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JAYDEN 
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My best friend, Liam, is a liar. Either that, or he’s blind and can’t read.

“I got a glimpse of your first assignment. Diplomat. Tiffany someone. Should be easy enough,” Liam had said while sipping his beer last week. The same week he proposed to my sister, Jessie.

She said yes.

No one was surprised. Jessie has been in love with Liam since the day she could walk. As it turns out, he felt the same way. 

I don’t know if I believe in soul mates, but I guess there might be something to it. Not that I’m romantic, but coming to grips with my sister and best friend being together took a little adjusting. It’s been four months since I found out. I’m fine with it now, but occasionally I let them sweat purely for the entertainment value.

So when Jessie moved in, I moved out of Liam’s LA home, while simultaneously leaving my boring as fuck corporate job. 

Selling air-conditioning units was a far cry from being a sniper in the US Air Force. I guess everyone who suspected I wouldn’t last was right. The problem was, I needed that job. Not because of the money—although that too—but because stepping back into a military or paramilitary role wasn’t the right thing to do either.

So here I am, the newest member of Black Hawke Security.

Josh, a Navy SEAL, and Aidan, a US Marine—the two co-founders—had headhunted me for over twelve months after recruiting Liam. He leaped at the chance to work with them, and I understand why—they’re both legends—but I wasn’t ready.

Hell, I don’t think I am now. 

The last few months as a Sniper were...let’s just say, becoming difficult. 

One mission.

One millisecond.

One explosion.

It changed my life. And all I did was keep my eyes on the target and that’s the fucking problem. That single moment something shifted inside of me, and I can’t explain why. 

It wasn’t the first time I’d seen innocents killed because of war, but from that millisecond on, my entire perspective about everything changed.

You don’t get to have an opinion on anything when you wear the uniform and American flag on your arm. You do what you’re trained to do and don’t ask questions.

It’s how we succeed.

It’s how we stay alive.

I get it.

I relied on that mentality, just like every other soldier out there. But that doesn’t mean things are black and fucking white. They aren’t. Anyone who has been in combat knows that.

We all have questions. 

We all have doubts.

We just don’t voice them.

And not everyone returns from engaging with the enemy having nightmares, anxiety attacks, and over-the-top reactions to things that most people wouldn’t notice.

PTSD. 

I eventually figured it out.

My mistake, and I know this, is that I’ve been trying to deal with it on my own. I dunno, fuck, maybe I’m an idiot. Maybe I think the situation that occurred doesn’t warrant the acronym. Other guys have seen much, much worse.

Much fucking worse.

I don’t want to go in there like a goddamn pussy and cry about what I witnessed.

What I was involved with and responsible for.

I figured I could ride it out, it would go away eventually, and I could carry on with life. I thought I was doing that.

[Insert maniacal laughing.] 

The brain is a clever little fucker. Just when you think you’re ‘fixed,’ it likes to remind you that you’re not. That it was on vacation in fucking Hawaii or somewhere, like that asshole toxic co-worker, and when they return, all the bullshit starts again.

A brown-eyed woman glancing at me in the mall can see me breaking out in a sweat so bad I have to race back to my car or to the restroom to do box breathing.

Yeah, Google is my therapist.

It works, though.

I’ve read all the things and know I should go see someone, but for now, I just want to see if I can push through it. I don’t understand how sitting on a sofa talking it through repeatedly with someone who spends their life inside an office is going to help.

I even tried to bargain with my brain. It went a little like this...

Okay, I get it, this is some fucked up shit. But it happens, and nothing I can do or say is going to change the world. Waking up in the middle of the night, sweating like a pig while our heart races a thousand miles an hour is bad, man. Real bad. We could have a heart attack or go over the edge.

Let’s just put it behind us and carry on.

I’ll stop selling air-conditioning units and do something more exciting if you...shut the fuck up.

I’m aware that wasn’t exactly the positive self-talk the experts recommend, but, Jesus, I just want to get back to my old self.

I figure working with former military peers is the first step. 

Liam and I joined the Air Force at the same time. Six years in, I moved into the Counter Sniper (CS) team where I trained to protect US air bases, flight lines, provide reconnaissance where needed and also protect high-value assets.

These are the skills Josh said they want to tap into—the high-value assets part. Although my sniper gear will be packed away for now, because I’ll be up close and personal with the client in a bodyguard capacity.

Which brings me back to Liam’s blindness. 

Tiffany is not a diplomat; she’s some sort of Hollywood celebrity.

Jesus Christ.

I guess I asked for an easy gig, and now I’m getting it. It’s safe to say if Josh could see inside my fucked-up brain he’d kick me out the door.

I’m surprised Liam didn’t intervene. I’m sure he knows. When I returned from that mission, I wasn’t the same. 

He asked.

I palmed him off, reminding him I couldn’t share the mission details. 

“Bullshit. Do you need to talk to someone?” Liam asked.

“Yeah, your momma.”

“Fuck off, Jayden.” He shook his head at me.

It was a low blow, especially given how close our families are, but I wanted him off my back. 

What people don’t understand about PTSD is that it wears you down. The constant nagging inside, the lack of peace, the noise, the inability to silence anything.

Some days I feel like I’m losing my mind.

My resilience is zapped, my temper short, and honestly, some days I’m fucking worried about myself. While I was still enlisted, I didn’t want to be that guy who went off the deep end or fucked up and hurt someone, so when Liam started talking about leaving the Air Force, I didn’t talk him out of it like he thought I would. Instead, I nudged him along. 

We’d grown up together, joined the military together, and as it turned out, we left together. 

Liam’s desire to move into the private sector solved my problem without having to voice anything. 

Like a gift from God.

The rest is history. Liam joined the BHS team—a highly regarded and connected private security firm based in Los Angeles—and I got myself a sales job. 

One I hated and failed at miserably.

My boss didn’t put up a single argument when I handed in my notice, and that says everything you need to know about that.

But it’s a risk leaving and stepping into a paramilitary role. Sales might not be my dream job, but it never triggered me, and I made good money. Hell, I’ve even bought my own home.

If I fail, and this bites me in the ass, I’ll default on my mortgage, lose my home and disappoint my family.

Dad was so damn proud when I sent him a photo of me standing in front of the SOLD sign of my three-bedroom home.

“Proud of you son. I knew you’d do it.”

All my life he’d said to me find a good woman, get yourself a solid home and the rest will fall into place, Jayden. 

I was too young to understand what he meant when he first started making those comments.

Owning a home is important. A man needs his castle, Jay. 

These days a lot of people can’t afford homes, so you want to set yourself up early.

I didn’t. I joined the Air Force, slept with a lot of women, and traveled the world. It felt like an adventure, one I enjoyed.

Liam lost his dad when he was young. At twenty-five, some of the insurance money was paid out to him, and when he moved to Cali to join BHS, the first thing he did was buy a home.

That, coupled with Dad’s growing criticism of what I was doing with my life, began to eat at me. I was almost thirty and didn’t own a home. 

It had been drummed into me that owning a home meant you were successful in life. That I needed one if I wanted to provide for a woman and children.

Not that I was ready to settle down and do that...yet. But a house, yeah, I saw that as a thing a man should own.

Two banks rejected my application for a mortgage. When I signed the employment contract with BHS, which included a very generous salary—much bigger than my sales role—I returned to my bank, and a week later I had my loan.

Two weeks later, I bought my house.

The happiness lasted a few days, but as my start date crept closer, I realized what was on the line.

Everything.

I had to keep this job.

Last week, for the Fourth of July, Liam, Jessie, and I went home to Fort Worth—where Liam proposed—but Monday rolled around fast, and now here I am, sitting in front of Josh while he briefs me on my first assignment.

The one Liam saw.

With his blind eyes.

Tiffany Stallone is the daughter of one of the most famous actors on the planet. Steven Stallone. An action hero I grew up watching on the big screen.

Fucking diplomat.

Fucking Liam.

“Is she an actress, too?” 

I rub the back of my head, reminding myself this is better than flying over Islamabad, or wherever, bombing the hell out of innocents. Because while that’s not the directive, it happens.

“This is Los Angeles, Jayden. A lot of our clients are celebrities, musicians, actors, and usually extremely wealthy.” Josh leans back in his chair. “Hence hiring our guys and girls.”

“Well, it’s better than being stuck on the mountainside with desert dust in my ass crack.”

Josh snorts.

“She’s not a celebrity.” Josh leans forward again and taps a pen on the file in front of him. “Tiffany is an influencer.” Then he looks me in the eye. “If you ask me if it’s TikTok or Instagram, I will fire you right now.”

I chuckle.

“Seriously, though, she’s not a diva, from the information I’ve gained. She grew up in the shadow of her father’s fame but has paved her own success.”

Yeah, right.

Using his surname.

Sure, it’s her surname, too, but she could have changed it to Smith or Brown and sought success.

Did she?

No.

I rest my case.

“...and makes videos. You should do some research.”

I realize I’ve tuned out and only caught the end of what Josh said. 

“Sorry, did I hear that right?” I ask as he grins, amused. “You want me to watch her Instagram makeup tutorials?”

“See. You know the lingo, you’ll be fine.”

Christ.

If life really was on my side, this chick would at least be OnlyFans famous. 

Typical.

“You’ll report to Ryder on a day-to-day basis. He looks after our personal security division. This morning he has some baby stuff to take care of but will be in the office within the hour.”

Savannah and Ryder had their baby recently. I know a lot of the team from socializing with them all via Liam. My sister has befriended many of the girlfriends and wives, especially Savannah, who is a big movie star. Jessie is at the beginning of her acting career. 

“Are you sure her father doesn’t need a bodyguard, instead?” I ask, trying my luck.

Steven Stallone has been in over a dozen Blockbuster movies, and I’ve seen every single one. I have no idea what he looks like now, but a guy like him doesn’t let his body go. 

“Does he look like he needs security?” Josh laughs.

“Yeah, but he’s nearing sixty.” I smile.

“I’ll give you one million dollars to say that to his face.” Josh lifts his coffee, looking me dead in the eye. “In cash.”

Fuck that.

“Nope. I’ll make sure to look after his lovely daughter and keep my nose right where it is.”

Josh laughs and tosses me the file. “Good decision. Her home was broken into recently. They took some valuable diamonds and personal items.”

I start flicking through, reading the notes. My brows shoot up as I take in the personal items. Expecting a laptop, TV or other valuable items, I’m a little creeped out when I learn they took a pair of panties and a dildo.

“LAPD is investigating, right?” I glance up at the Navy SEAL.

“Absolutely, and anything we learn, we should report back to them.” 

I flick through the file some more and then nod. 

Josh crosses his thick arms, and I know I hold my own in the muscle department, but I can’t help feeling a moment of pride to be working for the well-regarded SEAL. 

Under this roof there is a hell of a lot of skill and experience. Ryder, my new boss, is former Delta Force—which, cough, doesn’t exist, cough—and one hell of a tough nut.

During my interview with Josh a month ago, I asked him, “Why go private?”

As he often does, Josh took his time to answer, while I wondered if he was in SEAL Team Six. The things I’ve heard indicate the answer is likely yes.

“To make way for younger SEALs and do what we are able to do here without the red tape,” Josh replied. “The right guys were staying in the teams to pass on knowledge, but creating BHS was my next journey.”

I appreciated his honest answer.

I tap the folder on the palm of my hand and stand. “Be good to talk to the investigating officer to find out if there is any history of her having a stalker or crazy ex.” 

“Number’s in the file.” Josh pushes his chair back and climbs to his feet. “Glad to have you on the team, Jayden. There are a lot of opportunities at BHS, so get this job under your belt, and we can talk.”

Nope.

I’ll be fine doing just this.

I hope.

Although I wonder if there are any OnlyFans on the books. Can’t hurt to ask.

I’m joking.

(Kind of.)

“Thanks, good to be here.” I smile as he glances over my shoulder.

“Morning, Penny.”

“Good morning.” Penny is the BHS office manager who is more like everyone’s mom. “Sorry to interrupt you boys, but I wanted to let you know the boardroom is all set up ready for your senior meeting. Did you want a working lunch?”

“No, thanks.” Josh rounds the desk, patting his abs. “And stop bringing in those muffins. Cassy says I’m getting fat.”

“Oh, rubbish, she’s teasing you. You could do with a little fat,” Penny winks at me.

“Can’t catch the bad guys with a big gut, Penny.” Josh lifts his shirt, exposing an impressive six pack which rivals my own—which I don’t say out loud—and pats it.

“Joshua Black, cover up.” She scoffs.

We follow him out into the hallway as he laughs. “Jayden is starting with us today. Can you—”

“I’ll take him.” Liam walks up the stairs with his satchel on his shoulder and a grin on his face. One my goddamn sister put there, likely. “Hey, buddy.”

I block out the image, and we shake hands. “Still marrying my sister?”

“Still going to ask me every day?”

“Yup.” I grin widely.

“Take him down to get some metal and kitted out,” Josh says and leaves us to it with a wave over his head.

“I’ll put some muffins aside for you,” Penny pats my arm. 

“Hey! What about me?” Liam cries. 

“You had twice your quota last week.” Penny frowns at him. 

“Pretty sure that was Marshal. We look the same. I can see how you got us mixed up.” Liam talks louder and louder as Penny rounds the corner, shaking her head, and disappears. “Damn.”

“Ya gotta treat your dealers with respect, dude.” I slap his back, and we both chuckle because it’s an inside joke. We used to call my mom our cookie dealer growing up.

“I’ll drop my bag and take you down to the armory and supply room.” Liam nods in the direction of the offices.

I’ve visited for drinks a couple of times, but this is the first time I’ve gone deep inside the Black Hawke Security world.

I’m more excited than I thought I’d be.

“Hey, bozo, Tiffany isn’t a fucking diplomat; she’s Steven Stallone's daughter. A social media chick.” 

Without missing a beat, Liam’s eyes flare, then he breaks out in a big grin. “No kidding? Well, don’t marry her.”

What the fuck?

“Why the hell would I marry her?”

“Josh and Cassy. Ryder and Savannah.” Liam drops his bag on his desk and props his hands on his hips. “Seems like a trend.”

Cassy is the daughter of a famous rock star, and Savannah one of the world’s hottest actresses. 

This is not the same.

“Idiot. Now, show me where you keep all the weapons.”
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TIFFANY
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I lift my face to the camera and glide on Luxe Stallone lipstick, then rub my lips together before pouting.

“Nude blush.” I lift the tube, showing my Instagram audience. “Our latest shade releasing this season, but this is just a sneak peek. As you guys know, we’re launching the Maison Diamond Luxe Lips & Lash line in Beverly Hills. Comment below with need now and my team will send twenty randomly selected lucky winners one of these gorgeous, silky lipsticks tomorrow. Oh my god, you guys, they are so soft and moisturizing and just look at this shade. I am in love.”

I turn my head to show different angles.

I’m not lying, I’ve spent almost a year on this new range. My lips get so dry, and I insisted my team create something that is both gorgeous and good for lips.

“I’m so excited to launch in a few weeks. Remember it's live, or you can enter to win a VIP ticket on my website. You’ll walk the red carpet, sit among celebrities and familiar Insta stars and take home the most amazing goodie bag.”

I quickly glance at the comments, even though I know Sadie is monitoring them from her desk behind me, situated across the room.

Standing back a little, I adjust my olive-green halter top and flick my long dark hair over my shoulder. “Don’t you love these earthy fall shades? I am obsessed.”

I started Luxe Stallone about four years ago after deciding modeling and dancing wasn’t for me. My father opened a lot of doors for me, but the reality is, I was terrible and hated it. What I loved was fashion, and more specifically, makeup. I’d tear apart my makeup artist's kit seeking new colors and trends, even as a teen.

I started doing makeup tutorials when they became a thing and mixing colors. Then my PR company, Blush Empire, recommended I launch my own line.

I agreed so fast I got dizzy.

It has been a lot of fun and hard work. Sure, I had a head start in life because of my father, but that doesn’t mean everything will be a long-term success. Many products are launched off the back of a celebrity’s career—or their parents’—and they die a quick death.

Luxe Stallone has thrived.

From teens to women in their mid-thirties, and even makeup artists are using Luxe products, saying they love the quality and cutting-edge colors we launch each season. 

The work that goes on behind the scenes, which I’m very hands-on with, is enormous. 

I know some celebrities who attend a few meetings, nod at the colors and leave.

Not me.

I’m involved in many aspects, from design to creative, to making sure that we use the best ingredients and that fair wages are paid to everyone involved from paddock to plate. 

Or rather, lips and eyes.

It means they’re high-priced cosmetics, but I didn’t create the company to put food on the table. I’m a trust fund baby, so from day one I stressed to my entire team that we had to be ethical.

Ethics aside, I wanted Luxe to still have an edge. Gone are the days that sustainable cosmetics have to be chalky or poor quality. Working with Blush Empire, we coined the tagline, Timeless Beauty. Modern Temptation.

It worked.

We appealed to the audience we were seeking. We even won some awards, beating out timeless big brand classics that women have used for decades.

Of course, the media was harsh, claiming much of my success was due to Steven Stallone, my celebrity father. 

“Ugh, I hate this review,” Sadie said, shaking her head as we sat in front of her laptop the day after the awards.

“It is what it is.” I shrugged it off, pretending it didn’t matter.

It does, but I can’t change who I am.

Which reminds me, I’m expecting my new bodyguard to arrive within the hour. I’ve resisted having one after spending my youth surrounded by them. 

I was born at the height of Dad’s action hero stardom and never knew a normal life. That is, until I grew up and saw what others had and I didn’t: personal freedom.

Even when the media lost interest in me, for the most part, and Dad stopped doing the big blockbusters, he still pressed me about having a full-time guard.

No thanks.

“Dad, I have an electric gate, cameras, and monitoring. It’s fine. No one cares about me.”

“You have millions of followers and dance around in front of the screen every day with little on. There are crazy people in this world.”

Mom agreed, which made it hard to fight them[image: ][image: ]—that, and they were right, as a lot of those crazies drop into my DM’s each day—but it was last week when I finally had the fright I needed to hire someone full time. 

I’d been at an event when it happened.

Someone broke into my Bel Air home and stole the diamond necklace Dad got me for my twenty-first birthday. It was worth over half a million dollars and had a set of matching earrings. 

How they got past my security system and inside the safe, I don’t know.

I was devastated.

I’m still devastated.

But that wasn’t what shook me. They also took a pair of my panties and my dildo.

Ugh!

The feeling of revolt and invasion that washed over me was horrible. Then the next steps of reporting it to the police and my family took place. 

The humiliation was real.

Of course, someone then leaked it to the press, and for a day it was plastered across social media. 

“Jesus, Tiff!” Dad had pulled me into a big hug while Mom rubbed my back. “Imagine if you’d been home.”

I shuddered. 

“Move back in with me for a few weeks. Let’s sell your house. I’ll buy you a new one.”

I rolled my eyes, knowing he would.

“No. I love my home. I won’t let them take this from me.”

“Fine, but you need to get better security. Don’t argue with me, Tiff.” 

Once one of the top-earning movie stars of the nineties and early two thousands, Dad was always a huge, foreboding figure in my life. That hasn’t changed, despite me now reaching his shoulders. 

Protecting both Mom and me are two things Steven Stallone has prioritized. I knew there was no arguing with him.

“Fine,” I’d said, giving in.

A few days later I signed a contract with Black Hawke Security, and the guard starts today.

I’m not new to private security, impenetrable cars and bodyguards shadowing me, but I thought the personal freedom I was enjoying with just a solid security system on the house would last a little longer. 

Nope.

My growing public profile and business have caught up with me. 

I can’t complain, though. I mean, God help me if someone called me privileged. I know I’m fucking privileged, but I don’t take it for granted like others do.

In fact, while I love my father to pieces, we have had our battles. He set up a trust fund for me when I was younger and had a preconceived idea of how I’d live my life.

I had other ideas.

As a strong-minded young girl, I saw myself being independent. In all ways, especially financially. I wanted to make something of myself because of who I am and what I could do—not because of his shadow. 

But the reality is that’s not possible when everyone knows your name and face. 

You can’t just get a job or rent a house with friends and start from the bottom. There’s always the press commenting about what I’m doing, potential stalkers, and someone trying to take advantage. 

So it was clear if I wanted to get any level of independence, I had to move out of my house and do things backward of how most people would do them.

I used the trust fund to purchase my house when I turned twenty-one and went on a journey before I created Luxe Stallone and started making real money. From the moment I did, I never touched another dollar of my father’s.

So much so, his accountant rang him and asked whether I was still alive.

I also announced that I would pay him back, and it’s my life's mission to fulfill that promise.

Not that he’s asked for it. Quite the opposite. 

Dad thinks it’s his role to provide for me.

“He’s a protector.” Mom told me when I began rebelling. 

“I don’t need a protector.”

“Trust me, you do. And when you get older, you’ll want a man like your dad,” she said, but I’d snorted, like any thirteen-year-old girl would. 

When I began house hunting, Dad came to every house viewing. His tastes and point of view on what I needed to be safe pushed up the budget. 

After a lot of arguing, finally, we both agreed on a home in Bel Air. The one I still live in.

“I’m going to pay you back,” I hugged him after telling him how grateful I was. “I promise, Dad.”

“Don’t be stupid, Tiffany. This is what parents do for their children. I love you.”

“No, it’s what famous parents do, but I’m going to pay the money back to you if it’s the last thing I do.”

Dad looked annoyed.

Even offended.

“Your daughter is independent, baby, let her do this.” Mom patted his shoulder.

Watching the two of them stare at one another in silent conversation for a long moment that day, I translated in my head. It’s a ten-million-dollar home; she’ll never have the money. Just nod and agree.

It was that moment I promised myself I would pay him back if it killed me. Every year that passes, I wonder if they think I’ve forgotten, but I haven’t.

This year, I’ve been almost giddy watching as Luxe Stallone grew almost five hundred percent. I’m close. The launch of this new line could allow me to pay for my home.

To truly make it mine.

That’s why I’ve put everything into it. 

Last week, when the burglary happened, it threatened my plans. We have partnered with Maison Jewels to launch the Maison Diamond Luxe Lips & Lash line. 

Glancing at the time, I pout one last time to show off the ten tons of gloss I’ve applied. “That’s all for today, my beautiful Luxey-Stallones. Don’t forget to comment below, and we’ll get the early samples out to those twenty winners. Hope to see you all online during the Maison Diamond Luxe Lips & Lash launch.”

I click end.

Seventy-five thousand people were watching. Our partners will be happy. Viewership numbers are everything when negotiating and getting products on bricks and mortar shelves.

That and branding, which we have nailed.

Partnering with Maison is a big deal.

Having the theft of my diamonds in the media threatened to destroy the entire relationship, but fortunately their PR consultant saw it as a good thing.

“No such thing as bad press,” he’d said at the end of a tense meeting. “I think we should proceed. Obviously, we will increase security at the Maison Diamond Luxe Lips & Lash launch, but otherwise, the increased engagement online is a positive in my opinion.”

My insurance company felt differently, but I stayed quiet. 

When the CEO of Maison agreed, I let out a sigh of relief. 

“That was awesome.” I grab a tissue and wipe off the layers of lip gloss.

“Seventy-five thousand,” Sadie reports on the numbers. “Three hundred and twenty comments so far. I’ll draw the competition tomorrow morning.”

“Thanks, Sadie. Did the colors look okay on screen?” I toss the tissue into the trash and grab my water bottle, guzzling it.

Every screen is different, so it’s super hard to control what colors look like, but I ask almost every time.

“Yes, but,” Sadie says, tilting her head. “I still think we should add a filter to make them pop more.”

This is such a sensitive topic for me. The team at Blush Empire agreed with Sadie, but I don’t want to deceive my customers.

The colors speak for themselves.

“Our competitors do it, Tiff.”

“I know, but I also know they get a ton of returns because people aren’t happy, and that tells us everything we need to know.” I shrug. 

She turns back to the keyboard and starts tapping. “Yeah, I know. It did look awesome today.”

Sadie has worked for me for two years and is the best assistant in the world. She’s always one step ahead of me and tells me the truth. 

I glance at the clock on the wall. “Shit, I have this bodyguard coming over soon. I need to get changed.”

“You look fine.” Sadie chuckles.

We both know that’s a lie. I might be all business on top for the camera, but like any media savvy person, I’m all comfort on the bottom half of my body. Today I’m wearing a pair of cutoff denim shorts which look ridiculous with my shimmering olive halter top. 

Sadie doesn’t care—some days I’m in pajama bottoms. I try not to make a habit of that, just for the record.

Anyway, if I want this guard’s respect, I need to present myself as a normal human being. He’ll know who I am—Stallone’s daughter. I don’t want him to think that I’m just some trust fund baby with an alternative dress sense and no common sense.

They exist, trust me. 

And employees who work for the rich and famous have opinions. I’ve overheard them. People underestimate kids. I was listening and watching their eye rolls since I was knee high.

I usually don’t care all that much, but whoever this new bodyguard is, he or she will be privy to the police records from my break-in, including details on the stolen items.

Including my lingerie and sex toys.

Great.

I have to spend every day with this person and their judgy points of view.

God, I hope it’s a girl.

Maybe we can laugh about it.

“I’ll just put on a sundress,” I stand, glancing down at my bare legs and wish I’d shaved. “Thanks for all your hard work today, Sade’s.”

“I love my job,” she holds up one of the gloss samples that she’s taking home with her. Pushing away from her desk, Sadie tucks her laptop into her bag and stands. “Good luck with the security person, hope they’re at least a little cool if they’re going to be following us around for a while.”

Following us around.

That’s what it looks like, but I’ve seen them intercept enough potential threats to my father to have big respect for what they do.

I follow her through my spacious mansion, and just as we reach the lobby, where I planned to say goodbye and run upstairs to change, a beep from my security system announces I have a guest.

Shit.

Sadie turns and fights her laugh. “Oh no. But at least you’re not wearing your alien PJs.”

“Hey, those little green men keep the real ones away.” I tug open the hall closet and find an old raincoat hanging in there.

I pull it on.

“Now you do look ridiculous,” Sadie frowns.

That might be so, but here’s the thing. I have a very generous set of breasts and right now they’re showing off a lot of cleavage. I’m not sitting in front of my new bodyguard—whether a man or woman—in my skimpy pajama shorts and a top that’s more suited to a club.

Goddamn it. Five more minutes and I could have tugged on a dress.

“I don’t care, at least these girls are covered up.” I shoo her away. “Go, go. I need to find some shoes.” 

Sadie slips through the front door, giggling, and I quickly push the button to open the gate for both her and my visitor, then search for some shoes.

Spotting a pair of pink Havana flip flops, I slide my feet into them and then narrow my eyes at the sunhat I left on the side table this morning.

I glance quickly outside and my jaw drops open when I see the tall, broad man walking towards the house. 

Holy hell.

Is that my new bodyguard?

He’s gorgeous. 

The confidence rolling off his wide shoulders has my ovaries sitting up to attention, and a few of my brain cells dissolve.

It’s the only explanation I have for what I do next.

I grab the sunhat, put it on, and reach for the handle as the walking Adonis knocks on my door.

A quick mental audit reminds me I’m now wearing a pair of denim cutoffs, pink flip-flops, a raincoat, and a straw sun hat.

Great, I look like a showgirl. One who’s missing a diamond necklace, a pair of underwear and a dildo...and this man knows it.

Knock, knock, knock.

I lock a smile in place and pull open the door.

“Hello—” 

Oh shit. He’s even more handsome than I first thought. Deep blue eyes, strong cheekbones, and long, thick lashes meet mine.

“Jayden Rogers,” he says firmly, holding out a hand for me to shake as his gaze runs down the length of my comically clad
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