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      Bound by Them

      by Calista Jayne

      Copyright 2025 Calista Jayne. All rights reserved.

      This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead; events; or settings is entirely coincidental or used fictitiously. This book contains graphic sexual situations. Every character in this book who engages in sexual acts is a consenting adult.

      Generative artificial intelligence has not been used in the creation of this book. The author does not give permission for this book or any of her books to be used in whole or in part for artificial intelligence training.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BABYDOLLS NEWSLETTER

          

        

      

    

    
      If you want to keep up to date and never miss a boner—I mean bonus—scene, join up! I send love notes and notices of sales and all kinds of general goodness straight to your inbox.

      Go here to get the goodies! https://calistajayne.com/babydolls-newsletter/

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m their target, their enemy…and their new obsession.

      

      I’ve spent my life blissfully unaware of the ongoing criminal warfare between two families in my city.

      

      Unfortunately, one of those families is mine.

      

      And I had a one-night-stand with not one, but two guys from the other family. Intense. Wicked. Passionate. The hottest night of my life. No last names exchanged. I didn’t know who they were, but they knew exactly who I was—their target.

      

      I hate them, these two men who thought they could get to my family through me.

      

      Never again, I tell them. Never again, I tell myself.

      

      And yet…

      

      Bound by Them is the first in a scorching new ménage romance series. It does not stand alone.

      

      Bound by Them is a work of fiction. The sexual situations within this story are meant to be read as fantasy, not instruction. Readers interested in exploring BDSM and kinky lifestyles are encouraged to seek out reputable sources in their local kink community. Websites cannot always be trusted, so use due diligence when seeking information.
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      Danica

      Sometimes, a girl just wants to go out in her hottest dress and be surrounded by a group of adoring, attractive guys. This party, thrown by my brother Dmitri and my cousin Patrick, is the perfect opportunity. They just bought this building and it looks like they invited the entire neighborhood to celebrate. Most of the people here are complete strangers.

      Perfect. If the guys are strangers, I haven’t manufactured reasons to hate them yet.

      I toss back the last of my drink—a sugary concoction pulled from a tub of mystery liquid. It’s like we’re a bunch of college students or something. I graduated from SEU two years ago, thank you very much, and my days of jungle juice should be far behind me. But here we are. I’ll drink with everyone else—I don’t want Patrick to think I hate his party, and I’ll take whatever buzz I can get.

      We’re in a converted pizzeria, with some of the old furniture left behind. Patrick and his buddies must have shoved the tables off to the side so there’s room for dancing and mingling. Red-hued lamps hang from the ceiling, sending out soft light. The music blares. Too loud, but once I’ve had a second drink, I won’t notice anymore.

      The joyful mood is infectious. My shimmery white dress fits me beautifully. My heels are sexy. I feel hot and happy, like this night could go in any direction.

      “Can I get you another drink?” a guy to my right asks. Or rather, he shouts. The music is too loud for subtlety.

      “Sure, thanks…” I’ve already forgotten his name. I’ve forgotten most of their names.

      Two more guys move into the spot he vacated. Light brown hair on the muscular but lean one, dark brown on the one who looks like he could be a bouncer or a football player.

      “I’ve been watching you,” the guy with lighter brown hair says.

      I give him a once-over. Charming smile, mischievous green eyes, light stubble. Expensive-as-fuck suit that fits him extremely well. Super hot. But I don’t need his kind of trouble in my life.

      As if he catches onto my immediate dismissal, he holds out a hand. “Hey, let’s be friends. I’m Edmund.”

      “Dani.” I have to suck in a breath at the feeling of his fingers surrounding mine. I might not need his kind of trouble, but the chemistry from that one touch says the trouble would be worthwhile.

      “Short for Danielle?”

      “Nope.” I don’t elaborate. “Who’s your friend?”

      “This is Troy.”

      “Hey.” I shake Troy’s hand, too. More chemistry. Maybe I’m just horny.

      Troy says hey in a voice that sounds deeper than the bass thudding through the floor. His dark brown eyes are fathomless.

      The song switches to another loud beat. The guy who offered me a drink never returns, but I don’t care. Everyone shout-talks over each other, guys asking me questions about my job, my hobbies. Heated glances, accidental touches. Nothing inappropriate, just lots of admiration. It’s doing wonders for my self-esteem, not gonna lie.

      Edmund leans in. “You like the attention, don’t you?”

      “Yeah, actually.”

      “You like people watching you. Maybe you’re an exhibitionist.”

      I shoot him a hard glance. “Careful, Edmund. You’re getting too personal.”

      “Am I?” His green eyes stare back, mesmerizing.

      Shaking my head, I take a step away. What is he, some kind of fuckboy vampire hypnotist?

      My best friend, Leah, shows up in a dress as stunning as mine—a deep copper that goes well with her hair and fits her perfectly. We talk as much as we can over the loud music. I introduce her to Edmund and his quiet friend, Troy, before Leah drags me off to dance.

      We move our bodies to the music, energized and lost at the same time. Our arms and hips and legs flow with the beat that pumps in our blood. From time to time, I catch Edmund and Troy watching me from the side of the room. Edmund looks like he wants to charm his way into my pants. Troy looks like he’ll march over and claim what’s his.

      Their gazes are hot, electric.

      I could go to them, pick one, and have my way with him.

      That knowledge, soul-deep, is heady. I’m drunk on the certainty that I could choose one.

      This is the best night ever.

      Until it isn’t.
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        * * *

      

      Edmund

      The Aseyev family’s biggest flaw, according to my father, is that they rule with emotion, not with logic. I’m seeing that flaw play out in real-time tonight. Patrick Aseyev, the biggest douche on the planet, fucking up his entire enterprise. His tenuous foothold in the Layton territory?

      Gone. Because he had to go after his cousin’s girl.

      I don’t know the details. But I know Princess Danica is upset. For some reason, that upsets me.

      No. Her feelings mean nothing. I’m angry at Patrick. I’m angry on behalf of Dmitri’s girl, Leah.

      You’re feeling too much. You always feel too goddamn much.

      So instead of engaging, I look at the entire shitshow as funny. It’s a spectacle of the Aseyevs’ own making. Danica punching her cousin? That was funny as hell. Dmitri glaring daggers at me? Even funnier.

      Danica raises her voice, defending her friend. In her white dress and her white-blond hair, she’s a beacon in the dark street. It wouldn’t surprise me if the Aseyev princess sprouted wings and ascended to heaven via the force of her righteous anger. She’d spew lightning bolts the entire way.

      Troy steps forward, ready to defend Danica against her grandfather’s cruelty. I tap his shoulder, rein him in.

      He turns to me with a scowl on his face. “They’re wrong. She’s right.”

      “It’s her fight, not ours.” I melt back into the shadows. Troy, as always, comes with me.

      We watch the drama unfold. Accusations are hurled. Danica and Dmitri tell off the family patriarch, Sergey Aseyev. I evaluate him with interest, because he’s my family’s longtime rival.

      I mutter, “My grandfather and father would both love to know about tonight.”

      Troy’s shoulders straighten and he tenses.

      He doesn’t relax until I add, “We aren’t going to say a fucking word.”

      When Danica rushes past the alley and gets into a car, I point toward mine. “Let’s go.”

      “Should she be driving?” He makes a drinking motion with his hand.

      “I never saw her drinking. I think she’s fine.”

      Troy nods. We manage to evade the rest of the Aseyevs’ attention. We get in the back seat of my car and I tell my driver, Jon, to follow Danica’s red sedan.

      Jon’s good enough to evade Danica’s notice. When we reach a quiet part of Old Thirty-Three, she parks in front of a small house. She gets out of her car, her movements jerky and upset.

      We pull up across the street. Jon leaves the engine idling. I don’t think Danica has noticed us.

      I climb out of my car and stand next to it. “Dani.”

      Her head swivels to me. “What the fuck are you doing here?”

      “You’re upset. I wanted to check on you.”

      “Yeah, thanks. Creepy-ass motherfucker.” She shimmies her shoulders like she’s trying to shake off cobwebs. “Now fuck off.”

      I laugh. “Is that any way to talk to your knight in shining armor?”

      Her scowl could scare away a shark. “More like wankstain in shining armor.”

      She looks like an angel, but she has the mouth of one of our dockworkers.

      “Dani.” I hold out my hands. “Come on. It’s still early. Why don’t we go out?”

      “I’m tired.” She looks uncertainly toward her house, at the lighted windows.

      “You have roommates?” I ask.

      Her nose scrunches as she faces me. “In a suit like yours, I’m assuming you don’t.”

      Her assumption is mostly right.

      I nod toward her house. “If you go in there, upset like you are, I bet your roommates will have questions. They’ll want to talk about it. Is that what you want?”

      Vulnerability shines in her eyes. She takes the biggest strides possible in those flimsy heels she’s wearing. Each step brings her closer to me. “Get me out of here.”

      I hold open my car door.
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      Troy

      Dani taps something into her phone. “I’m telling my roommates your name and that I’m going somewhere with you. Safety first.”

      “Of course.” Edmund pulls out his wallet. “You’re welcome to take a photo of my license, as well.”

      “Sure.” A second later, she gets into the car. She startles when she sees me on the far side of the bench seat. She tucks her hair behind her ears—a nervous gesture. “Oh. Um. Troy, right? I didn’t know you were here, too.”

      I don’t know how to make myself smaller. It’s impossible to look less intimidating. So I just nod. “Hey.”

      Edmund gets in after her.

      She’s sitting between us. By his design, no doubt. We’ve been sharing hook-ups since I followed him to college. It seemed natural. I had to guard him, anyway. He got off on the idea of me watching his hook-ups, then participating occasionally.

      But I don’t want to do that with Dani for some reason. At least not tonight. She’s visibly upset. Her eyes and nose are red from crying.

      She glances over at Edmund. “Where are we going?”

      Edmund says, “We could go back to my place.”

      Bad fuckin’ idea. I have my doubts Jon will keep this interlude secret. I flick my gaze toward the rearview.

      Edmund notices my caution. “Jon, just drive around. I don’t care where.”

      After Jon nods, Edmund raises the privacy screen.

      “Fancy.” Dani surveys the roomy interior of the SUV. “You could have a whole party back here.”

      “I don’t think you’re in the mood to party, are you?” Edmund gives her a soft smile.

      I want to strangle him—he’s coming on too strong.

      But Dani just shakes her head. “I don’t want to think about any of that shit. Anything else, seriously. I’m so fucking worried about Leah.”

      “She’s in good hands with your brother.” His voice is full of amusement.

      Dani squints at him. “Yeah. What are you trying to say?”

      “Nothing. Your brother seems to care about her.”

      “I care about her, too. I should’ve gone with her instead, but…fuck. I could tell she wanted to be with him. I’m her best friend.”

      “But she isn’t fucking you.” Edmund still sounds like he thinks this is funny.

      Dani is quiet, but tense. I can practically see her thinking, the way she’s trying—and failing—to sort through her swirling thoughts.

      She looks around. “Do you have anything to drink in here?”

      “Yeah.” Edmund pulls a flask from his jacket and passes it to her.

      “More fancy shit. Just like the car.” She takes a swig and then strokes the engraved silver, the Layton family crest. A crown and dagger.

      He shrugs. “It’s the only useful gift I ever got from my dad.”

      Danica seems to shrink into herself. I wonder if she’s thinking about her family now. How her grandfather yelled at her. I’ve always thought of Sergey Aseyev as the enemy. It was a detached sort of hatred, theoretical. I hated him because I was paid to. But the way he spoke to Dani made my vision go red.

      Edmund turns in his seat to fully face her. “What do you want tonight, Dani? Anything you want, is yours.”

      She puts her free hand on his knee. A not-so-subtle invitation. “I want to feel good. I want to forget everything my family just did.”

      “I can do that for you.” He grabs her wrist, taking control in the way he likes to do.

      She winces and hisses in pain.

      “Fuck, that’s the hand you punched your cousin with.” Edmund loosens his grip. “I’ll be more careful.”

      “Thanks.” When she lifts the flask to her mouth for another drink, he plucks the flask from her hand, caps it, and puts it back in his jacket.

      “What—?”

      He smiles. “You can’t be drunk for what I want to do with you.”
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        * * *

      

      Danica

      I don’t know whether I should climb on Edmund’s lap or knee him in the trouble nuggets. But the way he smiled when he talked about what he wants to do with me? Um, that was hot.

      Unfortunately, Troy is still in the seat next to us, hulking and sexy and very much a cockblocker. The lights of the city, muted through the car’s tinted windows, flicker over his handsome face.

      This is nuts. Getting in Edmund’s car was nuts. I’ve gone home with guys, I’ve had one-night-stands before. It isn’t a big deal. But after everything that happened tonight, shouldn’t I be at home in my room, crying my eyes out?

      That’s exactly why I’m not at home in my room. I’m sad and mad and if this rich playboy can help me forget about that for a little while, I’ll take him up on it.

      First we have to ditch the friend.

      I’m about to open my mouth to say so when Edmund gathers my other wrist in his hand and draws my arms up, over my head. He tugs me against him, so I’m leaning back against his hard body.

      Which means I’m facing Troy.

      Edmund takes my hands and places them at the back of his neck, further stretching me out, making my back arch and my chest thrust forward. I flex the fingers of my bruised hand. The pain is a nice reminder of how I hit Patrick. He deserved it. I should’ve punched him twenty more times⁠—

      Edmund whispers in my ear, obliterating the anger threatening to rear its ugly head. His words are just loud enough to hear over the rumbling of the car. “I want to touch you, little Dani. Will you allow that?”

      My heart pounds out an insistent rhythm. Want…want…want. Forget everything else that happened. But Troy is sitting mere inches away from me. “Um…here? Right now?”

      “Is there any reason to wait?”

      “Well…yeah.” Ugh, fine. If he’s going to make me state the obvious, I’ll state the obvious. “We aren’t exactly alone.”

      “Is being alone a requirement for you? Is it a deal-breaker? Because at the party, you liked being admired by everyone around.”

      Oh. Fuck. He wants to fuck around with an audience? I squirm in his hold. Not because I want him to let me go, but because apparently I really like that idea.

      “Well?” He slides a hand down my arm, Dirty Dancing style.

      I can barely breathe, it feels so good. “Okay.”

      “I need to hear a yes, angel. Can I touch you? Everywhere? Even with Troy in the back seat with us?”

      “Mm-hmm. Yes.”

      “I knew you were brave.” He sounds so smug and satisfied, I almost want to relinquish my permission, just to be contrary. But that would be stupid because then he wouldn’t touch me.

      And I really want him to touch me.

      Except—

      “I don’t want to be naked.”

      “Mm, no problem.” He kisses my cheek. “There are all kinds of things I can do for you while you’re wearing this sweet little dress.”

      I bite my lip. I can’t look at Troy. Nope. I’ll pretend he isn’t here. “Prove it.”

      Edmund chuckles. “Happily. Keep your hands behind my neck.”

      “You’re not the boss of me,” I grumble, but there’s no fight in the statement. I’m too curious about what he’s going to do. He seems to think he’s God’s gift to women, so let’s see what he’s capable of⁠—

      Oh. Oh.

      He slides his hand under my dress, but he doesn’t go straight for my pussy. Instead he lightly touches my skin, everywhere but my underwear. I tilt my hips, trying to disguise the movements with the subtle shifts and turns of the car, slyly urging him to the sweet spot.

      He doesn’t fall for my unspoken directions. In fact, he retreats farther away, stroking the tops of my thighs.

      Well, now he’s just being mean.

      I make an impatient noise.

      He pats my leg. “Everything all right, Dani?”

      “Just wondering if all you’re going to do is stroke my skin. I should give you some lotion so we’re at least moisturizing while you’re at it.”

      “You have quite the bratty mouth, don’t you?” He continues with his teasing strokes over my thighs.

      “You haven’t heard the half of it.”

      “Can’t wait.” He leans in close. “Now do me a favor and look at Troy.”

      I force my gaze over to Troy. He’s halfway turned in his seat, watching us with interest. There’s an ease to his posture, like this is nothing out of the ordinary. I wish he was as affected by this as I am
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