she’d begun to arch her back in a pose that rattled his beast and made him all too aware of how long it had been since he’d fucked a woman in that position. Way too long since he’d fucked, period. It wasn’t exactly intentional; his job demanded more of him than there was to give sometimes is all. Not that he would ever complain. At the end of the day when it had boiled down to a beer, a hot shower, and a few hours of sleep or meaningless sex with a stranger, he'd gone for the first three options. Truthfully, he’d gotten bored of the whole hookup scene a long time ago. But looking at the dancer on the stage, he was suddenly all too aware of what had been lacking in his life. 

To hell with it, like Bryce had implied, he was due a night off. The girl might be unbroken now; she wouldn’t be when he was finished with her. Innocence wasn’t exactly his thing, but he had to admit, knowing she wasn’t a seasoned Doll was hot as fuck. He’d never taken one of Seraphin’s girls before. He had nothing against paying for his particular tastes—a fair wage and a good head for investments meant he wasn’t hurting for money and probably wouldn’t be in this lifetime—but the idea of touching something he was kind of obligated to protect had kept his mind from ever even considering crossing that line. 

Until tonight. Until her.

As though Bryce sensed that he wasn’t going to argue his way out of it, he turned back toward two of the four men standing just a few feet behind them. “Make sure Jax’s birthday gift is waiting for him when he’s finished tonight.” They both gave a curt nod each and without a word, immediately began to make their way toward the back of the stage. At Jax’s questioning look, Bryce shrugged. “I pulled strings and got Seraphin to allow you to take her off site. You just have to bring her back to the club in one piece when you’re done.” He smirked. “In the meantime, feel like a little job before you settle in for the night?” His black eyes glinted like onyx.

Jax reached for the beer on the table, lifting it to his lips and draining the bottle. When he laid it back down, his steel grey gaze met Bryce’s. “Who’s the target?”

Killing should bother him. So should inflicting pain. The rational part of his brain knew both of these facts. But in truth, it had been a long time since Jax had felt any remorse or guilt for the things he’d done...the things he did. He wasn’t about to start now.  He could blame his thirst for violence on his time in the military, but he knew they’d only given him an outlet for the raging beast that had already been living inside him.  If he were a noble man, he could at least console himself that the people he tortured and killed were the lowest of the low...a scourge on humanity. That the world was a better place without them in it. That he did the things he did for the justice of it. Because it was just the right thing to do. 

But the reality was, it didn’t matter if there was a higher purpose to his work. Not really. He was like a machine when it came to it. He did the things that no one else had the stomach for, and he did them without question, without conflict...without mercy. And with a meticulous precision that was terrifying and awesome in equal measure. He did it, because it somehow managed to quiet the rage inside him. Because the beast that writhed beneath his calm, cold exterior, demanded to be fed. For just that little while, when he was dishing out punishment, when he was inflicting pain...he felt at peace.

Angel of Death, Bryce had called him. Jax wasn’t sure if angel was the right term. He was more like a demon when he swooped in and delivered a reign of hell on his target. Tonight’s activities were about enforcing cooperation, not taking lives, yet the amount of blood covering his clothing as he let himself into his apartment on the top floor of the warehouse, didn’t mesh with sustainment of life. However, it was enough to cause the auburn-haired dancer’s jade-colored eyes to widen in shock and—he suspected—horror as he slid his black duffle bag down off his shoulder and let it drop to the floor with the kind of thud that may or may not have illuded to a severed body part or two inside. 

Shit. 

For a moment, Jax found himself caught completely off guard. Bringing himself up to his full height—an impressive six-foot-four—he met three pairs of eyes with a cold, blank, expression from beneath the pulled-low brim of his black baseball cap. 

Grunt’s black,1972  Monte Carlo, parked outside near the loading dock, wasn’t a strange sight, so he had been expecting to find at least one person inside raiding his beer fridge, but he had completely forgotten about Bryce’s gift...yet here she was now, wrists and ankles tied, hips and breasts wrapped in a swath of wide red satin ribbon that correlated in a bow at her back, and topped off with a blue, rubber ball gag wedged between her teeth, held in place by another red satin ribbon. She stood before him, still wearing the black velvet, feather trimmed mask, her luscious body held upright and in place by Grunt and Ox.

As he took in the ravishing sight before him, his expression turned to one of mild puzzlement. “What’s with the gag?” He asked Ox, since Grunt was only capable of doing just that...grunting, after he’d had his tongue severed a few years back when he’d been caught and tortured by one of the team’s enemies—of which there were plenty. Jax had immediately been sent in for an extraction to bring Grunt home, earning himself a place in Grunt’s small circle of people he considered family. Ox, who was also in that circle, was now Grunt’s self-designated voice since he seemed to be the only one who could understand the man’s vocalizations fluently.

“Grunt thought that, since Bryce said she was supposed to be your birthday present, it’d be nice to giftwrap her for you. He threw in the ball gag because he thought you’d like it.” Ox looked at the gag then back at Jax, his expression uncertain. “We can remove it if you like—”

“No.” Jax curled his lip in a smirk as he interpreted the dancer’s outraged squeals to signify her opinion in the matter. “Leave it. It’ll be useful.” He offered a nod to Grunt who lifted his head, accepting the silent show of appreciation. “String her up on the carabiner, then leave,” he ordered them. He leaned down and picked up the bag again, then turned, dismissing them. He still had to finish disposing of his.... work. After that, his plan was to hit the shower. 

Behind him he could hear the high-pitched squeal of the dancer protesting as Grunt and Ox manhandled her writhing body and did exactly as he had requested, attaching her to the carabiner hook that was bolted to the ceiling. Jax felt his cheek pull into a self-satisfied smirk. The hook normally held his angled heavy bag, but he’d busted it open just last week and hadn’t bothered to have it replaced yet. A fortuitous oversight on his part, he realized. 

A short while later, he was finally ready for that shower. Taking the hat off, he yanked off the elastic that held his hair back in a thick ponytail, releasing it to fall just past his shoulders, and raked his fingers through the long lengths. Even after eight years, it still felt odd not to feel the short bristles of the military cut he’d sported after he’d enlisted. Growing out his hair had been his first attempt to step back into his civilian life. It was the only attempt he’d succeeded at.

Stripping off the blood-spattered tee-shirt, he slid open the shower door and reached inside to turn the taps, adjusting the flow and regulating the temperature. As the pipes banged and sputtered, he lifted the gun from the holster nestled against his back, checked that the safety was still on, and placed it beside the towel.  The pair of knives, nestled against his ribs on either side of his lats, were next; he released the leather straps holding them in place with his thumbs, so they dropped down into his waiting hands. He twirled them expertly before laying them side by side on the counter beside the sink and stripping off the rest of his clothes. 

Standing under the warm spray, he let his mind drift to the woman who was now trussed up and dangling from his ceiling. From the very moment he’d first seen her tonight, he’d been captivated by her. And not just because he wanted to fuck her. The hair. The eyes. It had instantly brought him back to the one time in his life when he’d even considered the possibility of being with a woman for a reason other than sex. It had been a fantasy implanted into his brain when he had still believed he could somehow cage the monster inside him. That good and pure were within his reach. He knew better than that now.  He wasn’t against relationships, but that shit just didn’t coincide with who he was...and he knew himself enough to get that giving up this life would only stoke the beast in him to surface in other darker—more sadistic—ways. 

And yet...the moment he’d seen the green-eyed dancer, she had been just the right combination of sugar and spice, innocence and heat. She’d been a perfect manifestation of the one fantasy he always denied himself to have, and it had immediately hit him right in the chest, stealing his breath for just that split second...before making a lightening strike down to his cock. 

Jax turned beneath the spray, letting it rain down over his face as he leaned one hand on the wall; he groaned. Oh, the things he was going to do to her... 

A ripple of anticipation made his muscles tighten and his cock thicken beneath the hot steam.

Seraphin’s Speakeasy was known throughout Las Vegas for its caliber of girls. They were considered a higher class than the dancers in the other strip joints in the city—hell, in the fucking entire country. Seraphin’s girls were treated like royalty. No one laid a hand on them without severe consequences. The Dolls, however, were a different matter entirely. They were the best of Seraphin’s dancers. The VIPs paid a hefty sum to do a lot more than just touch them. Playing with a Doll wasn’t a cheap ride. Jax knew that the club got more than its fair share of the money from that, but the girls were also paid exceptionally well for the services they provided. Services willingly provided. Stipulations involved the mandatory use of condoms and that there was to be no visible marks left on their bodies...with the exception of some mild bondage bruising, or a welt or two, if the play got a little...rough. 

Seraphin was peddling in sexual fantasies; the girls were living sex dolls. Most had walked willingly into the lifestyle, eyes wide open. They knew the risks of the trade, but Seraphin did everything to minimize those risks and protect them like the valuable assets they were.

To have been gifted a Seraphin Doll who hadn’t yet been played with, was not something to take lightly—neither was the fact that she had come without a signed contract, defining limits. That made her equal to a virginal sacrifice. Bryce had likely done a lot more than cash in a few favors for Seraphin to allow such innocence to leave the protection of the club. But then, Bryce had developed a bit of a soft spot for Jax...it stemmed from when the Angel of DEATH had dismembered the perverted bastards who had kidnapped Bryce’s fourteen-year-old niece and tried to sell her into the European skin trade. He’d been equally disturbed and appreciative of Jax’s methods of cutting them up bit by bit, while keeping them alive, and prolonging their torture until the last possible second, all the while recording his artwork to show Wolf for training purposes, and live streaming it unedited for Bryce’s private viewing. 

Jax knew Bryce had been looking for a way to repay him ever since. He’d obviously caught the look on Jax’s face when the dancer had taken to the stage and realized the opportunity was finally upon him. 

Jax wasn’t complaining—hell no! But he was going to have to do better at keeping his poker face in place. The girl had produced a visible weakness in him...he was going to have to punish her for that, he mused, his body tightening even more at the delicious thought.

He took his time in the shower, knowing that she would have nothing else to do but fret over what was to become of her once he reappeared.  By the time he was done, the long length of his hair was finally back to the light brown and golden sun streaks that easily boasted his California west coast upbringing better than any birth certificate ever could. He stepped from the shower and took his time towelling off, making a meal out of the anticipation—imagining his Doll trying desperately to loosen her bindings now that she heard the water shut off.

His lips curled into the first real semblance of a smile that he’d had in a very long time as he gathered his weapons and padded naked from the bathroom into the bedroom, the damp towel slung over his shoulder. He stored his knives in the chest beneath the bed then reached into the cupboard that served as a dresser, where he extracted a pair of black, wide legged, cotton pants and hauled them on commando. He picked up the gun from where he’d tossed it onto the bed and tucked it into the waistband against his stomach so that the hilt stuck out, and sauntered out into the large, open space of the main room of the apartment. 

The term apartment was a rather loose fit. It took up most of the top floor of the warehouse he’d purchased after his first gig with Bryce. Back then he’d been newly discharged from the military, wandering aimlessly, a soldier with an elite set of skills that didn’t fit into the civilized world. It had been a bad time for him.  A time when he’d wondered if he was meant for this world at all. More than once, he’d thought about eating a bullet. Fuck, more than once he’d sat down and put the gun between his fucking teeth, safety off, finger on the trigger. He’d missed the military. He’d missed the killing and the torture they’d perfected him for. How the hell had they expected him to just blend back into a normal society and clock a nine to five job when all he knew was how to use pain to gain him what he wanted? He’d spent years feeding his beast for them, nurturing the rage instead of trying to supress it like he’d always had to do before he’d enlisted. He’d sold his soul for his country, and they’d given him a medal and set him free with a handshake and their undying gratitude for the sacrifices he’d endured.  

He'd been a homeless vagrant, squatting in this abandoned warehouse like a fucking junkie on the night that Bryce had entered his life. The area wasn’t exactly upscale. The streets surrounding had been full of prostitutes and tweakers, with the graffitied tags of gangs warring to claim territory. Jax had tolerated it for about a week before deciding to clean up the neighborhood. By the time he’d finished, he’d gotten the attention of the people Bryce worked for: code named DEATH, it stood for Defensive Enforcement Against Trafficking Humans. They weren’t government sanctioned...but they weren’t not either.

Bryce approached him with the offer of a job. They needed someone with his special set of skills and loose moral compass. Someone who didn’t shy away from going to the extreme, crossing every line necessary to ensure a positive outcome for the agency.  It was exactly what Jax had needed to maintain control of the raging beast. Seven years later and his beast was well fed.

The sight of his Doll, her black strapped stilettos barely touching the floor, twisting around on the hook like a fish caught out of water, brought a different kind of hunger to the surface as he stopped and leaned a shoulder against the wall, taking his time to appreciate the scene.  

At his soft chuckle, her head turned between the pyramid of her tethered arms and her huge green eyes widened. A series of frantic squeals started as she shook her head; her mouth working to try and dislodge the ball gag without any luck.

He had to admit; he was impressed. For a newbie, she was doing a good job of making it look like she was trying desperately to escape. If he didn’t know any better, he’d almost believe the fear in her eyes was real. But she’d have been given a full orientation by Seraphin long before she ever set foot on the stage. The owner of the speakeasy didn’t tolerate true innocence. This woman’s fear was part of the play; sure, she was probably nervous...even though he’d never been one to play before, Jax knew the Dolls were well aware of his brutal reputation. He was more a finisher than an enforcer, really, considering most of the people he was sent to deal with usually didn’t survive.  But Seraphin demanded total nondisclosure from her girls, and in return, she would have made certain that the dancer knew exactly who she was playing with tonight. Contracts were signed.  She had entered into this with eyes wide open so that fear he was seeing her portray, wasn’t for him, personally, only for how much he was going to make her endure.

Lucky for her, he was a patient man. He knew just how to prolong her torture. 

His cock twitched at the thought, his eyes hungrily devouring her. Lifting one hand, he raked it through his still damp hair, sweeping it over to one side as he pushed himself straight and moved toward her at a lazy crawl, like a jungle cat stalking its prey, enjoying the trepidation he could clearly see in those expressive, jeweled eyes. 

There was a small part of him that was curious to know what she looked like beneath the mask, but he knew better than to disturb the illusion that had been created. For a Doll, the mask was non-optional. With it, she was his own personal fantasy come to life.  And that was as enthralling as was his fierce reaction to her. He circled her body slowly, enjoying each tortured second as her panicked sounds followed him and she twisted to keep him in her sights.

With a quick movement, he reached out and tugged on the end of the ribbon. She gave a tiny, high-pitched squeal of shock as it fell away from her body to pool into a puddle of crimson at her feet, making her already precarious connection to the floor impossible to hold. Without the ribbon, miles of curvy warm flesh were laid bare for him to touch, first with his eyes, then with his hands. 

The sound of her soft whimper as he slid his palm over the warm fleshy mound of her ass went straight to his cock. Torture could change the sound of someone’s voice like nothing else could; the brand of torture he had in mind for her would make her sing. 

He brought his palm back to her smooth, warm hip, then mirrored it with the other hand, pulling her roughly against him. She whimpered again, her body trembling as he pushed the rock-solid length of his cock against her ass through the thin material of his pants. Leaning into her, cocooning her with his body, he slid his hands together up over her ribs and then around to cup her bountiful breasts. They spilled from his hands—just like he knew they would—as he lifted them, his thumbs stroking the twin peaks of her nipples, loving the way they darkened and tightened for him almost at will. Lowering his mouth to her ear, he inhaled. The faint scent of mint and something far more intoxicating met his nose. 

“Mmm, I’m going to fuck these,” he whispered gruffly against her ear, squeezing her tits as he did. 

The squeals started again as she renewed her struggles, but he was too big for her. Even if she wasn’t tied and strung, he’d easily overpower her. 

With a soft chuckle he released one breast to slide his hand down over her smooth belly, feeling the tight muscles honed to perfection by her dancing, beneath her skin. The black thong was the only clothing she wore besides the heels and mask. He thought about snapping it in two with a twist of his fingers, but instead he grabbed it and tugged gently, causing it to slide between her pussy’s sweet lips, slicing her in two. Behind the ball gag she gasped, and her body went rigid, her ass flexing against his cock. The movement made him groan, a muscle jumping in his jaw.

He slid his hand down, letting his middle finger follow the path of the thong, slicing into her. She was already slick with moisture, the thick wetness inviting him to sink into her, so he did. The fact that she was so turned on only amped up his lust. Sex was far better when it was mutually enjoyed, and he had no problem ensuring she got as much from the exchange as he was going to get.

As his finger plunged into her tight softness, she made a sound that was half cry, half moan, and all lusty pleasure. With his lips beside her ear, he let his tongue trace the outline as his finger slid in and out of her wetness, stroking her gently, like a musician making love to his instrument. 

The feel of her wet pussy cocooning his finger, sucking it with those silken lips that would soon be wrapped around his cock, forced a drop of precum to push its way out of the head of his dick in an eager throb.

“You are so fucking tight baby. A brand new, naughty toy for me to break in and enjoy.  I can’t wait to stretch that little pussy of yours and destroy you with the orgasm I’m going to give you.” He felt her body tremble even as her hips began to rock with him, and her head fell back against his shoulder, a low, delicious moan rumbling in her throat. Beneath the mask her eyes were hooded as she panted her breaths in time to his finger’s movement. 

Jax took his time, riding out the pleasure, enjoying the sound of her wetness as it dripped out of her, soaking his hand, and the little mewling, and whimpering sounds, punctuated by her lusty moans when his finger movement deepened. Even her voice fed him, adding to his fucking lust for her.

His lips left her ear and made a path to her throat, not kissing, but caressing her softly, as his other hand worked her breast, tugging her nipple and rolling it between his fingers until she moaned again. He felt her pussy clenching tighter, her lips greedily clamping against his finger, trying to hold it as he slid it out, only to unfold and welcome him hungrily when he pushed back in.  

Beneath the cotton of his pants his cock swelled painfully, the tip leaking steadily now, eager to be the tool that would destroy her.

His teeth scraped her flesh as she trembled then moaned as his tongue followed, stroking hungrily. She tasted innocent and sweet with the musky spice of lust; the perfect combination of good girl gone bad. His favorite flavor and darkest fantasy.

As the rhythm of her body increased, he wanted to let her have this orgasm. He wanted her warm and pliant. To see the flush of her flesh, feel the way her breast firmed, right before the assault swept her away. He slowed his movements, letting his palm rub the swollen nub of her clit as he fingered her, drawing out the torture for her until she cried out, her pussy exploding in warm, pulsing spasms around his finger and her juices gushed over his hand. 

As her body collapsed into sultry, quivering tremors, Jax slid his finger from her and held his hand up, letting her watch as he brought his fingers to his mouth and licked them clean. “Mmm, what a delicious mess you’ve made, sweetness. Someone’s going to have to clean that up.” Before he gave her time to register his words, he spun her around and dropped to his knees, grabbing the ribbons that kept her ankles together and breaking them with a quick twist of his wrist. He pulled her toward him, throwing her legs over his shoulders and met her pussy with his hungry mouth as she swung toward him. His teeth clenched her clit with the right amount of pressure to walk that fine line between pleasure and pain, her scream muffled by the gag, her body tensing, as he slid his hands up over her thighs holding her for his feast. 

He took his time, making a meal out of licking up the juices still weeping from her center. He savored her body, feasting hungrily on her folds while she moaned above him, her head thrown back, her body willingly opening for him. He delved his tongue inside her, the beast in him wanting to claim her, wanting to know every inch of her, every curve, every fold. He was owning her, putting his stamp of possession on her, even without the conscious intention to do it...even knowing that she didn’t really belong to him.

She was only his for tonight.

Inside his mind, his beast was howling, hungry to take more. 

As soon as he’d seen her on that stage, the fantasy had awakened and stoked the monster in him. He’d lifted his beastly head and scented her. With that hair, and those eyes, she’d imprinted on him. Reminding him of a past that still had the power to haunt him. To fucking destroy him unless he conquered it first. 

For the first time since he’d sold his soul to the darkness, he let himself want the one thing he had no right to possess. Someone innocent. Someone whose only bad choice would be him. Whose only bad intention would be the lurid and lusty things they’d do to each other. Someone forbidden to him...a fantasy he had no right to have.

His fantasy from a life that had never been meant for him. Alive—for tonight—inside this Doll.

The want for it filled him with something dark and intense; it made him so hungry, so frantic to bring his fantasy to life, that he mindlessly sucked and licked her to another orgasm, then held her against his mouth, ruthlessly drawing it out as his fingers dug into her flesh, pulling her wide for him, and she screamed and writhed against him, her legs quivering and body pumping until she gave him all he sought to possess from her, and more.

When the roar of his demons became too loud to ignore, he pushed her legs off him and rose before her, more beast than man now in his savage need to finish his claim on the fantasy. With one hand raised to the hook, he released her, catching her as she dropped into his arms. Holding her against his body, he reached down between them and extracted the gun; with the safety still on, he held it to her temple, blinking away the look of shock and the unmistakably real fear that was now quickly replacing the haze from the orgasm in her eyes.

Good. He needed her afraid. That fear would protect her. 

“Don’t move.” He growled. “Don’t move and don’t fucking speak.” 

He didn’t want to hear her voice. Not now, while the beast was raging inside him, seeing the face of the innocence he could never claim. He knew exactly what he wanted from this fantasy. He needed it to feel real. He wanted the sex, yes, but he wanted the sensual too. The softness he’d seen in her eyes when he’d first seen her on the stage, and the softness in the inviting smile she’d given him. That softness had been his downfall. It had been his undoing. It had reminded him of something...of that someone...who could have been more for him but was too good to be damned by him. 

Monsters only destroy softness. And he was a monster. He’d always been a monster.

And he was okay with that. 

Until he’d seen her auburn hair. Her jewel green eyes. And suddenly the rage had started all over again. And brought it all back to him. The seeds of hope that had been planted. The endless possibilities. The want and need for something too far out of his reach. Too good for his damned soul. 

The logical, rational part of his brain knew that the fantasy was too dangerous to tamper with. As much as he’d love to sink into that euphoric bliss, he’d never be able to draw himself back out. He knew it would eat him alive.

The reality was a cold wave of destruction washing over him, threatening to drown him in all the impossibilities. This wasn’t right. He needed to kill the fantasy. To bring reality into what he was about to do. It was the only way to get the release he needed without risking the walk down that long and dark, ghost-filled road. And he knew exactly how to do it. He needed to take his Doll’s mask off and sever the link she had created to a life he couldn’t have. It was the only way to stop the rage. The only way to keep them both safe from the demons writhing beneath his skin. As long as she wore that mask, his mind would fuck with him.

“Don’t speak,” he warned again, his heart thudding savagely inside the cage of his chest, as he reached behind her head now and released the buckle that held the ball gag in place. This was as close to that fantasy as he was ever going to get. It was as close as he ever deserved to get. But the reality...this was something his beast could sink his teeth into. 

With the hand not holding the gun, he took the gag from her mouth, giving her time to adjust to it not stretching her jaws, before he sank his fingers into the thickness of her hair to find the strap for the mask. To hell with Seraphin’s rules about her Dolls maintaining their anonymity during playdates. No one would have to know. He would protect her identity. But he had to see her. Because that was the only way to destroy that line between fantasy and reality.  She was just a girl. Just a girl with red hair and a gorgeous body. She didn’t have the power to damn his soul. 

Only one woman would ever have that. The one he could never have.

His fingers closed on the thin ribbon tied at the back of her skull.

“Wait!”

The husky, enticing sound of her voice...ready to deny him everything, made him snap because even the sound held notes of seductive familiarity that fucked with his mind.

“I told you not to fucking speak!” He snarled at her, his voice the deep, guttural growl of his demon. 

Anger and loss filled him. He should have known better. He knew better.  

“Pl—please...”

The soft tremor in her voice broke him. With a snarl he pushed her down to her knees, as he towered over her with the gun still pointed at her head, the safety still locked. “So, you’re needing to be gaged again, yeah,” he growled menacingly, his fingers tangling in the softness of her hair, keeping her head from moving. With the hand holding the gun, he pushed down the waistband of his sweatpants, releasing his cock; the engorged head jutting angrily toward her face. It struck her cheek, a smear of precum staining the mask. He pushed the gun into her other cheek, making her mouth open. “Gag on this,” he growled as he pushed his cock between her parting lips.

The shock in her eyes turned to anger and she glared at him, but the gun kept her from fighting as he forced his way past her teeth, into the moist depths of her mouth. Her teeth scraped his flesh making him hiss as a shiver of unrestrained pleasure rippled across his heated flesh. 

“Suck it.” He grated, through clenched teeth. Another ripple, this one of victory, slithered through his body as she began to suck angrily on his cock. He used his hand in her hair to guide her, controlling her movements as he moved his hips, thrusting slowly. He felt her hands lift beneath him, her delicate fingers, tipped in a glossy french style, wrapped around his long length, as though to steady herself.  Her eyes challenged him as she used her tongue and teeth to drive him mad. 

God, she was fucking good at this. A fucking pro.

His jaws clenched tight, he stared down into those blazing jewels, watching entranced as the thick mass of his veined length disappeared down her throat. He filled her mouth more fully than the ball gag ever could, yet he was shocked that she didn’t gag as his head reached the back of her throat, striking the soft flesh there before sliding out. His balls tightened, his glutes clenching as he thrust into her mouth faster and faster until his cock began to swell, the veins bulging in preparation for his release. “Don’t stop,” he warned, his voice hoarse; he pressed the gun against her temple. “Swallow.” She bit down, drawing him tight. He groaned as the orgasm hit him like a freight train. Cords of hot cum jetted fiercely, spewing down her throat in wave after wave after wave of brutal, euphoric release. 

Jax tipped his head back, half-groaning, half-growling, a fine sheen of sweat breaking out over his skin. When the spasms were done, he pulled his still hard cock out of her mouth, cum still dripping from his tip as she gasped, sucking in a shuddering breath, her eyes closed.  

His expression fierce, he bent down, grasping her arms just below her shoulders. Her eyes widened and she made a strangled cry as he lifted her, bringing her with him as he straightened. In one fluid move he turned her, forcing her to fold over his arm with the push of his hand against her back. “Now I’m fucking you,” he growled, pushing the wet head of his cock between her plump, quivering cheeks. He heard her gasp again, her body stiffening as she tried to move away from him, but he kicked her feet to widen her stance and held her with his arm clamped like a vise around her midsection while he tore open the foil packet containing the condom with his teeth and rolled it onto his swollen shaft. He pushed the head against her moist tightness and braced his feet.

“Wait!” Her voice was a hoarse cry, but Jax wasn’t listening. 

He didn’t care if she wasn’t ready. He’d give her time to adjust once he was balls deep. He pushed his swollen tip into her opening, his beast roaring in his ears.

“CHRISTIAN!”

Her scream cut through him like a jagged knife.

Jax froze as a cold sweat broke out over his flesh.

The beast suddenly fell silent leaving nothing but a static ringing bouncing almost painfully against the inside of his skull, as though he’d been struck hard in the head. Confusion swirled inside him. His blood ran cold. Her voice echoed, ringing in his ears, replacing the static. In front of him, the woman’s body seemed to shudder, then sagged in relief. Slowly, she straightened herself, taking a step away from him when he didn’t resist. Warily, like a man watching a bomb about to explode, he watched as she turned toward him, the shimmer in her jade-colored eyes glistening like tears.

Jax stared at her while his brain worked desperately to register what the fuck was happening. 

Christian...

How long had it even been since he’d heard someone call him by that name?

Longer than a lifetime. Not since before the military. Before the darkness. Before...

With a hand that trembled, he reached for the black velvet, feathered mask, and with the greatest of care, lifted it from her face.

His lips parted in disbelief.

The mask slipped from his fingers and dropped to the floor as that coldness washed over him again, turning his blood to ice now, even as nausea roiled in his stomach.

Those jade green eyes stared up at him from a face he knew better than he knew his own and reality crashed down on top of him.

No...Please, God...No...

“Castiella?!”  

The name fell from his lips as the air whooshed from his lungs and a lifetime of buried memories came back in that one, devastating millisecond of time.

What the fuck had he done?
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Earlier that evening...  

“Are you ready for your big debut?”

Castiella lifted her head up as Bree’s cat masked, topless, image came into view in the dressing room mirror. She gave the woman a wobbly smile. “I will be...if I can stop my hands from trembling long enough to tie a knot in this damn ribbon.” She held up the mask that was still no closer to being attached to her face than it had been ten minutes ago and dropped it on her dressing table with a defeated sigh. She shouldn’t be nervous about tonight. Lord knows she had ample experience. But this—this was different. She’d finally made it to the big times—and for a girl like her, she was damn lucky to be here. 

Bree laughed and came up behind her, reaching over her shoulder to snatch the mask up, her bare breasts jiggling as she moved. She straightened and began to untwist the ribbons. Once they were somewhat flattened, she handed the mask to Cas. “Hold it up,” she said, “I’ll tie it for you. It’s all that thick hair you have that’s the problem,” she informed her. She reached around Cas again to grab a hair clip, then took a huge section of Cas’s auburn locks, and pinned it up on her head. “If you tie it under a few layers, like so...” She pulled out the clip and Cas’s hair tumbled back down around her head, a luxurious bounty of dark auburn waves that paired with her pale skin to scream her Irish heritage. “Voila.” Bree stretched her arms out, grinning proudly.

Cas smiled gratefully from behind the black velvet fox mask. She’d chosen it because of the black feathers used as a plume around the shimmering edge. It looked sexy but soft and dainty. Like it might disintegrate at any moment, even though, underneath, it was made of firmer stuff...like her—at least, that’s what Jonas used to say.

Bringing her gaze back to the mirror, Cas put the remaining touches to her hair, arranging the bang so that it curtained the pointed ears of the mask. She couldn’t think about Jonas now, even though he seemed to be on her mind a lot more than usual lately. It was probably because she knew how disapproving he’d be of the choices she’d made. But she wasn’t going to let that put a damper on her big night. She’d worked hard for this. She deserved it.

The mask did an amazing job of disguising her, just like they were supposed to do. Seraphin insisted on anonymity for all her girls, but even more so for the Dolls. Dolls never mingled with the clientele without them. Not even when they were asked to play with the VIPs. 

Being a Doll was the highest rank you could get at Seraphin’s. It took skill and practice, and no small amount of courage—Seraphin had high standards for all her girls, but even more so for the Dolls. She didn’t bring in new blood often.

Castiella was one of the lucky ones.  

For the first two months that Cas had worked for Seraphin, she had donned a regular mask and walked the floors on the Regular Joe nights, serving drinks, and posing for pictures, and occasionally shaking her ass, topless, inside one of the hanging cages. The money had been good. The tips had made it great. But everyone knew that the girls who danced for the VIPs made the big bucks. And the ones who played with the VIPs—Seraphin’s Dolls—they were at the top of the food chain.

Sure, there was a cost...but it was nothing compared to what the other strip clubs expected their dancers to do, and for little to no extra cash at that. Besides, the VIPs were extensively vetted before being allowed membership. They were mostly older gentlemen looking for a little fantasy roleplay. Yes, things could get spicey from time to time, and bondage was a big turn-on for a lot of them but, at least they were respectful—because Seraphin didn’t tolerate anything less. They followed the rules and respected the boundaries defined in their contracts: always using condoms and never leaving permanent marks...light bruising was okay, so long as the Doll was never in danger and the bruises weren’t dark enough that they couldn’t be hidden by makeup. Gagging was fine, but no breath play, and absolutely no fire play or hot wax due to the risks. 

The sex was consensual and contractual, it was a part of the fantasy that was paid for, but Dolls were not prostitutes.  If anyone even mentioned the P word, Seraphin would blow a gasket and revoke all privileges. And any Doll that wanted to stop being a Doll could do so with absolutely no repercussions.  They had all signed NDAs upon hire, that gagged them from talking about anything to do with the club and its members.  

That didn’t happen often though—girls walking away. Most of them knew that Seraphin’s was the safest place they were ever going to make money. These weren’t girls who were just trying to pay their way through college by swinging their titties around on stage. These were the girls who made a career out of stripping. Girls that were born into the lifestyle. Girls that never really had a chance to live any other way. Girls that could have easily wound up as actual prostitutes. 

Girls like Castiella.

When Cas first walked through Seraphin’s doors, she knew what her end goal was. And tonight, she was finally there, tonight was her first night on the VIP stage. She’d been practicing day and night for months, and the other Dolls had assured her she would be just fine. She had the body and the moves, plus she had the appearance of someone young. At twenty-four she had a flare of innocence that gave off a barely legal vibe...which was a sought-after kink for many VIPs—hence her Catholic schoolgirl routine, complete with costume.

As a Doll, her stage tips alone would probably triple her wages thus far, and if she was lucky enough that someone wanted to play with her for an evening...well, she’d be able to afford her own apartment so she could get out of Barb’s hair and off her couch finally. Not that she felt pressured. Barb had been adamant that Cas could stay with her as long as she needed. But four months was long enough; Cas was looking forward to having her own place. 

“You’re in luck tonight, Elle,” Tiff called, using Cas’s stage name, as she sauntered in from her set. “Club is packed, and boy are those boys horny!”

Bree laughed, shaking her head. “There you go, making her blush again, Tiff,” she teased.

Cas frowned behind the mask. “How do you know I’m blushing?” She demanded, not even bothering to deny it. She couldn’t help it; she was a natural redhead, after all. She wore her emotions like a neon sign.

Bree grinned saucily, reaching out to tweak one of Cas’s erect nipples, visible from behind the thin satin uniform blouse. “Cause your titties get all pink, baby girl.” She laughed as Cas rolled her eyes and swatted her hand away.

Tiffany hooted, as she took off her mask and began brushing out her long bleach blonde hair. “The VIPs are gonna love that, Elle. It makes you look all virginal.”

“I’m definitely not a virgin,” Cas insisted, twisting her mouth beneath the mask. She reached for the jar of menthol shine cream on the counter in front of her mirror and dipped her fingers into the shimmery goo, then applied it to her nipples so they’d look even perkier, with that just-sucked appearance once she removed her shirt.

Tiffany flicked her hair over her shoulder and winked. “Well, someone should tell that to your body.” She slid her wolf mask into the bag that was hung on the back of her dressing table chair and grabbed a silk robe, shrugging into it to cover her nakedness. Then she opened a drawer and hauled out a red, lacy thong, stepping into it and hauling it up beneath the robe.

Cas and Bree watched her.

“You goin out for another set?” Bree asked, puzzled. The girls usually only did one set a night, rotating the stage. That way, if one got asked to play—which they normally did—they could leave right away, and it wouldn’t hold up the show.

“Damn straight. Death is in the house,” Tiff announced, flashing Cas and Bree a lascivious grin. “And low and behold, the Angel himself is here. Halle-fucking-luya!”

Cas looked in question to Bree. “Death?” she asked, puzzled.

“I keep forgetting just how new you are. It’s an acronym,” Bree explained, walking over toward the curtain, drawing it back to peek out. “D.E.A.T.H.... Rumor said they have secret ties to the CIA. They’re tied to Seraphin. But that knowledge stops with the Dolls.” Bree gave her a pointed look. “We don’t talk about them outside this dressing room. Ever.” 

Cas understood the look Bree was giving her. When she’d had her first sit-down with Seraphin to discuss her employment, she’d paid attention to the rules. Anyone caught gossiping on the outside would be immediately terminated without pay.  But that wasn’t the only risk in having loose lips. Seraphin’s VIPs were some of the most influential people in the city. Bad things could happen to girls who didn’t follow the rules.

Cas got up and walked over to peek over Bree’s shoulder. “So, these guys are VIPs?”

Bree shook her head. “They’re Elites. They don’t pay the membership. In return, they give the club—and us—protection.”

Right. Cas remembered Seraphin mentioning the club’s Elite clients. In a way, they were above the VIPs in status but there weren’t many of them. 

“See the attractive guy with the slicked back, black hair that looks like he could be mafia?” Bree pointed. “They call him Pheonix. He’s the frontman.”

“Who’s the guy with the eyepatch?” Cas asked, checking out a tall, very attractive and muscularly built man with short, spiky, pure white—obviously bleached—hair, and near-black goatee.  

“That’s Hunter. I’m not sure if that’s a nickname, or his actual name and honestly, I’m not brave enough to ask. Standing with him are Phantom, on the left, Ox in the middle, and Grunt to the right. Grunt is mute.”

Cas let her gaze wander over each of the men. They were all goodlooking, and not just in a dangerously thrilling sort of way. Like ex-navy seals gone rogue or something.  Phoenix actually looked like he might be ex-military, more so than mafia. Hunter, with that eyepatch, gave off a distinct impression of a gunslinger. Phantom was tall, naturally blonde, and athletically built. Ox was built like a—well, an ox, with shoulders to rival Atlas, and wholesome, prairie boy-next-door dimples that probably got him into lots of trouble with the ladies. Grunt was stoic and attractive. He was bigger than all of them...height wise—at least the ones that were standing. Cas frowned.  “So, what’s the angel?” 

Bree’s smirk was sinful. “Not what, baby girl. Who.” She leaned back, indicating with a lift of her chin. “It’s not a good angle but, can you see the wall of muscles seated on the far side of the table, just past Phoenix?”

Cas tried to see where Bree was pointing but, with everyone milling about in the club, it was virtually impossible to get a good view without sticking her head out. What she could see was one huge bicep that looked thicker than her thigh and was covered in a sleeve of black ink that disappeared beneath a tight black tee-shirt, but from this angle, and with the lighting, she couldn’t see much above his shoulder.  His entire face was cast in shadow, helped along by the low profile, solid black baseball cap he was wearing. 

“That’s Angel,” Tiff murmured, an obvious edge of lust to her tone.

Bree rolled her eyes again. “Rumor calls him their enforcer. That’s why they call him Angel...as in Angel of DEATH...get it?”

“Yeah, I get it,” Cas murmured, wondering how come Rumor knew so much about them. She wished she could see more of the man Bree was pointing to. What she could see made him seem somehow scarier than all the others combined. It was in the way he held himself. Motionless...like he was coiled, ready to strike at a moment’s notice, whereas the others seemed to be more relaxed, just a bunch of guys enjoying the club’s entertainment while they waited for the next poker game to start. At least, that was what she read from his body language. Maybe, when she saw his face, she’d find him less intimidating...though, somehow, she doubted it.

Catching the frown that Cas hadn’t realized she was pulling beneath her mask, Bree gave her a comforting smile. “Don’t worry, Elle. They all may look like they eat innocent little girls for breakfast, ...and Angel’s got a reputation for being fierce...but none of them ever bother with the Dolls, or any of Seraphin’s girls. Their Elite status gets them the same privileges of the VIPs, but they never show any interest in any of us, beyond just being respectful and friendly. And very protective.” She nodded her head when Cas’s wide green eyes asked if she was being serious. “I swear,” she said. “You’ve got nothing to worry about with them out there. Think of them like a bunch of sexy big brothers. Besides,” she patted Cas’s arm, “I’ll be on the stage with you.”

“So will I,” Tiff added. “Big brother DEATH might not ever bother with us, but one can always hope for a little incest, right?” She grinned and dropped a teasing wink at Cas.

Cas let the curtain fall back. She wasn’t worried. She was as far from innocent as anyone could get. No matter how intimidating DEATH might be—or their angel, for that matter—she could handle it, and him.

Piece. Of. Cake.

When it was finally time for Cas to take her position behind the curtain, she felt the familiar flutter of excitement and adrenaline rippling through her bloodstream. This was better than any drug. She closed her eyes, centering herself, and listened as the announcer’s voice boomed over the speaker.

“And now, Seraphin’s is proud to present the newest Doll, for your viewing pleasure...straight from confession boys, please welcome to the stage, the lovely, the luscious, barely legal, Ellllllle!”

The music started playing—her favorite song, Pour Some Sugar on Me—as the curtains opened, and with a practiced sashay of her hips, Cas took to the stage to a roar of hoots and hollers from the crowd of males standing in a semi-circle around it. Moving into position, she felt the warm lights bath her skin as she gave the room a wide, flirty smile that had the tip of her tongue peeking out at the corner of her mouth. She gripped her pole, walking around it in time to the sexy music, and letting the rhythm control her body. 

She loved dancing. Loved the way it made her feel. So free. So, in control. This was where she took back her power and held it up for all to see. And she was fucking good at it too. She worked the room with the moves she knew would drive the men crazy, then blew them away when she started to remove the sexy clothing that was part of her costume. Every pop of a button, every twist of her wrist was choreographed to capture their attention and feed their lust. She had it down to a science and loved every fucking minute of it. This wasn’t stripping, this was artistic seduction.

Some people made a living using their brains. Some people used their hands or their imaginations. For Cas, she put it all together. Her moves were fluid. Her body toned; muscles honed to perfect the most eroticism out of every movement.  

Seraphin called her a natural at sensual manipulation. Which was basically what the entire sex fantasy industry was all about, but it was the highest compliment you could get from their boss-lady.

The men at the front of the stage were already holding up bills of cash, waving them in the air as she swung her leg around the pole and dropped down low, allowing them just close enough to tuck the bills into the strap of her white thong, giving them a salacious wink before twisting her hips away as their fingers tried to linger. She stayed just long enough to tease them before she turned away. Unlike the regular Joe’s, VIPs paid a hefty price for touching privileges, but not while she was on stage. Pay to play. That was the rule. 

The Doll’s had a rule too; stage tips had to be shared up amongst the dancers. It was a way to keep competition low and team moral high. The money from playing with the VIP’s was a different matter though. Dolls didn’t talk about what they got paid. It was kept confidential between Seraphin and the VIP, and everyone respected it. 

As she played out her routine, her eyes scanned the faces of the men
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