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Prologue

 


Who gets to prosecute the
dirty prosecutors?

The first time the beautiful bastard
waltzed into the courtroom, I’d heard of him. Knew he was ruthless
and more than often cruel. Understood that our chances at winning
against him were next to impossible.

Assumed he was an old guy with
thinning hair and a bulging gut.

My instincts failed me … miserably,
goose bumps billowing on my body like a biting chill in the air
when the Texas temperature was a scorching ninety-something degrees
outside. Obscene delusions of him taking me from behind blurring my
thoughts when I couldn’t understand why I was having disturbing
fantasies at a trying time like this.

Inside the courtroom that he seemed to
own, every time he made an entrance, the temperature rose some ten
degrees. It was always the same thing when he entered—place his
belongings down in front of him, slowly remove his suit jacket and
carefully fold it over the back of his seat, then turn around and
take a quick look at the surroundings as he ran a hand across his
stubble-shaded jaw. He carried himself with a mature, poised and
polished sexy confidence, like a man who didn’t easily accept no as
an answer. If my perceptions were correct, this powerhouse of a man
challenged anything less than a yes.

Making a presence that first day that
demanded to be seen, he was dressed in a black suit impeccably
fitted to his long lean build. What was undoubtedly a body ripped
with cut lines and beautifully chiseled muscle, flexed with every
move he made underneath the two-thousand-dollar tailor-made jacket
with black shirt and matching tie. The shoes he wore underneath all
black were a rust color, matching the tint of his unusually
luminous eyes. The entire courtroom watched him when he arrived,
though he acted as if the room was vacant. The sudden surge of
attention didn’t even get so much as a smile or nod of the head as
he and his assistant carried on a quiet conversation, a small smile
finally stretching over his lips at something his fellow attorney
said.

The first time my glare drifted
leisurely from his breathtaking face that resembled someone famous,
then down and over his firm chest before stopping at the peak that
angled just between his torso and upper thighs, my hands began to
tremble and I knew my head was everywhere it shouldn’t be. He’d
looked up almost as if he felt me watching him, his stare cutting
deep through mine before a trace of a grin covered his
egotistical-filled, thick lips, hitting a raw nerve in
me.

This was Jackson Shipman, District
Attorney for Dallas County. The cold-hearted, beautiful bastard who
ruined lives without the blink of an eye. Here for one reason—to
convict my father and send him to prison.

As usual, nobody stood a chance
against the ruthless prosecutor.

Convicted on theft, my daddy never had
a chance, our Defense no rival. We knew that going in. Every
mistake he’d made in his business career had been presented and
used against him.

Jackson Shipman was the best of the
best. Losing was a rarity.

So damn full of himself, the only time
he’d spoken directly to me was outside the courtroom minutes after
my dad had been led away. So much I wanted to say as he approached
me, the words wouldn’t form.

“Do you have something you
want to ask me, Ms. Richardson?” My body jolted at his tone. His
eyes bled cold, stone-hearted lack of emotion, sexuality seeping
from every pore of his body.

“Do you have any semblance
of a heart at all, Mr.
DA?” I’d pompously asked.

With a parting, self-absorbed nod, his
response had been quick and callous. “No, Ms. Richardson. I never
have. Good day.”

I hated this man more than any one
single thing in the world.

But now, the trial was over and I had
the advantage. As luck may have it, I’ve learned all the details
about Jackson Shipman’s kinked-up needs and dark expectations, and
just what he likes in a woman.

Dark hair … Flawless skin … Light eyes
… Submissive.

Ironic as it is that my closest friend
ended an eight-week contract with our fellow DA a few short months
ago, if things went my way, retribution waited right around the
corner for the kinky District Attorney. Against all the rules of
Venture, the fetish club the two of them belong to, divulging
information on any Dom is grounds for permanent removal from the
club. Yet, she’s my best friend. We tell each other everything. She
knows exactly what gets the District Attorney’s filthy goat. The
way his eyes darken when he’s about to come. The small shuddering
of his legs when he’s being sucked off.

At twenty-three years old, I have no
family left. He’s taken everything. And now … the only thing deemed
important is making sure I walk away Jackson’s newest submissive at
Venture’s next auction. If I can get lucky enough to accomplish
that, then I know I can make him fall in love with me. That’s
always been easy enough. Still a virgin, I’ve been unable to care
enough for someone to give up my most valuable property—my
virginity. Jackson will be no different. I loathe the very sight of
him. I could never care for him.

Yet, I can easily make him think I do.
Let him break through my most intimate body part for the first
time. Lure him in with my southern charm. Make him fall long and
hard, knowing I’ll never return any of such a callous creature’s
feelings.

This will simply be a game of revenge. My game.

Sweet and short-lived. Just long
enough to earn the beautiful bastard’s heart.

Then… I’ll crush his.


Chapter One

 


Layla

“Layla. Sweetheart, no.
This is outrageous. You can’t possibly pull something like this
off. Jackson Shipman is basically a sadist. I don’t think you
really understand what all that involves.” Of course, I knew. I’d
read. Watched movies.

“You’re not like me.
You’re anything but submissive. Especially the type he requires.
He’ll chew you up and spit you out like you’re garbage. A bat of
those pretty thick eyelashes or your sweet southern accent isn’t
going to matter two shits in his world. You can’t lure a man like
Jackson in. I can guarantee you, the only pretense of a heart in
him is strictly between his legs.”

Her reasoning made perfect
sense. I wasn’t like Joslyn. I didn’t need a special type of sex to
satisfy me. Until now, I hadn’t really felt the need for sex at
all. At twenty-three, I’d had boyfriends. Messed around. Come
close. Labeled a tease by more than one man, for me, sex was a
spiritual kind of connection. Not something I took
lightly.

Until …
Jackson.

“I can do this, Joslyn. And I will. For
my dad. It’s all I have left,” I added, rubbing at the leftover
tears that I’d shed oceans of.

“Layla, this isn’t
something you decide over pizza and beer. You don’t just become
submissive. It’s in here, sweetheart.” Long, red-tipped fingernails
tapped at her chest. “It’s in your soul. Please forget this. I have
money saved. We’ll get you in school. You can still reach your
dream.”

“No. Please…if you care
anything about me, show me how to get Jackson Shipman to fall for
me. Teach me his likes and dislikes. Show me what I’ll have to
endure.”

“Jesus, Layla.” Hellbent
on keeping me from following through with perhaps the craziest idea
of my life, Joslyn knew it was a huge longshot. I knew it, too. But
I also knew what she was thinking as she stared at my cleavage. My
body was my biggest advantage. We both knew I could make a living
using it if I so chose. I’d thought about it a million times when
Daddy sat with his head hanging between his hands, worrying how to
pay all the debt after everything started fizzling away and going
straight into the attorney’s bank account that hadn’t even been
able to save him.

Now my biggest challenge, quite
possibly in my life, was luring in the man I’d dreamed of dozens of
times to return the feelings and want my body just as badly as I
wanted his.

“Okay. I’ll do it. But I
don’t like this one bit, Layla. And I want you to remember one
thing.”

“Okay, Jos,” I
whispered.

“When people treat you
like they don’t care, you should believe them. Men like Jackson
don’t have feelings. He uses women to his benefit only. They’re his
indulgence.”

“Okay. When do we get
started?” I blurted out, refusing to consider anything but
success.

Blessed with a pretty face and shapely
body, men had stumbled over their own feet and lost all ability to
speak around me since I was fifteen. Yet, to me it was the furthest
thing from a blessing. It made me uncomfortable. Only made other
girls start ugly untrue rumors and refuse to be my friend. I didn’t
care about my looks all that much. I only wanted to go to culinary
school and own a bakery one day. Watering mouths and ogling eyes
every time I walked past a man wasn’t even flattering. Gnarly cat
calls were demoralizing. I didn’t appreciate being on display. I
simply wanted to be taken seriously. Treated like a person with a
brain. Not a set of nicely-shaped tits and a pretty
face.

Today though, I realized my physical
attributes might finally help me get what I need most—retribution
for my dad’s downfall.

Daddy went to a minimum-security
prison.

Thirty-seven days later, he was dead
by hanging.

Lots of nights, he’s still in my
dreams. At home, we’re playing Candyland, eating Cheetos and
drinking Hawaiian Punch. Every morning when I wake, I try to go
back to sleep. Return to my dreams. But they’re no longer anything
but distant memories.

So, my priorities have
changed.

To grabbing our local District
Attorney by the balls.

And squeezing. Crushing.
Flattening.

Until nothing is left but a big empty
space of nothing.

I want him to endure every bit of hurt
my dad did.

The hopelessness. Loneliness.
Failure.

I pray that one day Jackson Shipman
experiences the same.


Chapter Two

 


Jackson

Mother of Christ! Uptight as hell
today, the tension in my body needed relief. This was the best way
to remedy that situation—getting laid.

I didn’t care to see anyone except the
stranger that was waiting for me behind the Mystery Room door.
Small talk was the last thing on my mind. Going over the short
conversation I’d had on the drive here with Seth, the edginess in
my body only grew.

“Oh, shit,” Sam said, our
bodies colliding as we both stared down at our phones. “Sorry about
that Jackson. Everything is a go. Go on in when you’re ready. She’s
been waiting.”

With a polite smile, I
wanted nothing more than to ignore Sam altogether. Except, of
course, I didn’t want to come across as a complete asshole.

“Thank you, Sam,” I
answered firmly.

“By the way, it’s been too
long. We miss your face.” With a quick nod, conversation wasn’t
coming easy today. I continued walking with no response. Truth be
known, I was wound up as fuck.

The room was a nice, cold, sixty-seven
degrees, the faint glimmer of brightness next to non-existent, both
preferences of mine. Adjustable lighting as well as
air-conditioning and heat, I preferred just the bare minimum amount
of light in the windowless, dark-walled room. Only enough that I
could see the outline of the woman I was with, as well as the shine
in her eyes.

Everything at Venture was treated with
the strictest of rules and anonymity, and even though the masks
they provided didn’t keep a person from recognizing each other at a
later date, they still yielded just the smallest hint of secrecy.
Openly at my wits ends after a completely shitty day, I personally
didn’t give a fuck whether we wore them or not.

I’d been one of the club’s first VIP
members when Tyler Yates and Justin Wisely first opened Venture,
well before my sister met Justin. Whether it was watching or
participating in couples acting out scenes, enjoying time with a
sub in a private sex room, or visiting their biggest attraction,
The Mystery Room, it was all done with the utmost of privacy and
first-rate class. I didn’t share my dick with the public and
currently preferred either a private room or the Mystery Room,
other than the auctions that I took part in, time permitting. My
visits limited, due to my workload, when I got the unexpected call
about an opening late this afternoon, I couldn’t refuse.

My expectations were precise. Dark
hair, light skin and eyes, and five foot six or over in stature.
The women were all made aware upfront that bondage and deep play
may or may not be involved. They were also told that I didn’t
partake in small talk and never had a second meeting with any of
them. This was incognito sex between two consenting adults. Words
weren’t necessary, other than the bare minimum. A woman’s bodily
response was all I needed.

The long-haired, leggy brunette was on
top of the bed, bare, her breathing anxious and heavy, half her
face covered, yet enough visible to see that she was beautiful. The
faint smell of her perfume filled my senses as I slowly stripped
out of my clothes and removed two condoms from my pants pocket. As
always, there was the small thread of uncertainty, but ultimately
that was part of the thrill.

Restraints streamed from each corner
of the bed, which I wouldn’t be using. No intentions of anything
besides deep, hard fucking, I’d decided against any of the
floggers, whips, spreader bars or anything else in the room.
Unless, of course, she gave me a sign that she’d like something a
little darker.

Easing my body beside her, I settled
my hand on her chest, relishing in the feel of her rising pulse,
along with the hitch in her breath that hardened my dick. I trailed
my fingers down and over her small breasts, rolling the instantly
hardened nipples between my fingers.

She moaned quietly. She liked her
breasts being tweaked so I squeezed the tight buds a good bit
harder to give her the sting she obviously enjoyed. Her hands
grabbed mine, pushing them against her even further, a silent
message that she wanted more of what I was doing. Her breath was
getting stronger, her hips rising every time I tugged at the
rock-hard nipples. She was already getting close when I hadn’t even
come near her sex. I lifted her delicate hands and lowered them to
my cock, guiding her up and down my length to familiarize her with
my size. Another relatively silent moan slid up her throat as she
squeezed and quickened the pace a little. My own silent groan
building behind my chest, I was rock hard. I needed release. And
she was wet as fuck. Her scent was addictive.

This is what made the whole Mystery
Room adventure so compelling. The women were all beautiful.
Completely in tune with their sexuality, looking for nothing but an
hour or so of erotic, lustful, nameless sex or playtime, with no
rules or expectancy.

I slid my hand through her bare, slick
crease. Her hips rose to meet me when I pushed two fingers deep
inside her moist channel, using the side of my arm to widen her
legs. After only seconds of riding my fingers, she was urging me on
top of her. Jesus, she didn’t even want me to lick her pussy. That
was perfectly fine with me—this time. I reached for the condom
package that I absolutely detested and ripped it open with my
teeth, rolling the thin latex over my beaded cock. Again, she
tugged at my arm, whimpering.

She was anxious as hell.

Unusual, I would have normally been
turned off by all the urgency, not tasting her first or having my
dick sucked, but this chick was all about getting down to the main
event. Right now, that was fucking hot.

I rolled her on top of me, her legs
instantly straddling my hips as she pushed her impatient sex down
onto me, taking every inch in one long, brutal thrust.

Christ!

Almost immediately, she was rocking
her hips, riding me like I wasn’t a thick nine inches of hard
muscle, throwing her head back as she reached for my shoulders. The
sound of skin on skin suffused the room. I reached for her ass,
pulling her forward, making sure her clit brushed the base of my
cock with each thrust as I gently eased a finger in her
ass.

“Yes,” she whimpered,
totally getting off to both openings being taken. Maybe the second
condom would be used in her ass.

Fucking like it was our last time, the
cold temperature of the room didn’t keep beads of sweat from
rolling off my forehead, her sex muscles strengthening as she rode
me like there was no tomorrow. I was thirty seconds from releasing
the backed-up load that was heavy in my balls.

Holy fuck, this chick was insane. Her
fingertips dug into my shoulders as she hammered against me,
squeezing my cock with every thrust. I slid my finger from her back
hole and reached for her clit, rubbing it with my thumb before
giving it a good tight pinch. Her head fell forward into my neck as
an orgasm pounded through her, my wad shooting straight up my dick
to join her.

I eased out and rolled off the condom,
dropping it into the trash can. Fuck, that was nice. After a few
minutes of recovery, maybe I’d take her in her tight little back
hole.

“Thank you,” she
whispered, rolling off the bed and slipping into the connected
bathroom.

What the hell? Is that
it? I asked myself, pressing my lips
together in silence as I held back the shooting comeback on the tip
of my tongue. One of the strangest experiences I’d had here, I was
exhausted anyway. I got dressed and eased out the back door before
I ran into clingy Sam again.


Chapter Three

 


Layla

“Oh baby, you’re
absolutely beautiful.” He whispered the sweet words in my neck as
he fell into his release, filling my body with stream after stream
of his warmth. Easing his softening erection from me, his lips
still in the crook of my neck, the sound of his tone changed. “I’ll
still never fall in love with you, Layla. You’ll never earn my
heart.”

My eyes sprang open.

Waking to the dream I’d had over and
over again since the first time I laid eyes on Jackson, this time
was no different. My thin, silky nightgown was laced with sweat, my
breath accelerated, while my hand was in the place that desperately
needed a man—between my legs. Finishing what my dream had begun,
the tone of his deep voice was still wildly alive in my head as I
cried out, bringing myself to the edge.

I had tons more questions for Joslyn.
A million more scenarios in my head.

But the time for that had passed.
Tonight was the auction. Six weeks of learning the basics of
Joslyn’s lifestyle, my training had come to an end. In a few short
hours, I’d be on a stage in front of a dozen or more strangers,
praying the man I wanted would desire me enough to bid … and win. I
knew I had a slight pull, my looks similar to Joslyn and the
majority of subs she’d seen Jackson with. But still, would I be
attractive enough?

My hair dark enough?

Skin flawless enough?

Would my eye color be
adequate?

Dreams of the famous David Beckham
look-alike attorney had awakened me many times, along with an
unwelcome lingering I couldn’t understand. I detested him. He
demolished my only family. Wrecked my universe.

And yet, my body still ached for
him.

The ruthless manipulator in the
courtroom was famous for being hard-hearted and pitiless. Joslyn
swore he was no different behind the walls of his own home, and
certainly not in his bedroom. She’d know. She’d shared his bed many
times.

Never argue and never
laugh at him.

Could he be all that
horrible?

Did he ever feel the least bit
compassionate toward the families he destroyed? Wasn’t there a
shred of kindness somewhere beneath those clear brown eyes? Just
the smallest bit of empathy and warmth? A hidden weakness I could
use for bait? To sweeten him up? Seduce him into my
heart?

But then, if he picked me, could I
withstand his treatment? If he realized I was a virgin, would he
kick me to the curb? Would he be rough and purposely hurt
me?

All irrelevant concerns,
even if I failed, I had to try. The flogging. Spanking. Sucking the
nine inches between his legs until he filled my throat with his
release. Orgasm denial. The list went on
and on.

Could I do those things?

Be aware, Layla. He gets
off on tormenting, teasing and then walking away, leaving you with
a bitter ache between your legs.

For me, that wouldn’t be an issue.
Nothing but a game, there would be no leading me to climax. I’d
only be faking.

Another panic attack seconds from
happening, I dropped my head between my legs, blowing out three
quick shaky breaths at a time to try and expel the air lodged in my
lungs. Losing my confidence wasn’t an option. I had to remember
exactly why I was doing this.

First, to simply earn his
love.

Then second, to succeed with my plan
and break his heart. Shred his spirit.

Just as he had my dad’s.

****

My dad was a newly certified public
accountant when my mother died of cancer. Good with money, he’d
made smart investments over the years, saving every spare cent he
could. His work hours were long. Most evenings after a quick
dinner, he returned to his home office, working until late hours of
the night. Not much time to spend with a young daughter, the bulk
of my childhood was spent alone. At age nine I discovered my
mother’s old cookbooks and quickly decided I wanted to learn to
bake. Over the next year, I mastered half a dozen types of bread
and even more pastries, my love of baking becoming a dream for the
future.

On the day of my twenty-third
birthday, coming home to what I thought was going to be a nice
dinner, instead, I’d driven up to a police car in front of our
modest house and watched my dad being cuffed and ushered into the
back seat by the sullen-faced cop.

It’s all a mistake, Layla.
I’ll be home before dinner, sweetheart.

All the investments. All the money set
aside for the future.

All dust in the wind, along with my
dream of opening a bakery.

Tossed out the window like yesterday’s
stale bread.

****

Heat still pounding down, the sun
minutes from setting, the Texas humidity was crippling. Yet, I felt
chilled as I hesitated at the back entrance to Venture. Joslyn had
dropped me off at the rear entry where employees, VIP members, and
auction prospects entered. Now, on a Thursday evening, I was
seconds from being prepped to stand on a brightly lit stage in
front of a multitude of strange men while they made bids on my
body.

My God, what was I doing? This wasn’t
me. I knew nothing about submissive behavior. Not really. Joslyn
showed me what she could and I’d done a lot of reading and watched
the famous movie, along with a couple of oldies. It all sounded
lovely on the screen and in writing.

But this wasn’t fiction. This was
real.

My hand quivering, I reached for the
small door bell and pushed.

Josh, or Bull as I’d heard him called,
looked at me with a warm-hearted gaze as he held the door open.
“Thank you,” I whispered with a forced smile. The large man was
dressed in slacks and a long-sleeved dress shirt, his bulging
muscles popping out like he took great amounts of steroids or
pumped massive pounds of iron, or maybe both.

“This way, Ms.
Richardson.” My stomach rolled as he ushered me to a closed
door.

“You can go in. Bianca’s
cool. She’ll help you get ready. Good luck.”

Three other women in the room, one was
entirely naked as she lifted a sheer red dress, her bareness not
appearing to bother her even the slightest bit while an attractive
redhead watched. A second woman appeared completely ready and
relaxed, staring down at something on her cell phone.

“You must be Layla,” the
attractive ginger said, easing up the zipper of the red dress. I
lifted my eyebrows wondering how she and Josh knew who I
was.

“It’s the eyes,
sweetheart. I heard about those rare green peepers of yours. Or cum
deflectors as I like to call them.”

Cum deflectors?

She winked. “You’re absolutely
stunning. These gentlemen are going to go ape-shit gaga over you.
They’ll be getting their wank on and their wallets out when they
get a look at you. This is exactly what men like this look
for—contrast and variance. They love unconventional qualities in a
woman. Come on. Let’s get your makeup done first and then we’ll
decide on a dress. Although, I think I know just the
one.”

Her smile eased my thumping stomach.
Owning few formal dresses, it was a small miracle I’d decided on
wearing one of Venture’s instead of anything I had. By what I’d
seen so far, I would have resembled a frumpy librarian in anything
in my wardrobe. The other two women in the room were both
beautiful. Both had vibrant blue eyes, immediately setting off
another stream of panic. Jackson Shipman favored the eye color.
Suddenly, not only was I losing the small bit of confidence I had
seconds ago, I was downright scared. My breath was turning rapid
again.

Please don’t have a panic
attack. Not now. Jesus.

“Hey. Are you okay? Do you
need water? Or something stronger? I have a stash of caramel vodka.
One shot and I promise that fear rumbling through your insides will
ease up at least a notch or two.” She grinned in a way that implied
she knew all about the effects of vodka.

“Maybe just a
sip.”

She shifted toward the small
mini-fridge and grabbed a shot glass to pour my much-needed liquid
courage. “I like to keep it cold. It tastes even better that
way.”

Three shots and two hours later, I
rubbed my perfectly pink painted lips together, staring at the
stranger in the floor-length mirror. Porcelain skin with makeup
applied so perfectly, even the swollen dark areas below my eyes
were concealed. Beautifully applied shadow on my lids in hushed
golden tones with hints of light brown and brownish black
emphasized my eye color, while the glamorous cat-eye eyeliner look
that I could never quite accomplish myself was exemplary. Coat
after coat of deep black mascara finished my already thick lashes
and my hair was perfectly waved with a far-left part, a slender
rhinestone-covered hair clip pinning it back, while the other side
fell in light waves over the top of my shoulder, resting above my
breast.

I looked flawless. Voluptuous.
Everything I didn’t feel I was.

“You’re stunning,” Bianca
said, giving my hair a final mist of hairspray.

Even I knew I looked beautiful and
provocative in the skin-hugging, white sequined dress, the
four-inch silver stilettos making my legs appear even longer on my
already five-foot seven stature.

He likes tall.

“Thirty minutes until show
time, ladies.” Bianca turned back toward me. “The bids are going to
be high on you, sweetheart. Give them your best and remember to
flash those lovely green cum deflectors.”

I suspected someone would bid, but
would it be the right someone? What if Jackson didn’t show up?
There was certainly no guarantee. He could be delayed in another
slaughtering court session. Sneering at another devastated family
while a victim was being led out of the courtroom. Or … he could be
right outside the dressing room waiting, wondering.

Bianca handed me the three-bar pin to
attach to my dress as I scanned the room that had become full of
stunning women I hadn’t noticed before now.

“Fuck, I’m scared,” I
whispered, wishing I had one final shot of vodka.

Nothing but a lie, three
bars meant I was an experienced submissive, when I was anything
but. I’d never even seen a damn man’s penis, other than on
television or on my phone. Now my entire destiny was only a few
feet away. Fucking hell. Fucking
hell.

Stay strong. Hold that head
up high. Let him see your beautiful neck. Stick those perky tits
out.

My heart pounded as I re-read the text
from Joslyn, praying I could keep from crying, or worse. Maybe
she’d been right all along. This was all ridiculous. I couldn’t
hold a candle against these other women. Confident and sure of
themselves, they were experienced while I knew little less than
shit. No idea what I was doing, now I didn’t even know why. My dad
was gone. He wasn’t coming back no matter what. And he’d be
appalled by my behavior.

This was all a huge
mistake.

Probably the biggest of my
life.

Chances at ending up with someone like
Jackson Shipman were next to zero. Way over my head, I may as well
have clicked my stilettos together, hoping to open my eyes to Jamie
Dornan on one knee asking my hand in marriage.


Chapter Four

 


Layla

My worst fears were here.

Screwed—that’s what I was.

He wasn’t going to bid on
me.

Fucking hell!

For what seemed like a hundred hours,
I tried staying still under the scorching hot lights, overly
conscious of my body, my stance, the angle I was standing at. Sam,
the young beauty running the auction, instantly zoomed in on the
rarity of my eye color with the soothing sound of her voice, before
describing everything from the texture of my obvious dark hair, to
the shape and length of my legs.

My heart pounded with utter
mortification. Only a cretin would attempt something so
outrageously stupid. What could have made me think he’d choose me?
Tall, dark hair, light eyes, lover of sadomasochism, completely
uninterested in a permanent relationship. Four of the five
described me perfectly. Yet, it didn’t seem to be
enough.

Jackson Shipman was a world-class,
egotistical prick. Everything I detested in a man. I was a nobody
in his world. With all the women he fucked, he probably didn’t even
remember me. And if he did, he was probably laughing on the
inside.

In any case, today was going to end up
one of those days I couldn’t dig myself out of the mess I’d put
myself in.

Transfixed by his icy glare, he sat
perfectly still, his amber-colored eyes glued on me like a magnet
that could read behind my thoughts. Like two perfect spheres
glowing with mysterious promises, he watched me with locked eyes
while I returned his stare. Long minutes passing, his expression
stayed the same. So beautifully perfect, I studied him closely,
sending forth every bit of sexual implication I could manage, his
powerful glare sucking the air from my throat. He stared up at me
with suspicion and incredulity and what looked like a touch of
warning. I licked my lips, leaning my head back just the smallest
bit to give him a look at my neck, his forceful stare beaming with
a raw, deep-gutted power so intense, that it felt like he was
looking through my eyes into my mind, my thoughts.

Paying no mind to my pleading glance,
I longed for him to end this battle between the two gentlemen going
back and forth before I ended up with a man I couldn’t possibly
stomach. So scared that my palms were sweating and my belly
twisting with blood-curdling nerves, he remained silent, while fear
poured through my chest like a burning acid. His expression laced
with caution, a thin-lipped smirk crawled across his face. When
combined with the familiar deadpan eyes that made my stomach churn
with nausea, he was still nothing but strikingly
beautiful.

“Look at those unusual
green eyes one last time, gentlemen. Do any of you realize just how
rare this color is in our country?” Shame washed over me as Sam
went on and on about my eye color while the two gentlemen continued
their back and forth bids. Why would a man be meticulous about the
thickness of my hair? Or care all that much what color my eyes
were?

He apparently
doesn’t.

I didn’t want the other men, barely
taking note of them. The only thing I could bear was gazing into
the motionless, unsympathetic brown eyes I’d stared into before,
not understanding how I had the strength to even consider touching
him, knowing who he was. Yet, thoughts of giving up my most
valuable asset to anyone else was suddenly an impossible
reality.

My heart was pounding. The temperature
on the stage seemed to boil, making me dizzy and panicky. Why was I
was offering my body up like a refurbished car? Utterly desperate
for a man who sickened me? When I had no clue what to do if in fact
he did.

Or even worse if he didn’t.

Long fingers thread tightly in front
of him, his gaze against my eyes hard and bitter, the few flickers
of his tensing jaw only made my pulse hammer that much harder. Why
did he have to be so attractive?

Why did his lips have to be thick and
full?

His jaw so squarely shaped?

His body so obviously toned underneath
his tailored suit?

I wanted the hell off this stage.
Every brain cell in my head urged me to walk away, though the fuzzy
swirling deep in the pit of my core demanded I stay right where I
was. But no. I had to do something. Anything. Feign sickness.
Bi-Polar disorder. Mental illness. Jesus, anything to put an end to
this.

My knees started to buckle, my eyes
blurring as the room began to spin. The sound of chairs and tables
shifting resembled scratchy nails on a chalkboard. Anything but
acting, this was a panic attack. The last thing I remembered before
silence … darkness … loneliness, was a lone, deep, familiar voice
barking orders.

“Get her some fucking
help. Now.”
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