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CHAPTER ONE


Mick

I need to blow off some fucking steam. Now. Tonight.

There are a lot of FBI agents that would be thrilled with my circumstances. Sitting pretty in a Hollywood Hills mansion with an infinity pool, private chef and a movie theater at my fingertips. Not me. I’m a man who thrives in the field. I like getting my hands dirty—the filthier the better. But I’ve been sitting here in a monogrammed silk robe like an asshole for a month with no action. So time’s up. I’m going out for a Budweiser.

Decision made, I finger comb my beard and shove both feet into some boots. There’s a dive bar sandwiched between a taco shop and a ninety-nine cent store less than a few miles from here. None of my uber-rich neighbors would set a shiny wingtip in the place, so my cover will be more than safe. Not to mention, it’s well after midnight and the bigger, tackier mansion across the canyon I’m staking out is dark and silent.

For once.

Most nights, the white European-style enclave is a riot of activity, luxury cars parked in the driveway, women arriving by the bus load to service the seemingly endless revolving door of men. Russian mob, to be exact—thieves and murderers—living the high life of Hollywood royalty.

Not for long. I’m here because I’m the best agent for the job. By the time I ditch this eccentric billionaire cover, there will be a For Sale sign outside that monstrosity of a house. And I can go back to stretching my legs with more active investigations.

I lock the frosted glass door of the house behind me, keeping my head down as I stride for my Mercedes. Parking the sports car in a shitty part of town is probably not the best idea, but I’m desperate to shake this pampered lifestyle for a few hours. If the shiny silver doors get keyed, so be it. Hazards of the job.

It takes me half an hour to leave the hills and hit the highway. Before I know it, I’m taking a darkened turnoff and driving through a completely different world. One I’m much more accustomed to, having grown up in South Boston. A million miles from the land of spray tans, whitened teeth and backpacks designed to carry yoga mats. The flickering, blue Bud Light sign in the distance is a much better welcome than ten thousand thread count sheets, in my opinion. I’m already mentally reciting my beer order as I leave the car parked right outside the dive bar—aptly named Kerplunk—and walk inside.

“Damn.” I laugh under my breath, because this place is even more depressing than I expected. None of the lights are on, the only illumination coming from several melting candles and a neon pink jukebox. That girly color fills the whole establishment with a glow, a stark contrast to the dangerous-looking occupants. There is a certain charm to the bar, though, as if someone plans to take pride in its appearance until it gasps its final breath.

With a dozen pairs of assessing eyes on me, I sit down at the end of the bar and nod to the gray-mustached bartender. “Bud. Bottle’s fine.”

“Yeah.”

He roots through the ice for my order, uncapping it in slow motion, his eyes on the grainy television. When he sets it down in front of me, I put a twenty on the bar and tip back my beer, draining half the thing in one gulp. God, that’s good. Part of maintaining my cover is stocking the fridge with expensive wine and organic juice, on the off chance someone stops by to introduce themselves. Yeah, I have to walk the walk and talk the talk. So my beer consumption has been sadly lacking and I’ve been forced to trade mixed martial arts for swimming laps in my crystal-clear pool. Like a proper billionaire.

Christ, I can’t wait until this job is over.

The bartender sets my change on the bar. I leave a few singles beside my faded coaster and I’m pocketing the rest when a girl walks in.

I call her a girl, because that’s exactly what she is. Petite as shit, her stature overwhelmed by the full, messy brown hair that reaches her waist. A slash of bangs covers her eyes, but she must be able to see, because her reaction to the bar is an accurate one. Her scuffed boots come to a halt, her hands lift to clutch her oversized coat tighter to her chest. For a few counts, that’s all she is. Hair and a coat.

Until she shifts my direction and I catch sight of that mouth.

My cock grows a good two sizes in my jeans, my beer landing hard on the bar.

Her lips are puffy with a slight vertical crease down the center, smooth and sensual, while somehow remaining innocent. They’re parted just enough to see her pink tongue inside. It’s the kind of mouth women spend thousands getting plastic surgery to replicate—especially in Los Angeles—but they could never duplicate this bow-shaped creation. It’s meant to be painted on a fucking angel and floating at the top of an Italian church.

I watch those boots reverse direction. She’s leaving. She should leave. This is no place for a young girl. But I stand nonetheless, intending to…I don’t know. Question her. Make sure she has a safe way home. Maybe I just want to get a close up look at her mouth. Or to check her identification to make sure she’s eighteen before I tug one out thinking about those lips trailing down my stomach.

You’re going to do it anyway.

She’s almost to the door when another man blocks the exit, his expression a depraved leer. And his hands are lifting to touch the girl’s hips when I lunge forward, the words oh hell no pounding in my skull. Obviously, she isn’t expecting two men to converge on her at once, because her chin lifts, head whipping around—

And I’m lost. I’m fucking lost.

She’s the most beautiful…anything I’ve ever seen in my life. Fine, I’ve lived a pretty gritty life full of bullets and blood, but I’ve also managed to catch my share of sunsets, babies laughing and the Sox winning the Series. I know beauty. Nothing comes close to her. Her eyes are bright gold and fringed in a forest of black lashes. I’m so snared in them and the curiosity there, I almost miss when her coat gapes open and I see what she’s wearing. And the lithe curves she’s barely covering.

Jesus. Christ.

Determined not to let anyone else see the sweet body she’s hiding, I grip her forearm and tug her close. Damn, it feels right. Feels like…my hands were always meant to be on her. That’s insane, though, right? No time to question my odd reaction now. I just know if anyone touches her tonight, it’s damn well going to be me. “She’s mine.”

The dude who almost touched her still has his hands poised in the air. “That right?” He sucks his teeth. “See, I was thinking. I wouldn’t mind having her with me for the night.”

“Would you mind a concussion?” While I stare down the asshole over my brunette’s head, I’m also wrapping the coat more securely around her, belting it in a double knot. Finally, the guy backs down, hoofing it back to whatever dark hole he crawled out of and the tension dissipates in the bar.

I don’t relax, though. Nothing about me is relaxed—and that’s highly unusual. I keep it cool in the most volatile of situations. Comes with the job. But something about this girl and the way she looks at me…makes me feel like a giant. Her giant. It’s almost like I’m accustomed to the sensation of having her eyes on me, but that can’t be right, can it? All I know is I want to smash anything in her path like it’s my God-given duty.

“Come on,” I mutter against her temple, surprised further by the kick in my ribs when she shivers and steps closer. “Let’s get you a drink, goldie.”

[image: * * *]

Hailey

There’s always one thing a person deems worthy of a risk.

For some, it’s a child. Or money. A lover.

It’s art for me. Painting. The sound of brush strokes on canvas are like a warm hug to me. The bright blues, yellows and reds are my friends. If I’m going to use those friends, they better give their lives for something worthy. I often wait days for the light outside my bedroom window to be just right, so I can portray a landscape accurately. That doesn’t require risk, though.

This? Walking into a rough establishment in an unfamiliar town just so I can get a close up look at my current subject? Now that’s risky.

Speaking of my subject, he’s nothing like I expected. He guides me to the bar, then plucks me off the ground with two hands around my waist, dropping me onto a stool. And then he just frowns at me under dark eyebrows. When I climbed into the back seat of his Mercedes tonight, I expected him to drive to some flashy club or a girlfriend’s house. Maybe a helipad. Aren’t those the usual destinations of Hollywood billionaires? Never did I expect him to pull up in front of a seedy shack with neon signs in the window. What gives?

Maybe I should have stayed in the car. Eventually he would have come out and driven home. He never would have been the wiser that his neighbor from across the canyon was stowed out in his backseat. And I could have returned to my airless tower without getting caught. But no. With my father out of town, sneaking out had proven way too tempting. I’ll just tiptoe across the canyon, study the fascinating man through his living room window so I can paint him perfectly and go home! Perfect!

Yeah. My plan didn’t involve my subject stomping from the house at the exact moment I was creeping up his driveway. Why didn’t I just dive into a bush, instead of jumping into the backseat of his car? If I had, maybe I wouldn’t be inside this fire hazard of a building, still determined to memorize the grizzly bear man.

Now, he runs his tongue along the top row of his teeth and steps closer, almost into the V of my thighs. So close, my chair tips a little, but he reaches back and steadies it, the ancient wood creaking in his grip. “You take a wrong turn after Pilates or something?”

“I…” Whoa. Is it his deep voice tugging that string in my belly? “Huh?”

My neck is starting to hurt from looking up, up at him. Lord, he’s big. Bigger than he seemed the times I watched him on the balcony of his house. His beard is dense and black, only a few shades darker than the ink blue of his eyes—such a unique color I’m already mixing the paint in my head. And from the neck down…

I have to remind myself to breathe when my attention travels over crazy-wide shoulders and a barrel chest. He’s easily five times my size. And mean with it. No wonder that man who blocked the door surrendered. My subject appears capable of wrestling a bear. Or crushing cinderblocks in his fists.

His face comes closer to mine, his tongue poised on his lower lip. “I’m talking about your clothes, Goldie. Little bun huggers and a sports bra. Did you get lost on your way back to Calabasas from the gym?”

“I…” I didn’t expect anyone to see me. I was only supposed to be out of the house for twenty minutes. Spying on you. Can’t exactly tell him the truth, can I? “Yes. I, um. Was trying to avoid traffic and…I got turned around.” Frantically, I search my mind for the common phrases I hear coming from downstairs in my house. Anything to make me sound like a regular girl—and not a prisoner. “You know these LA freeways. They all look the same.”

My subject is definitely skeptical, but I’m saved when the bartender arrives with a beer, slapping it down in front of me. O-kay. Guess ordering a Sprite is out of the question. The bearded grizzly man takes my chin and turns my face back in his direction. “Where is your car now?”

“Around the corner.”

A muscle jumps in his cheek. “And you thought it was a better idea to walk in here half naked than to drive somewhere safe?”

If I’ve learned one thing from my criminal mastermind father, it’s how to evade questions. Even if I’ve only learned those skills by eavesdropping on our landline or listening to him conduct meetings through the heating grates. “Maybe I should have gone with the other guy.” I purse my lips and look over both shoulders. “He’s starting to seem like the nicer option.”

His chest muscles grow rigid. “I don’t do nice. But…you make me wish I could.” His hand leaves the back of my chair, burying in my hair, his mouth opening against my cheek. “What’s going on here? You and those eyes casting some kind of spell on me?”

A melting sensation starts in my middle, legs and arms and neck feeling all loosey-goosey. I haven’t had contact with another human since my mother passed away, my dad content with pats on the head once in a while. That must be why I want my subject to…pick me up and hold me and kiss me. Yes, kiss me. I’m under the influence of an endorphin rush, which probably accounts for the stupid thing I whisper into his beard. “Can I study your face in the light?”

He rears back a little, eyebrow raised. “What for?”

Good one, Hailey. “You have a really interesting nose?” I explain lamely. “I’ve always been fascinated by noses.”

He chuckles. “You’re an odd little thing.”

“You’re an odd big thing,” I shoot back, my face flaming. “I’m sorry, that was mean. Even though you said it to me first.”

His chuckle turns into a full-fledged laugh. “Say whatever you want to me, Goldie. I promise you I’ve been called a lot worse.”

“Me too,” I whisper, before I can stop myself. “A burden. A liability. A royal pain in the ass. Those are the worst ones.”

I can hear the grinding of his jaw. “Who called you those things?” He pinches the bridge of his nose and takes a deep breath. “Christ. If it’s a husband, I’m going to be the reason this place finally collapses, because I’ll rip the fucking walls down.” Ink-blue eyes narrow, searching my face. “I don’t know what’s happening to me, but I’m…you’re not going home to a husband. I…can’t allow it.”

Do I tell him the truth because I want to soothe him? Or am I just so relieved to have an ally, the words spill out of me like paint from a bottle? “Not a husband. My father.” My fingers itch to touch him, so I flatten them on his stomach and drag them up his chest, sucking in a breath at his growl. “He keeps me locked in a room.” Tears fill my eyes. “It took me months to learn how to pick the lock, but I was too scared to actually leave. Tonight I finally got the courage because…”

Because he’s out of town. I don’t say that part, though. It’s too much of the truth. There’s a very low chance grizzly man will ever spy me across the canyon. After all, my bedroom windows are tiny and tinted. But what if he does? He could confront my father and he’d die for those efforts. Who knows what would become of me for defying the notorious Ivan Stepanov tonight?

My subject looks like he’s actually going to rip down the walls, whether I have a husband or not. “Look at me and listen carefully. I’m Mick. You’re safe with Mick. You understand?” He drops his mouth to mine, the brush of our lips giving off sparks in my stomach. “I’m not the type of man that believes in fate, but hell if both of us escaping to this place tonight is a coincidence. You’re mine now to take care of. And I won’t let a fucking thing happen to you. Ever. That’s a vow.”

I grow a little dizzy in the chair at the conviction in his voice, the touch of his mouth. I know Mick believes what he’s saying. But he doesn’t know my father.

Ivan Stepanov is known in two countries as a ruthless butcher. Once he sets his sights on you, there’s nowhere to run or hide. I’m going back to my tower whether I like it or not. If Stepanov’s daughter ran away, he wouldn’t be able to let the slight pass. I wouldn’t last a day, even with this grizzly man guarding me.

He tilts my chin up. “What’s your name?”

“Hailey,” I say, forgetting I shouldn’t. How can I lie when he’s so close?

“Hailey.” His gaze falls to my mouth and he shakes his head. “Now I need to know how old you are.” Determination radiates from his big frame. “I’m keeping you protected no matter what, all right? I’ve got you.”

“Then why does it matter?”

I feel something hard against my inner thigh, before he moves it away, coughing into his fist. “Like whether I need to keep you protected from me, too.”

My pulse ripples. I’m not sure I know the baseline of this conversation, but I know Mick likes touching me. And I sense he wants to touch more. All of me. It’s crazy, but…I want to let him, too. There’s an air of safety and honesty I’m drawn toward. All my life I’ve been made to feel small and insignificant. His giant presence makes me feel small in a good way. Like I’m still worth cherishing. He thinks this meeting was fate, though. Am I being deceptive by not telling him I stowed away in the back of his car?

None of that matters, Hailey. You’re going home. Anything else is impossible.

“Who are you talking to in the head?”

“Myself.” Unable to quell the impulse, I lay my cheek against Mick’s chest and hear his powerful heartbeat. “Usually I’m the only one I have to talk to. I guess it’s become a habit.”

His hand smooths down the back of my hair. “You come home with me,” he says, gruffly. “And I’ll let you study my nose in the light.”

I gasp, smiling up at him. “You will?”

Mick swallows. Loud enough for me to hear. “Need that age, Goldie.”

“Twenty-four.”

“Lie.”

“Twenty—”

“Lie.”

I feel my pout and there’s nothing I can do about it. “How do I know how young is too young?”

“Let me determine that.” Seeming agonized, he pulls my chair closer, like he can’t help it. I’m pressed up against his huge body. Close enough to feel the throb of that hard part of him against my high inner thigh. “Not allowed to touch you unless you’re eighteen. God help us both if you’re not.”

Relief filters into my stomach. “I’m eighteen and a half.”

“That might have been good news if you didn’t say ‘and a half.’” He drops his head forward. “Goddamn, baby. I’m in trouble here.”

“Doesn’t my age mean you can kiss me?”

“Technically, yeah.” On an agonized groan, he yanks my chair forward another inch closer. “These bloodstained hands have no place on an angel…but Jesus Christ, I don’t think I can keep them off you.”


CHAPTER TWO


Mick

I’m well and truly screwed.

In addition to the Bureau and the endless stream of cases they send me on, I’ve been focused on starting my horse breeding business these last few years. Not exactly a typical path for a guy from South Boston, which is what drove me to Montana looking for a new enterprise in the first place. Open spaces. Nature. Quiet. There’s something about walking out into a haze of morning mist and hearing nothing but wind. I can’t keep chasing down criminals forever, and I found my next act. Now if I only had time to cultivate it.

Between my law enforcement work and the ranch, I’ve had no time for romantic entanglements. There’s an occasional faceless hookup, but never the same woman twice. I’ve haven’t been in love—not even that adolescent shit most guys experience when their balls drop and they fixate on the closest pair of tits. If you’d asked me this morning, I would have told you love is for suckers. People who want a picket fence and have no ambition beyond a desk job and beige slacks.

Well, joke is on me, because I fell for this girl at first glance. Might have taken me ten minutes to admit it to myself—I’m a hardened bastard after all—but when her lower lip trembled and she told me her father keeps her locked up her in a room…I very seriously glimpsed my own personal hell. That’s right. My personal hell is suddenly Hailey being unhappy for a single second. Like I said, well and truly screwed.

And she’s a virgin.

I probably should have known when her eyebrows wrinkled in confusion when my cock pressed itself against her leg. She’s never been fucked. Never even seen a dick, if I’m not mistaken. If I didn’t happen to be sitting here when she waltzed in, someone else might have taken away the privilege of being her first. I’m extremely not cool with that. I’m ready to go headbutt every window in this bar over it, actually. Right before I slaughter every man breathing a thousand miles within her sweet, little pussy. It’s mine.

It’s. Mine.

She’s mine.

Hailey gags on a sip of beer. “Mick, can I have a Sprite?”

I don’t take my eyes off her when I bellow at the bartender. “Sprite.”

She beams up at me, and my heart starts to gallop. Damn. She’s so pretty. No, beautiful. And petite. Way too petite for this meat hanging between my legs. I’ve had trouble getting a seasoned woman to take it. She’s going to scream when I get my pants unzipped. Hello again, personal hell. The idea of scaring Hailey makes me want to jump off a bridge. Has to be done. Have to have her.

The bartender sets down her Sprite on the bar. I pick it up and hold the straw to her angel lips, my cock throbbing as she sucks the liquid into her mouth. “Thank you. Are we going to kiss now?”

“Yeah,” I rasp, lowering my mouth to hers. Even though it wasn’t the plan. And the second my tongue slides into her mouth and she gasps, I know Hailey has never even been kissed. Jesus. Sweet Jesus. She tastes like crisp lemon—like from the soda, but there’s an underlying flavor of cool mint. I can’t lick at her enough, absorbing and experiencing. Her thighs go limp on either side of my hips, as if her body can’t help softening for mine. Nature is taking over. When a man wants a girl as bad as I need this one, does chemistry prepare her body out of necessity? Or is it just wishful thinking that her pussy is getting wet for me?

Shouldn’t be touching her. I’m too old and jaded for somebody so perfect.

Even with those admonishments ringing in my ears, I turn my head to the side and tug down on her chin, so I can slant my mouth over her smaller one, listening to the rasp of my beard on her soft skin. She tries to close her legs, but my hips block them, and she whimpers, beginning to writhe. “M-Mick…”

I skim my teeth in a circle behind her ear. “What’s wrong?”

She arches her back, her fingers clutching and unclutching the sides of my shirt. “I don’t know.”

After making sure none of the other bar patrons can see what I’m doing, I slide my hand between her thighs, not stopping until her cunt is sitting right on top of my cupped palm. Until she can’t move without grinding that virgin flesh down on my hand. “Does your pussy get excited when I have my tongue in your mouth, baby?”

“Is that what it is? Excited?” I curl my middle finger, pressing against the thin cotton covering her hole. This gorgeous virgin is wet as fuck, enjoying my touch even though being with a man is new to her. With all of her weight on top of my hand, Hailey has no choice but to bear down on the near-intrusion, soft mewls breaking past her lips, her hips rocking. “What i-is it excited for?”

Fuck, her total lack of knowledge where men are concerned really shouldn’t be turning me on. I’ve never begrudged a woman’s past experiences before. They’re entitled to pleasure as any man. But hell if my dick isn’t trying to rip through the seams of my jeans with the need to sink into uncharted territory. So I can call this girl mine in the basest sense of the word. “What do you know about sex, Hailey?”

Pink paints her cheeks. “I know men and women touch each other in bed. I know it’s how babies are made.”

“But you don’t know the mechanics.”

She shakes her head.

I can’t scare the hell out of this girl by telling her where I’d like to put ten inches of hard cock. My wish is to keep her safe, and she’ll feel the furthest thing from it if I’m brutally honest. No, I can’t. I’d rather gnaw off my own arm before making her afraid.

In the meantime, though, there’s a sweet, horny girl humping my hand like she can’t help it and doesn’t know why she’s even compelled to do it. And there’s a ten-mile-wide streak of responsibility inside me to relieve her ache. Not in here, though. I’m not letting down my guard in this place for a second. It could put Hailey in jeopardy, and that is flat-out unacceptable.

I lean in and kiss her mouth hard, twisting those bee-stung lips with mine and delivering tongue deep, rubbing it against hers. When she seems poised to lose herself, I ease back an inch. “Tell Mick how your pussy feels now.”

“Wet,” she whispers, sounding embarrassed. “Ticklish, I think?”

“That’s good, Goldie. That’s how it should feel.” Her visible relief makes my throat hurt. “I can make it feel even better. In a way that will stop the ticklish feeling and make you relax again.”

She nods, her hands sliding up and back on my shoulders, her legs restless. “That’s what I want. It’s like a balloon and I’m filling up…”

“And you want to be popped.”

“Yes.”

“Good girl.” I lift her off the stool, pleased when her ankles lock behind my back. After making sure the coat is covering her ass, I stride for the exit.

“Hey!” The bartender yells. “You haven’t paid for her drinks.”

“I’ll be back.”

No sooner have I kicked open the bar door than we’re in front of my Mercedes. I unlock the door and settle Hailey on her feet, then duck into the backseat and bring her with me, tucking her sideways on my lap and slamming the door. With a press of a button, I hear the lock engage, and knowing she’s safe, I discard my keys in the foot well.

She tucks her face into my neck, her finger drawing an invisible heart on my chest. “Can we do more kissing?”

Oh my God. Every time I think her spell has pulled me in deep as possible, I sink further. If there were a twenty-four-hour wedding chapel within view, I’d kick the door down and demand they make her my wife. Mine. She’s just…mine. My fucking pulse is going crazy and my stomach is permanently flipped as proof. “We can kiss as much as you want. But I’m going to touch you more while we do it.” I untie the belt of her coat and push the sides apart. Despite the dark interior of the car, I see her perked nipples, the swell of her tits over the top of her sports bra, the slim taper of her belly. “You want my hands on you, don’t you, baby?”

The pull of her gaze sucks me in and I go willingly, letting her see everything inside me, hoping she sees a man worthy of her trust. “Yes.”

[image: * * *]

Hailey

With one simple word, I’ve handed this man my faith.

I haven’t been given the opportunity to trust anyone in a long time and I’m rusty at it. No, I haven’t tried believing in anyone since four years ago when my mother was killed by a rival organization, my father moving us from New York to Hollywood and immediately putting me in the tower. You remind me too much of her. I can’t look at you. Get out of my sight.

Every year on my birthday, my father lets me out of the room and takes me to a movie, but his jaw remains clenched the whole time. You’re looking more and more like her all the time. You do it on purpose. To torment me.

Bad things happen downstairs in our house. Not that I’ve ever been allowed to confirm with my eyes. There is one heating vent that connects to my father’s office, so I hear snippets of plans, locations, dates. But as far as the revelry I suspect takes place well below my tower, I know nothing about it. Only that women and men arrive in giant groups in the evening and leave looking wilted. Tired.

Or carrying boxes.

Boxes that contain my paintings.

“Goldie,” Mick groans, his right hand landing on my belly, rough and hot. It slides up higher, higher. And just when I think Mick will stop, those fingers travel on beneath my bra, lifting the material and…he’s actually touching my breasts. I bite back a whimper and watch him cup my left breast, then the right. Molding the small globes in his giant hands. “Ah, Jesus. You beautiful little thing.”

There’s a flutter in my belly. “I…am I?”

His touch pauses. “You have no idea you’re an angel, do you? Look like you fell right out of the fucking sky.”

“Thank you,” I whisper. “You look like a bear.”

A masculine laugh bursts out of him and the sound makes me so happy, I can’t do anything but kiss him. I pull his face down to mine and go for it, twining my fingers in his hair for leverage. Mick’s mouth meets mine and he rips the coat off me, his hands seemingly everywhere at once. Kneading my breasts, stroking my thighs, tugging down my chin so he can give me more tongue. There’s a thick ridge beneath my backside and I feel silly for not realizing before that it’s a penis. I’ve seen all sorts of penises on the statues in art books, but I didn’t expect them to come so large. Still, instinct makes my hips move on top of it, round and round until Mick is growling into our kiss.

“I love the way that feels, but you’re going to have to quit it for now.” He struggles to breathe while laying tender kisses on my cheeks and forehead. I try to catch his mouth in another kiss, but I stop to gasp when his fingers slide down the front of my panties. There’s no barrier now. A man’s hand is touching me between my legs. Mick’s hand. “Have you given yourself an orgasm before, baby?”

“I don’t know. Maybe?”

“That’s a no.” He watches me closely, his blunt middle finger pushing apart my wet folds and grazing a magical spot. Magical. Oh Lord. Oh Lord. My eyes roll to the back of my head, electricity curling and twisting in my stomach. “There it is.” He grazes the spot gently with the pad of his finger. “You like when Mick touches you here?”

I barely manage a nod, words getting mangled in my throat. “Y’huh.”

“Good,” he groans, licking at another magical wonderland of nerves behind my ear. “That’s your clit, baby. Might earn me a spot in hell, but this little part of you is my new reason for getting out of bed in the morning.”

“Don’t y-you mean…getting into bed?” I’m confused when he laughs, since I wasn’t joking, but the sound is so wonderful to me, I decide not to question him. And then after a few seconds, I’m not sure I can. There are knobs twisting in my tummy, way down low. and my ears are starting to ring. “Mick.”

“It’s okay, Hailey. Got you riled up in the bar, so it’s coming on a little fast. You’re going to get your first orgasm. And now that you’re with me, it’s going to be far from your last, so let’s get you used to them.” He traps my mouth in a kiss, weaving his tongue slowly with mine. I can hardly concentrate on kissing him back, though, because my clit is sending out these incredible pulsing sensations to my thighs, my nipples. Everywhere. I don’t know if I want to push away Mick’s fingers or beg him to rub me faster. “Goddamn, how’d a man like me get this lucky?” he grinds out. “It’s taking everything I’ve got not to…”

Through the onslaught of sensations, I sense he’s suffering. The beads of sweat forming on his forehead confirm it. “It’s taking everything for you not to what?”

“Nothing, Goldie. Not now.”

He leans down to kiss me again, but I speak first, my words hitching as the pleasure swells and swells, my flesh beginning to clench beneath his fingers. Where does this buildup end? “Tell me.”

“I don’t want to scare you, but it’s going to happen sooner or later.” Mick’s tongue skates across his lower lip. “That part of me you feel under your ass, baby? That’s my cock. It’s the part of a man that gets a woman pregnant, but it’s there for fucking, too. Sex. There’s a tight, little hole between your legs that was put there to take that part of me inside of it. Right down deep until you’re pinned with nowhere to go until I’m finished. And it’s taking everything not to rip these shorts off your body and make you a woman right now.”

So many things Mick says are surprising, but I know they probably shouldn’t be. I should know what men and women do together. My parents kept me sheltered and homeschooled until I was fourteen, though. After that, I was confined to my room. In so many ways, I’m unprepared for this world and in this moment, I resent it. I resent it so much, I want to be defiant and jump in feet first. “Do it.”

“No,” Mick growls, kissing me hard. “Don’t tempt me, baby. Please.”

“I want it,” I insist between assaults from his mouth. “I want you to put your cock in my tight little hole.”

“Hailey. Fuck.” Mick’s middle finger ends its torture of my clit and I whine in protest, searching his hand out with my own to put it back. I’m totally unprepared for his middle finger to sink inside me, filling me so suddenly that I cry out his name. “Look at you. You’re barely ready to be fingered.”

He’s wrong. But I can’t tell him that because the pressure inside me is building to a fever pitch. There’s a twinge of discomfort, but it’s miniscule compared to the enjoyment I get when Mick tickles a mysterious spot inside of me, his thumb beginning a rough fondle of my clit. Oh my Lord. My legs begin to shake, blood rushing to my head as if through a broken dam. What is happening to me?

“Mick. Mick.”

Ink-blue eyes crawl over me in wonder and lust. “No fucking way,” he breathes. “Got a cunt so tight I can’t even twist my finger, but she’s dripping wet and bucking against me for another one. There’s nothing like you, Hailey. Nothing.”

His head drops to take one of my nipples into his mouth, pulling long and hard…and I leave the planet. I just leave it. Something inside me gives way and I thrash on Mick’s lap, my thighs sliding together and apart while the flesh between them squeezes. Squeezes. Mick continues to draw his finger in and out of me slowly, his tongue curling around my nipples in turn, tugging and sucking them. It’s the most incredible moment of my life, this absolute high. I’m flying. But I’m also grounded by this man who touches me with such reverence and care.

Underneath my bottom, Mick’s hips are restless and his breathing is shallow, but he doesn’t rip off my shorts, like he said he wanted. No, his lips move in a slow count to ten, his nostrils flaring. And all the while, he holds me close and rocks me. Minutes later, my limbs are hanging like limp noodles, but my heartbeat has finally gone back to normal. I open my eyes to find Mick studying me with an intense expression.

“No one will ever lock you up again. I’m going to give you everything you could ever want in this life, Goldie.” His thumb traces my cheekbone. “That starts by getting you home safe. Getting you warm and fed…and right back on my lap where you belong. Okay?”

I know he’s not going to accept any other answer from me besides yes. I want so badly to have the freedom to say yes and mean it. To stay with this man. But it’s fantasy, to think I could live openly with my father’s neighbor. Ivan Stepanov would find us in the farthest reaches of Siberia, let alone right across the canyon. Maybe I can go home with Mick just for one night, though? My father is out of town, so he won’t know I’m missing. I could be back in my tower before he arrives home tomorrow. Mick will never know I’m behind the tinted window a football field away. And I’ll have a whole night with Mick to remember. To keep me company in my solitude.

I’ve taken so long to answer, Mick’s eyebrows are drawing together. “Hailey.”

“Yes,” I blurt, wings flapping in my chest. “Bring me home.”

Mick smiles and shakes his head, like he can’t believe it. “Crawl into the front seat and stay there.” He kisses me hard on the mouth. Twice. A third time. “I’ll run back in and pay for the drinks.”

“Okay.”

We fix my clothing and with one last, long look, Mick leaves the car—engaging the lock before closing the door behind him—and disappears into the bar. I climb into the front passenger seat, the black leather cool and inviting on my flushed skin. I’m not sure why I pop open the glove compartment. Maybe I’m just curious what a man like Mick finds important enough to keep with him when he leaves the house. Turns out, the answer is…a badge and a gun.

Panic closes in on me from all sides.

Fed. Mick is a fed.

Does he know I’m Ivan Stepanov’s daughter? Is that why he’s showing so much interest in me? No…no, I pursued him to the bar. On top of that, I haven’t been allowed in public since I was a child. There’s no chance he would recognize me if I’d ended up on law enforcement’s radar. Plus, he couldn’t have been faking. I felt every touch, kiss, word in my bones. They were genuine. Mick is genuine.

I cross off the possibility that Mick knows I’m Stepanov’s daughter and focus on the more real, more terrifying reality. If I’m seen with a fed, my life is as good as over. My father would never believe in the coincidence and I know too much. I know enough to put him away forever. Not that I’d get the chance. I’d be dead first.

Tears fill my eyes as I glance back at the bar. I have to get out of here. If I tell Mick the truth, he’ll either insist on protecting me or ask me to provide evidence against my father. Both of those options end with me dead—and Mick, too.

The claws of fear sink deeper into my neck at that possibility. At this big, protective man being hurt because of me. We can’t be seen together. I have to get away—

Keys.

I twist around and snatch the keys out of the backseat foot well, where they landed when Mick and I started kissing. Moving fast as I can, I slide into the driver’s seat and start the engine, trying desperately to remember the last time I was in a car. How it was operated. God, I hate being helpless. I can’t even drive.

I’m propelled into motion when Mick walks out of the bar. His stride breaks when he sees me in the driver’s seat, the engine running. Or maybe it’s my expression that makes the color drain from his face. Whatever the reason, I have no time to dwell on the wrenching pain in my chest. I operate in survival mode, moving the stick into drive and hitting the pedal, speeding away from the curb.

“Hailey!”

I’m surprised Mick’s bellow doesn’t shatter the glass. As I turn the corner at the end of the street, I see him running after me and begin to sob. But I keep driving. I keep driving, because I have no choice.


CHAPTER THREE


Mick

I’m going out of my fucking mind.

Where the hell are you, Hailey?

It takes everything inside me not to roar that question over my panoramic view of Los Angeles. I haven’t slept in a week. Not since I tasted the girl of my dreams, held her in my arms, made promises to her…and then lost it all. I lost everything when I’d barely started to believe she was real.

I pace back and forth on the balcony, my fists aching to smash the glass railing into a million pieces. It’s my fault she took off. There’s no question about that. When I walked out of the bar, she looked so scared. What kind of man speaks to a virgin the way I spoke to Hailey? Even being held prisoner by her father was more appealing than a man three times her size wanting to get inside of her. Why couldn’t I have been more patient?

Yeah, I made her come. Made her twist around and whimper, her eyes wide like she had no idea what was happening. And that’s part of the problem. I introduced her to sex way too fast. Christ, I didn’t even let her finish her drink before I dragged her outside the bar to get my hands on her. Worse, if I went back in time, I’m not even sure I could control myself enough to be more patient the second time. She…spelled me. Pulled me under. I’m still under.

And I need her back. Something I don’t have nearly enough time to focus on when the Bureau is breathing down my neck for results on the case.

I bite down on the inside of my cheek to keep from breaking the railing, then turn and reenter the house. Ivan Stepanov returned from his overnight trip just under a week ago and the house across the canyon has been pretty silent ever since, apart from the usual vans coming and going, transporting what I know to be forged art and drugs. It’s proof I’m after, though. I need to move soon and it’s becoming more obvious by the day that I won’t get a damn thing on the man unless I get closer.

A lot closer.

I know I’m not thinking clearly right now. I’m the furthest thing from levelheaded when I don’t know how to find Hailey. But if I sit in this stupid mansion for one more day, I’m going to lose my mind. I need action. Once I get this case wrapped up and Stepanov is extradited back to Russia, I can focus on getting the girl back.

My Mercedes was found a mile from here—dinged up on every side—which gives me a starting point, even if the location of the car creates more questions than answers. I assumed she’d been on foot the night we met. Living in the surrounding neighborhood. It didn’t seem likely that she’d taken a cab to the bar, because I don’t remember a purse, a cell phone or a visible wallet. The fact that she ditched the Mercedes so close to here means she also traveled to the bar that night. But how?

And more importantly, from where?

It’s nightfall before I realize how long I’ve been wearing a hole in the living room rug, trying to come up with answers. It’s dark in the house. When I go to the closest lamp to turn it on, I see the house across the canyon is lit up like a fucking Christmas tree tonight. Action. We’ve got some.

I’m not waiting any longer to move.

After calling in to the Bureau and reporting my plans for the evening, I throw on some black slacks and a button down—the price tag on both making me shake my head. I stop in the wine cellar on the way out to grab yet another overpriced item and head out the front door. I feel naked without my gun and badge, but there’s no way I won’t get searched before entering a house full of professional gangsters. If I’m going to get in tight with Stepanov, he needs to believe I’m his clueless neighbor with too much money and time on his hands.

I make the two-minute drive to the house across the canyon, parking behind a yellow Ferrari and getting out. Before I’ve even set foot in the driveway, men are exiting the house and watching me from the porch.

I hope up the bottle of wine. “Behold, I bring good tidings.”

None of them moves so much as an eyelid.

“Is the man of the house available?” I put a goofy, affable grin on my face. The smile of a dude who’s had everything in life handed to him on a platter. “I call that ugly, split-level monstrosity home,” I say, pointing at my house just beyond the trees and casually sliding the wine into the closest thug’s hand. “I also call it the one thing my wife didn’t get in the divorce.”

That gets a couple of laughs. Still…

“This is a private party,” one of them drawls in a thick accent. “We’ll keep the wine, though.”

“It’s yours, man. I’ve got plenty more just like it.”

“Who is this?”

The hair on the back of my neck stands up when Stepanov steps out onto the porch. Small in stature, he’s huge in presence. Silvering brown hair and a pinched mouth. I’ve been studying pictures of him for months, so I know every crease of his face, every expression in his arsenal. But I’m the poster boy for clueless right now. “David Paldino,” I say, extending a hand. “One of us appears to be doing bachelorhood the right way. Here’s a hint. It’s not fucking me.”

There’s a smattering of laughter, but it takes Stepanov another few seconds to shake my hand. I pretend not to notice his hesitation.

“All right, well I don’t want to intrude on a private party.” I toss my car keys up in the air and take a step back, judging I’ve made about as much progress as I can with this crowd for one night. “Good to meet you. Don’t hesitate to knock if you need anything. If you hear my crying late at night over my alimony payments, just ignore me. You all have a good night.”

“Wait.” Everyone seems to go still when Stepanov speaks through a tight smile. It’s like the snap of a finger. “What is wrong with you pieces of shit? You don’t invite in my neighbor?”

He’s not really admonishing them. It’s all an act. And they don’t even have the brains to play along and look contrite. Good to know. “No worries,” I say, grinning. “I was planning on heading out for the night, anyway. Find a good woman.”

“And what is your definition of a good woman, Mr. Paldino?”

“One that keeps her mouth shut until it’s ready to open wide. They’re not good for much else.”

Know your audience, right? Even Stepanov has a chuckle at my dirty comment, but I’m finding it hard to smile along with them, because all I see is Hailey’s beautiful face. How would she react to me saying such things, even if I was just doing my job and trying to ingratiate myself to these assholes?

“No need to go looking for one of those women,” says Stepanov once the amusement has died down. He nudges the door open with his elbow and I get a look at the inside of his house. There are another dozen or so men—and every one of them has a woman sitting on their thigh or draped over their back. “We have everything you’re looking for right here. Come inside.”

I walk in like a man who’s rarely had a door slammed in his face, but on the inside, I’m beginning to feel ill. After that comment I made, Stepanov is going to try and set me up with a woman for the night—and I would rather die than put my hands on anyone but Hailey. Without looking, I already know there isn’t a single woman in the room—or the planet—who compares.

Stepanov pats me on the back as we walk through the opulent entryway, which opens up to a dark, sprawling living room. It looks more like a nightclub than a house, and the music is loud enough to match. The men eyeball me warily, but barely glance away from their adoring women long enough to comment on my arrival. Coming over here tonight was a risk, but Stepanov seems interested in befriending his clueless neighbor, probably banking on the fact that I’ll look the other way over his suspicious behavior if he makes me complicit.

“Vlad, pour him a glass of his wine,” Stepanov instructs one of his men. “Unless, of course, the gentleman prefers vodka?”

“Wine would be great. Thank you.”

“Excellent.” Stepanov claps his hands together. “Now, one poison squared away, one more to go. All my women know to keep their mouths shut unless instructed, so you have only to pick one. Blonde, red, brunette.” He turns a sickening smile on me. “First ride is on the house.”

The room seems to expand around me. I’m playing the part and surveying the room filled with sex workers, but I’m seeing none of them. No, there’s only my Hailey with her inquisitive eyes and unruly mass of hair. Where are you, baby?

Fuck, it was a mistake coming here. My head is wrecked over losing the girl with the golden eyes. If I have to put my hands on anyone else, I’m going to get sick—and it’s not happening. I just need a few minutes to figure out a reasonable excuse to leave. “You know which one has the best skills,” I manage. “How about you choose for me, while I use your bathroom?”

There’s a tense moment between us, before Stepanov finally nods. “Very well.”

He points me in the right direction and I feel his eyes on me as I go, trying to be as casual as possible about locking myself in the bathroom just below the stairs.

Get it together, Mick.
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Hailey

Mick is in my house.

I can’t believe it. What is he doing here? Is he crazy?

I didn’t save his life so he could put it right back in jeopardy.

When I saw him standing in the driveway talking to my father’s men, I couldn’t believe it. There was something different about him. Different clothes and mannerisms. I surmised last week that he’s been investigating my father, but now I’m seeing him in action. Undercover.

How far will he go to remain undercover?

Jealousy snakes into my belly thinking about the women I watched arrive earlier. Is Mick downstairs with one of them right now? Touching them with the same hands that touched me so perfectly just a week ago?

Chest heaving, I pick up a jar of paintbrushes and throw them across the room, the glass smashing against the wall. Not that anyone will hear with the music blaring downstairs. Right now, I don’t even think I would care if they could hear. Hot tears of frustration roll down my cheeks and I can’t stand still. I’m going to lose my mind, confined to this room while Mick does God knows what downstairs. I’ve dreamed of our stolen hour together non-stop since it happened, whispering the vows he made to me, even picturing him scaling the walls of my tower to rescue me.

I slap my hands over my eyes. No. No, I can’t stand this.

My head whips around toward the door. Just a peek. If I just take a quick glance of what Mick is doing downstairs, I’ll find out if he’s staying true to me. Or if he’s just a lying scumbag like everyone else my father associates with. Rationally, I know he’s a federal agent doing his job, but my heart doesn’t care. How dare he promise to protect me and kiss someone else a week later? How dare he? The fact that he’s been pacing his balcony like a miserable lion ever since the night we met means nothing to me right now. I want answers. I want out of this room!

Knowing I’m taking a huge risk, I creep toward the door anyway. I slide my twisted-up creation of flattened scrap metal out of my pocket, sliding it into the lock and jiggling, twisting. If my father sees me outside my room, there will be hell to pay, but I have to know what Mick is doing. There’s no choice. I bite my lip and ease the door open, the pitch-black hallway looming in front of me. At the end of the hall is another staircase leading down to the living area—and I tiptoe in that direction now, my nightshirt brushing the tops of my thighs. One peek. One tiny peek.

When I’ve reached the end of the hallway, I brace my hand on the wall and peer down the staircase—

Mick walks out of the bathroom and my knees lose power, a sound escaping my mouth. There’s no way he can hear me over the music, but…he turns to look directly at me anyway. Right. At me. And for one breathless moment, we stare at one another like two hungry souls reuniting. It doesn’t take long for my common sense to flood back in, though, sound and color roaring back.

Mick’s face transforms with possession. Need. Relief.

My heart goes bonkers, my feet begging to carry me down the stairs.

It can’t happen. We’re standing in my father’s house.

Oh this is bad. This is very bad.

I turn and sprint back down the hallway, but not before Mick comes after me, taking the stairs in giant lunges. “No!” I screech, skidding to a halt right before my bedroom door, turning with my hands out just in time for Mick to appear. “No. You have to go back downstairs. You never saw me. Please. Please. He’ll kill us.”

He drags his hands through his hair, turning in a circle. “Jesus, baby. Why didn’t you tell me? Is this why you left?” Something in him melts when I nod. “I thought I’d scared you.”

“You didn’t. You did the opposite.”

Footsteps coming up the stairs freeze the blood in my veins. I back slowly toward my bedroom door, my pulse pounding in my ears. But it’s too late, because there’s my father, rounding the corner and surveying the situation through narrowed eyes. To anyone else, he probably appears calm, but I see the rage. I know how closely it simmers beneath the surface. “Well,” he says, raising an eyebrow at Mick. “It appears you’ve made your choice for the evening.”

I’m not sure what my father means by that, but Mick must. His body tenses all over, a muscle sliding up and down in his throat. “I saw her from downstairs and thought she was with the party,” Mick says slowly. “I can see now I was mistaken.”

My father makes a curious face. “What makes you say that?”

“She’s young. Looks like the music woke her up…and if she lives here, she must be a relation to you.” Mick shakes his head and retreats, as if preparing to go back downstairs. “My apologies. I couldn’t tell at a distance.”

“May I introduce my daughter, Mr. Paldino?” The tension in the hallway thickens as my father approaches me where I stand. Mick follows with fisted hands, as if he has no choice but to protect me. “And you were right, she is young. Just turned eighteen a few months back. Why don’t we stop pretending you couldn’t recognize fresh pussy from downstairs?” He lays a hand on my shoulder and I barely stifle a shiver. “You’re not the only man whose type runs this way. It’s part of the reason I keep her locked in her room.” Without warning, his hand increases the pressure on my shoulder, squeezing tighter until my eyes tear from the pain. “How did you get out? Hand it over.”

Frustration welling, I hand him the shaped metal and he pockets it, returning his hand to my shoulder, his grip even tighter than before. I don’t dare make a sound—I’m too afraid Mick will intervene, but he quickly realizes I’m hurting and begins to move—

“Father, I’m sorry,” I blurt, panicking. “I’m sorry. I just needed to stretch my legs. I-I was going right back.”

“You didn’t believe me when I warned you there would be consequences, did you, daughter?” He spins me toward my bedroom, nudging me through the frame. “After tonight, you won’t make that mistake again.”

I drop to my knees, throwing my arms up over my head to await the blow. It has been a long time since he hit me, but I know he’s not out of practice. Sometimes I even hear the agonized cries of men coming from his office. “What are you going to do?”

“Not me, daughter.” I glance up through my eyelashes to find Mick standing shoulder to shoulder with my father, both of them towering over me. “Mr. Paldino likes an obedient whore. Or so he tells me. But after the way he chased you upstairs, daughter, I think he was lying to me. I think Mr. Paldino likes them misbehaving and close to illegal. How lucky we have one to offer him.”

“No, thank you,” Mick says after a tense moment. “I wouldn’t lay a finger on another man’s daughter in his own house. That wasn’t my intention.”

My father’s mouth twitches. “Are you sure about that?” He scoops me up with a mean hand under my armpit, settling me in place a few feet from Mick. My breath rattles in and out of my throat as my father circles around behind me, his clammy hands drawing up the hem of my nightshirt. Higher and higher until it’s over my head and tossed aside, leaving me in nothing but panties. “Take a look, Mr. Paldino. I’m giving you permission to look at what could be yours for the night.”

Mick’s eyes are glued to some distant spot above my head, but being noble in front of my father after apparently pretending to be someone very different…it’s not an option. His attention drags down slowly to travel over my naked breasts. Lower. Resting at my belly, before devouring the place between my legs.

“Dance for him, daughter.”

“That’s not necessary,” Mick rasps, his chest shuddering. “Really.”

“Dance,” my father growls in my ear. “Or I’ll make you.”

I’ve been living in this tower alone for years. I’ve become adept at transporting myself to another location, if only in my mind. This situation is too much, too risky, too wrong. My father is undressing me, offering me to a man. Part of me wants to scream and cry. But another part of me…still longs for Mick. No matter what. Trusts him. Wants to satisfy him. So I leave the horror behind and focus on that. On becoming the woman Mick lusted for a week ago. When I was free, for just a short window of time.

I lift my hands up over my head, rocking my hips side to side. Bump with the right hip, sway and twist back to the left. My breasts sway with my movements, the waistband of my panties dragging on the soft skin of my lower belly, creating sparks of warmth. Warmth that seeps low and loosens my thighs, my spine. My head falls back and I exhale long and thorough, trailing my fingertips down my hips. I’m just a girl enticing her lover in a land far, far away from here.

My father’s harsh laugh brings my eyes open…and I realize immediately why he’s amused. Mick is watching me with labored breathing, the right leg of his pants full with his penis. No, his cock. And I learned enough last week to know when a man’s cock gets hard, he wants to put it inside a woman.

Me.

His eyes are apologetic, but that regret is cut with lust. Plain and simple. And I lust for him back. Lord, my panties are uncomfortably damp already. But I’m scared about my first time, especially now that I can see Mick’s intimidating size. It will be fine, though. As soon as my father leaves the room and goes back to entertaining his guests, it’ll just be Mick and me He’ll make it okay.

“Hailey will face the consequences of her behavior tonight. She’ll learn that if she disobeys and leaves her room, she becomes fair game.” My father urges me down onto my knees, putting me eye level with Mick’s distended fly. “You’re this man’s whore for the next hour, daughter. He’ll use you however he chooses.” He flicks a humorous look at Mick. “You’re a large man, Mr. Paldino. All I ask is you try not to crush her. She does have some value.”

There’s silence in the room, except for my father’s footsteps.

“Is this agreeable to you, Mr. Paldino?”

There’s a tick, tick, tick in Mick’s jaw. “Yes,” he says in a hoarse voice.

My father claps his hands together. “Well. What are you waiting for, neighbor? Make your first use of her mouth.” He circles behind Mick, malice and anticipation in his expression “You can’t stop staring at it. Looks soft and innocent, da? Her mother’s was much the same.”

A line forms between Mick’s brows. “I prefer not to have an audience.”

Dark laughter echoes in my room. “That wasn’t part of the agreement, Mr. Paldino. I intend to make sure the lesson is taught to my satisfaction.” My father retreats into the shadows by my door and a second later, I hear the sound of him lighting a cigarette. No. No, he can’t really mean to watch. My fears are realized when he claps his hands twice. “Begin.”


CHAPTER FOUR


Mick

I saw a porno like this once.

This shit is par for the course. In porno.

Not in real life.

Apparently, my dick is not interested in making that distinction. I’m hard as a rock for my little Hailey, and I want her under me now, wet between the legs and whining in my ear. Any way I can have her, I want her. Even so, I wish like hell I could stop this situation from happening. I would resist my hunger for Hailey if I didn’t think refusing to fuck her would cause more problems. Major ones.

For one, I don’t know how long it will take for me to get access to her again. Could be days. Weeks. And I can’t walk out of this room without communicating to her that she’s not going to be held prisoner by this motherfucker much longer. We need to arrange a time to meet, so I can get her into protective custody. Because if push comes to shove and we raid this house, I’ll be goddamned before she comes anywhere near the flying bullets.

Two, I’ve walked into the house with the understanding that I’m a man who has no qualms paying for sex and has no respect for women. That’s my cover and the ship has sailed. My cock is thick and mean for this man’s daughter, and if I manage to walk without taking what he’s offering, I might as well flash my badge. Stepanov is a smart man and he’s already suspicious over my hesitation. I show any more and I put both Hailey and myself in harm’s way. I only care about Hailey’s safety, but if something happens to me, she could be shut up in this room forever. Or caught in the crossfire when the case breaks.

Yeah, that’s not going to happen.

I reach for my zipper, the metal tab digging into my fingers. And I can’t lower it. Jesus, what is this going to do to Hailey? Losing her virginity in front of her father. What if the memory is so painful to her, she can never look at me again without thinking about it? That would kill me. I’d go berserk knowing I’d caused her to hurt.

This isn’t going to be Mick from the night outside the bar. I can’t be caring and patient. Can’t kiss her and tell her I’m fucking crazy about her…and still maintain my cover. No. With her father watching, I have to behave like the man I’ve portrayed. Not to mention, the kind of man he’d allow into this inner sanctum. I have to be unscrupulous if I want to nail this son of a bitch. And I’ve never wanted to put him behind bars more than I do now, knowing he’s been keeping Hailey imprisoned so long. This fucker is going to fry if it takes me until my dying breath. He will suffer for hurting my girl.

I try to tell Hailey with my eyes everything I’m thinking. That I don’t want our first time to be forced like this. That I miss her and want to get her to safety. That I have to play the part of a misogynist asshole, when I want nothing more than to make her first time special. Pain free. If only the circumstances weren’t against us. There’s an almost imperceptible nod that makes me ache for her even more…and it gives me the momentum I need to lower my zipper.

“You’ve been nice and quiet. I like that in a girl.” I fist my cock and drag it out, wincing inwardly when precome drips off the engorged tip. That dance she did for me almost had me busting in my pants. Hell, I could come just knowing she’s about to suck me off, audience or not. This girl has a line right to every desire in my body and they’re all flaring in anticipation of finally touching her again. “Time to open up, though, isn’t it? Going to show you tonight why you were put on this earth.”

Christ, she’s staring at it like it’s going to bite. “Open up…my mouth?”

There’s a laugh from the darkness that tries to distract me. To send me into a rage. But I keep my focus on Hailey and try to guide her through. In an over-the-top way so she’ll see right through me and remember I’m Mick underneath. “Yes, your fucking mouth, brat. Suck it like it’s a lollipop and you’ve only got a minute to reach that Tootsie Roll center.” I catch her chin in my hand. “Next time you address me, you’ll call me Mister Paldino or I’ll whip your little backside.”

Hailey nods. “Yes, Mister Paldino.”

Am I imagining things or did her eyes become unfocused and glassy when I spoke to her roughly? She looked the exact same way in the backseat of my car when she got turned on. “I’m waiting, brat.”

Her eyelids flutter once again and she sways forward, closing her sweet, supple lips around my cock. Now it’s my turn to sway. The reality blows the fantasy out of the water. One taste and she’s instantly curious, taking my root in her hand and exploring all the way to the tip where her mouth suckles. My instinct is to stay still as possible, let her enjoy her first blow job, because fuck knows I am. The last thing I want to do is push, even though I’m throbbing and my balls are already growing hard and heavy. But I can feel eyes watching us from the darkness and I know how it looks. Like a man with a huge cock—and a girl only sucking about an inch of it. David Paldino would be throat fucking this girl by now.

“You done playing now?” I fist the back of her hair, stepping so close to her face, she almost loses balance, but my hand in her hair keeps her steady. “I want to hear you choke on it. And every time I pull it out of your mouth, I want to hear a thank you, Mister Paldino. Say it like you mean it.”

When I shove my cock into her mouth, pumping half of it in, I hit resistance and watch Hailey’s eyes tear, her throat seizing around my flesh. Baby, I’m sorry. Poor baby. But once again, I notice things like her nipples tightening, her thighs cinching together on the floor, goosebumps along her neck. And I realize she likes what we’re doing. She’s horny, she’s focused in on me and not our audience, and she trusts me. I can actually continue without fear or guilt. Not only can I do what needs to be done, but I can give Hailey what she needs, if rougher and meaner than planned.

Her palm smacks my thigh and I pull my cock out of her mouth, tugging her head back toward the ceiling. “Thank you, Mister Paldino,” she gasps.

I sink back inside her little, honey mouth, the world around me beginning to fuzz around the edges. Bass pumps up through the floor, the smell of smoke drifts thick and acrid from the darkness, the girl I’ve been jerking myself raw over is blowing me like I’m going to grade her on it. And with lust expanding and boiling in my veins, I have no choice but to let myself slide into a blurred world of need.

“Can’t decide if I want to paint your throat or pull out and pop that tight cherry. I’ve only got an hour and I want to make it count.” I fist my meat and beat off into the suction of her mouth. “Maybe you’re sucking me off so good because you don’t want to get on your back. Is that right?”

I jerk her head back, my cock bobbing against her cheek. “Thank you, Mister Paldino,” she whimpers. “No, Mister Paldino.”

“No, what?”

“No I-I…I don’t know.”

Before she’s finished speaking, she’s scooped up off the floor and tossed on the bed, her slight body rebounding from the force. From a kneeling position, she stares at me from the center of her queen bed, moisture on her lips and chin, naked except for a pair of innocent white panties. Her tits are the hottest thing I’ve ever seen, all pink nippled and pale. Like raspberries in a bowl of cream. From this angle, though, I can see her panties are damp—and that needs to be our secret. Her father can’t know she’s enjoying this, even if we do.

“Do I need to suit up for this?” I ask, stroking myself as I approach the bed.

A moment later, I get my answer from the darkness. “Nyet.”

“Fuck yeah,” I groan, even as alarm bells go off in my head. If Hailey has been isolated from everyone, she’s not on the pill. And if Stepanov doesn’t care whether or not she gets pregnant…there’s a chance he thinks she’s expendable. He might have said she has some value, but I don’t trust this man. Not as far as I can fucking throw him. The outrage makes me even more desperate to touch Hailey, to be inside her. Connected. I’m aching to tell her I will care for her when she conceives. That I will cherish the child we make together, whether it happens tonight or next year. “I can’t wait any more. Get your panties off.”

She must catch the note of intensity in my voice, because she blinks, pausing a moment before working her underwear down to her knees. Jesus, there isn’t a hope in hell of me going slow now, even if it was possible. The sight of her bare pussy sends a rope of precome shooting from my cock, eliciting more laugher from the darkness. Like I can focus on that. Like I can concentrate on anything but the beautiful girl waiting to be debauched on the bed.

“I, uh…” Shit, I’m losing it. I’m tripping over my words, breathing like a marathon runner. Pull it together, Mick.

But I can’t. I’m a goner. Hailey twists a strand of hair around her finger, a totally unconscious move and I’m moving without realizing it, pouncing on her like a bear traps its prey. We land on the bed and she opens her thighs, I want to kiss her. I want to lick her pussy, but I can do none of that. I’m not even sure my current mindset would allow for affection. I’m so hot to fuck and come right now, there is nothing in the world but my cock and Hailey’s pussy. I want to bang her brains out. There’s no help for it. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted, beneath me in a mind-blowing package. I can’t resist anymore. I’ve reached the end of my rope.

I look down at Hailey to find her watching me with something close to adoration and trust. Not good. Can’t have that. I drop my face to the crook of her neck. “Fight me, Goldie,” I whisper. “I’m sorry, baby. You have to fight me a little.”

I’m guiding my cock to her entrance when understanding dawns on her face. Thank God. “No…” Her tits shudder up and down, her hand lifting to push at my shoulders. “You can’t. Please. It’s too big.”

Jesus. Is she acting? Her protests seem so real. Or maybe my mind is fucking with me. There’s no choice but to keep going now. No choice. No fucking choice with this sweet cunt spread open—and I don’t give a fuck if daddy is watching, I’ve got a pressure like I’ve never known gripping me by the throat, the balls. She’s the only one who’s ever got to me like this, and if I don’t join myself with Hailey soon, I’m going to burn the world down.

“You don’t get a choice,” I growl against her mouth. “You do what your told.”

“No!”

I ram my cock inside Hailey, feeling the gentle rip of her virginity on the way in—and that’s the last gentle thing about tonight. She screams into my shoulder, a sound that punctures my heart. I’m a monster after that nonetheless. I don’t know what happens to me, but my mind is not in control. I’ve got just enough instinct left to keep Stepanov in my periphery, in the rare event he’s clocked me as law enforcement and decides to catch me off guard. Beyond that, I’m a mindless beast with one goal—to claw his way out of the lust that’s taken control.

“Goddamn. I owe your daddy one, brat.” I rear back and thrust deep, deep into the snug, wet hole between her thighs. “You can’t buy pussy like this. It’s kept locked up until it’s ripe…and after that, most daddies don’t like to share.”

Hailey bats at my shoulder, her heels digging into the small of my back. To keep me deep or push me away? Fuck, I’m too far gone to tell. My hips are rolling and grinding into the hottest, tightest flesh I’ve ever known and it’s too perfect to stop. The base of my spine has a kung fu grip around it, the breath trapped in my lungs. Vaguely in the distance, through the pound of the headboard against the wall and Hailey’s whimpers, I hear a low curse in Russian.

This is wrong.

This is wrong, but there’s no stopping.

I’m snarling down at the girl I only want to cherish and it’s like I’m seeing her through the eyes of an animal. Her cunt is locked around me and—Jesus, it’s clenching up in that feminine pattern as old as time. I’m all but assaulting her, my self-control completely out the window. My cock buries itself inside her over and over at a punishing pace, the bed springs protesting beneath us…and she’s going to have an orgasm. I don’t believe it, even though I should have seen it coming. She responds to my touch, no matter how light or how harsh. Because she’s mine.

Stepanov can’t know that.

Hailey’s breath stutters, her back arching. Her thighs tremble around my hips. I see she’s about to come and I slap a hand over her mouth to trap her moan. “Stop your complaining, brat. I’m only interested in hearing one thing out of you. What is it?”

I don’t take my hand away just yet because she’s still in the throes of her orgasm, her eyes blind with pleasure. Pride wars with regret inside me. I made her come in the worst of conditions, but I can’t soothe her down. Can’t let the beauty of it wash over me. Finally, the worst of her shakes subside and I uncover her mouth, gripping her chin hard. “What do I want to hear?”

“Th-thank you, Mister Paldino.”

“Tell me I have a big cock.” I loom over her, using my body to press her knees to her shoulders, my hips moving in savage, slapping pounds. “Tell me it hurts your little pussy.”

“It’s big.” She pushes against my chest. “It hurts!”

This time, I know she’s not acting. I’ve reached the level of brutal that’s too much for a virgin to enjoy, but I can’t ease up. We’re being watched and I have to finish. My flesh is weak. I can no more prevent myself from spilling in this tight girl than I can change the tide. Pressure pushes behind my eyes, inside the smacking flesh of my balls. A roar builds up in my throat and I let it loose, bearing down on Hailey’s pussy with one final ram of my hips. Holding, holding, grinding, stretching her and filling her to the top with hot come. It overflows and travels in rivulets down her inner thighs, my stomach, dripping onto the bedclothes. I think I’m done, but my body begins thrusting again, desperate to expel every drop. I grip her little ass and yank her up toward me, impaling her again and again on my erupting cock while she cries out.

Across the room, a cell phone rings and although I’m depleted, there’s still space for resentment. Malice. How dare her first time be marred by this monster? All I can do now is fall on top of Hailey, though, and try to regain my sanity. To hope she forgives me for what I’ve done. For being so rough with her untouched body.

There’s another low curse in Russian and Stepanov stands in the shadows, yanking open the door. “You have two minutes to be back downstairs, neighbor.”

And then the door slams behind him.

Adrenaline floods my bloodstream. I want to go after the man and kill him. There’s no time for that yet, though. We’ve only got two minutes together.

“Are you hurt?” I rasp, taking her face in my hands. “Ah, Jesus, Goldie. Please tell me you’re okay.”

Her lower lip trembles, but she firms it up and nods. “I know we had no choice. I even…liked m-most of it.”

“I’m sorry.” I slide down her body, pressing my face to her belly, laying kisses over every inch of it. “I’m so sorry, baby. Forgive me.”

“There’s nothing to forgive.” She lures me back up to her mouth for a long kiss. One I want to sink inside of and live forever.

“We don’t have much time, Hailey, so listen to me.” With a shit ton of regret, I roll off the bed and start to get dressed. “When is the next time he’ll leave the house?”

“Except for quick errands? Probably not until next week. He has a meeting with…” I raise an eyebrow when she trails off. “Sorry, I just remembered I’m talking to a fed.”

My pulse clangs in my temples. “Is that going to be a problem for you?”

“I don’t know. I’m scared. He’ll kill me, Mick.” She walks to the edge of the bed on her knees and wraps both arms around my neck. “And you. I’m scared for you.”

“Hailey.” God, I’m being torn in half. How can I spend a single minute away from this girl? She’s climbed into my soul and made herself at home. We belong together every second of the day. “We’re out of time. I’m going to leave you my cell. If there’s any more trouble tonight, call the first number on speed dial. It’ll connect to my unregistered prepaid. I’ll be here in a heartbeat, Goldie. If keeping you safe means blowing my cover, so be it. Do you hear me?”

She nods and takes the cell phone I offer, slipping it under her pillow.

“How did you get out of the room? Can you do it again?”

“Yes.” Her lips quirk at one end. “I made a second, identical key. Let’s just hope he doesn’t change the locks.”

“Smart girl.” I lean in and kiss her hard. “Tomorrow at noon, I’ll find a way to get your father out of the house. Soon as he’s out of the door, you come meet me in the canyon. You won’t be coming back here.”

“But…” She looks around the room with wide eyes. “Where will I go?”

“You’ll be with me. Always.” I bring her close, parting her lips in a long, damp kiss, before pulling back and framing her face in my hands. “Do you still want to be with me?”

“Yes. Of course,” she whispers. “Sometimes things don’t happen so easy, though.”

A sense of foreboding creeps over me, but I knock it aside. “Come to me tomorrow, Hailey. Be ready to move.”

“And I’ll finally get to study your nose in the light?”

I laugh and kiss her hard. “As long as you want.”

Leaving her so small and vulnerable on the bed is the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but I manage to make it downstairs by the two-minute mark, pretending to do too many vodka shots so I can leave as fast as possible. I’ve got plans to make.


CHAPTER FIVE


Hailey

I run my fingers along the soft bristles of my paintbrushes and stare out over the canyon. Is Mick out there somewhere waiting for me? My heart lifts just thinking about him. About his giant, sturdy frame and his bristly beard. About the way he can’t help looking at me. Even last night while he called me names and spoke to me in such a mean way, he probably didn’t realize his eyes never got on board with the lie. They never stopped looking at me like I was a princess.

The clock on the wall says eleven fifty-five. My backpack sits by the door, packed with only the essential supplies. A week’s worth of panties, my toothbrush, two changes of clothing and my oil paints. Mick might not think my paints are worth packing, but he will soon. He’ll know I can’t go a day without putting brushstrokes on a canvas. Or that my talent has been abused by my father.

I have to tell him everything.

Panic slinks down my spine. What will Mick say when he finds out I’m not just an innocent bystander of my father’s crimes. I’m a…participant.

This is a huge leap of faith I’m taking, sharing the weight of my baggage with Mick. I’ve spent years and years listening to my father curse the feds, sneering and calling them dogged and ruthless. Once I tell Mick I’m the one who paints the counterfeit artwork for my father to fence, will he want to use me to bring down my father? Will I go to prison, too? Or will Mick be true to his word and protect me?

Can anyone protect me from my father?

Needing comfort, I pick up one of my paintbrushes, twisting the bristles along the crease of my lips. But my actions pause when an official-looking vehicle rolls to a stop in the driveway. My heartbeat raps in my ears. The cops? This is what Mick meant when he promised to get my father out of the house?

A man in a polo shirt and slacks climbs out of the car, ringing the doorbell downstairs a moment later. I run to my bedroom door and inch it open, listening to the conversation that is already in progress.

“An irrigation disruption,” my father says flatly. “What the fuck is that?”

“One of the pipes burst higher in the hills,” the uniformed man responds, though I have to strain to hear him. “There’s a threat of mudslides and flooding until we get it fixed. We’re evacuating your home, along with several others. It’s just a safety precaution, sir.”

There’s a long pause wherein I can almost sense my father’s suspicion. “Let me see some credentials, please.”

“Sure thing,” the man says brightly. “Should only be a couple hours and we’ll have the problem repaired. You’ll be able to return home.”

“This is a huge inconvenience.”

“I know, sir. I apologize. Is there anyone else at home?”

A large part of me wants him to say no. If he says no and leaves, I’ll be free to escape the house and go to Mick. But inside me, there’s some remnant of the child I used to be, because I’m also holding my breath, wondering if just this once, my father will care enough about me to wish me safe, too.

“Nyet,” he says finally. “Just me.”

Between what he did last night and disregarding my life so easily—I’m done. I’m not going to let my father hurt me anymore. And I’m not going to be a pawn in one of his many money-making schemes, either.

I shoulder my backpack and wait at the tinted window for my father to get in his car and leave. Absently, I wonder if the uniformed man was also a fed. Or if the FBI and Mick have pull with city organizations. He must. Otherwise, he went up into the hills and busted the irrigation pipe himself.

The image of Mick swinging an axe makes me laugh and in no time, I’ve picked the lock with my makeshift key and I’m jogging down the stairs of my father’s house, already tasting freedom. Twice in just over a week! And maybe forever. Mick coming through on his word and getting my father out of the house has me feeling confident. Maybe this could really work. I can be free. I can be with Mick.

I take a hard right out of the front door, descending the steps that lead into the canyon. There are about nine thousand trees between me and Mick’s house, but with all the excitement and energy bubbling in my system, I weave in and out of them with ease—

Something…no, someone snags my elbow.

I scream.

A hand clamps over my mouth to cut off the sound. I’m caught. My father caught me. I’m dead. I’m dead.

“Goldie,” Mick breathes in my ear. “It’s just me.”

My body deflates and I sag, making it necessary for Mick to hold me up like a sack of potatoes. “Would you still want me if I’d peed my pants?”

“Hell yes.” Our mouths meet over my shoulder in a kiss full of relief and hunger. “I want you any way I can get you, baby.”

“Okay good, because my legs still won’t work. It might be permanent.”

With a smirk, Mick swings me up into his arms, carrying me—backpack and all—like a baby in the direction of his house. There’s one advantage to having the stuffing scared out of me, though, and that’s the angle I have to study Mick’s nose. I slide a finger down the slope of it now, encountering a bump. “How many times have you broken it?”

“Three times.” He steps over a log. “What is your fascination with noses?”

“I’m a painter,” I whisper. “Your nose is the reason we met.”

Mick stops walking. “How is that?”

I rub a hand on his chest. “You can put me down now. I…there are things I should tell you.”

He seems reluctant to let me go, but after a moment, he eases my feet to the soft canyon ground, such a contrast to the hard man he pretended to be last night. “There are a lot of things I plan to ask you, Hailey. After I get you somewhere safe, we’ll have time.”

Cold creeps over me. “By then, you might not want me anymore. You might not even think I’m worth keeping safe.”

His utter disbelief gives me some comfort. He takes a step away and returns, dragging a hand through his hair. “I fucked you like a monster while your father watched last night, Hailey. While you screamed. If anyone is worried, it should be me. I haven’t slept, I’ve been so sure you wouldn’t come.”

“You looked at me like I was a princess,” I murmur, shaking my head. “Every time I got nervous, you’d find a way to touch me, so only we could see or feel it. You consumed me until I forgot anyone else was in the room. And I…think I like it when you lose control and hold me down. Is that normal?”

“Yes, Hailey. Everything about you is good and pure and healthy.” His hands close around my arms, shaking me a little. “Listen to me. I’m out of my mind over you. You ripped my beating heart out on sight and it’s still there, right in the palm of your hand. I’m your man from now on. Period. There is nothing you could say to change that.”

I blink back tears, barely managing to restrain myself from jumping into his arms and clinging. But the truth has to come first. “I’ve been watching you. From my bedroom window, I’ve watched you swim and pace on your balcony. There was something that drew me to you. You were different somehow and I wanted to know more…so I started to paint you. The night we met, my father was out of town, so I snuck over to your house, hoping to get a closer look at your face—your nose, especially—because I couldn’t get the angle perfect.” I wet my lips. “I was in your driveway when you walked out of the house. I was in your backseat on the way to the bar.”

A few beats pass. I don’t expect him to laugh, but he does. The hearty, booming kind. “I guess I shouldn’t be so grateful an amateur got the drop on me. But hell, I am. Whatever brought you to me.” A line forms between his brows. “No more risks, though, baby. It was dangerous walking into that bar.”

“I knew you were in there.”

“You didn’t know what kind of man I was.”

“Yes, I did,” I whisper, running my flattened hands up and over his pecs. “I could feel you from my bedroom, even though you couldn’t see me.”

There’s a thoughtful expression on Mick’s face as he slides both hands under my skirt and over my bottom, drawing me closer. “I’ve been restless in that house since moving in. Now I know why. You were so close and I couldn’t see you. Get to you.”

I’m not expecting him to lift me off the ground. And he does it so fast, I gasp, wrapping my legs around his waist, leaving my feet dangling several feet off the ground. “Mick,” I moan, my head falling back as he attacks my neck. “There’s more.”

“Later, Goldie.” His mouth slants over mine, that heavy, relentless part of him growing firm and thick between my legs. “Couldn’t even make it a hundred yards without stopping to touch you. Any idea how sweet you looked running through the trees to meet me?” He massages my backside roughly. “This little skirt was flapping all over the place, showing off your panties. It doesn’t hide shit.”

“Oh,” I manage through a shiver. “Sorry?”

“Don’t be sorry. Never be sorry around me.” I can see his concern when he presses our foreheads together. “Your pussy hurting too bad, Hailey?”

“No. Only a little.”

His attention falls to my mouth, his breath starting to emerge in a rasp. “I should wait. I can’t be a selfish bastard with you.”

There’s something undeniably exciting about having this large, powerful man desperate to relieve himself with my body. Now that I know what Mick’s relief entails, I’m counting the seconds until it happens again. I want him to mark me, claim me, fill me, growl at me, shake on top of me. The truth first, Hailey. Yes, the next time our bodies are joined together, I don’t want to be holding on to secrets. “M-Mick. I’m the one. I-I’m the one who paints the counterfeits.” I gulp in a breath and close my eyes, so I don’t have to see the potential disgust on his face. “That’s the real reason my father keeps me around. Otherwise, I think he would have killed me a long time ago for reminding him of my m-mother.” I breathe deeply through my nose. “I’m good. But I’m only one of the things that makes him money—and he makes so much—that he wouldn’t hesitate to kill me if he f-found me—”

“Hailey.” Mick stops my rambling with a finger over my mouth. “First of all, he’s not going to lay a fucking finger on you. I’ve got you now. Okay?”

Relief sweeps through me like a cool breeze. I nod.

“Second of all, I’m going to set you up with a place to paint, soon as I can. It’s important to you. I can see that. And you’re only going to do it for you from now on.” He winks at me. “Noses and shit. Whatever makes you happy.”

“I think I could fall in love with you, Mick,” I murmur, my heart elevating into my throat. “Very fast.”

“Baby, I’m already there.” If I wasn’t watching him closely, I might have missed the wrinkle of worry that he tries to hide. But I see it. And I know he might be reassuring me now, but we’re not out of the woods yet. Not by a long shot. “Soon as we get you to a safe place, I’ll make some phone calls to the Bureau. I’m going to handle everything.”

“Okay.” I accept a kiss from him that immediately turns much deeper, more insistent, his tongue using mine as a plaything. “Where are you bringing me to keep me safe?”

“There’s an unmarked car waiting at the edge of the canyon. It’s going to take us to a hotel, baby, while we figure out the next move.” Again I see the worry in his ink-blue eyes, but his mouth on my neck distracts me. Somehow he manages to turn me into a moaning, sex-starved post-virgin creature while walking through the canyon at the same time. I have no choice but to hold on and let him. “All you have to think about right now, Hailey, is how many times you’ll come when we get to the hotel and I get my tongue in your tight, pink pussy.”


CHAPTER SIX


Mick

I’ve never bathed another human being before. Dim lights and hot water is the most soothing thing I can think of, though, and Hailey definitely needs a calm atmosphere. She’s been confined to a small space for a long time, so the shuffle of agents conveying us to the hotel, the crackling radios and doors slamming made her pretty tense. Here I am, acting like a protective lion with a baby cub, kneeling beside the giant whirlpool bathtub with my sleeves rolled up, soaping every inch of my Goldie with a hotel washcloth.

My dick is like a baseball bat down the inside of my pant leg, thanks to her wet, pink nipples being lapped at by bubbles. And every time I cup my hand and pour water down her neck, she loosens up even more. Her dark, untamed hair is curling in the mist and sticking to her cheeks and shoulders. We’re in a ritzy-as-hell hotel, so there’s a candle flickering on the white marble sink, providing the only light in the bathroom, and I swear to God, it’s making her glow. I want to eat her alive.

After last night, I’ve stuck my lust in detention, though. He’s going to have to wait until I’ve got Hailey relaxed and she’s ready. In the meantime, I’ve just got my hands riding over every inch of her smooth, slippery skin, listening to her make adorable mewling noises. No problem, right?

Focus on the battle ahead, man.

Because shit. There is going to be a fucking battle. Sweet, innocent Hailey is an international counterfeiter. Her replications have sold for millions of dollars to unsuspecting collectors—and once the Bureau finds out, they’re going to want one of two things. To put her behind bars. Or to turn her into a witness against her father, in exchange for immunity.

I don’t want to force either of those things on her. Yeah, sure. I’m not objective at all here. I’ve found the girl I’m planning to treat like a queen for the rest of my life. So I don’t want that life to begin by giving her an ultimatum. I sure as hell don’t want her to look at me and see a bad guy. As far as she’s concerned, Mick is the one who makes her dreams come true—that’s how I plan to keep it from now on.

If there’s a chance it could compromise my job, so be it.

“Where did you paint, baby?” I watch a drop of water roll down her spine and swallow, desperate to lick it off. “The lights were off in your room last night, but it looked pretty damn small for an operation like that.”

“There’s a hidden door in my bathroom, behind a tapestry. It leads to another room that’s even smaller, but it’s empty, except for my paints and easel.” She looks up at me over her shoulder. “That room has the window I could see you from.”

“You’ll see me all the time now,” I say, gruffly.

She smiles, then a thought seems to occur to her. “Where do you live when you’re not undercover?”

“Montana.” I give in to temptation and drop a kiss on the curve of her shoulder, my fingertips trailing up her sides, before detouring around to her tits. “Growing up in Boston, all I wanted was space. So when I had the money, I went and got it. You like horses, Hailey?”

“I’ve never met one.”

Her breath catches as I knead her little tits. “You’re going to have your own one now. Better start thinking of names.”

“Really?”

“Damn right.” I squeeze her nipples between my knuckles, chuckling when her body jolts in the water, her knees coming up through the bubbles. “Going to give you whatever the fuck you want.”

“I want you, Mick,” she whispers.

“You’ve got me. You’ve got your freedom, too.” My right hand slides up to close lightly around her throat. “You’ll be free to do anything but associate with other men, are we clear on that? There’s no compromise. You make your girlfriends, paint your pictures and do what you damn well please. But there’s only one man who touches you. If anyone looks below your neck, I want to know about it. Straight from your pretty mouth.”

Several beats pass in silence, her gold eyes serious. “For years, I’ve watched men come and go from my window. Without hearing a word out of their mouth, I loathed them. But without hearing a word from yours, I wanted to be near you.” She leans sideways and kisses my forearm. “My heart knew you. Now it’s yours.” Her tongue skates out and traces my vein. “My body is yours, too. Always.”

My hand leaves her throat in favor of prying open her mouth…and I don’t so much kiss her as I devour her. Thank God she encouraged me because I’ve hit my limit in the control department. Need to make her come. Need to fuck her. I’m not sure I’ll ever be satisfied with my claim on Hailey—I need to make it happen again and again until she can’t breathe a word without other men knowing she’s locked down. I want my name to be wrapped around everything she says.

“Climb out.” I smack the side of the bathtub. “Sit on the edge and open your legs. I’m going to tongue that sore pussy down. Get it ready for cock again.”

Just like the night we met, Hailey looks more interested in kissing me than anything, her wide eyes trained on my mouth. “B-but, Mick…”

“I know you like kisses, baby.” Still on my knees, I lift her out of the tub with one arm, settling her wet ass on the nice, wide slab of marble in front of me. “There’s more than one way I can kiss you, though. Something tells me you’re going to have a hard time picking your favorite real soon.”

I’m definitely going to hell, because her genuine confusion makes my dick throb like a motherfucker. In so many ways, she’s still a virgin, and I plan on enjoying every second of her new education. With a grunt, I reach down and free my cock, the heavy weight of it thunking against the side of the tub.

“Remember that little spot that feels so nice when Mick rubs on it?”

She nods.

“What’s it called?”

“My clit,” she whispers.

“Good girl. And what is your clit to Mick?”

Her suds-covered tits are beginning to heave, sending the bubbles sliding down. “Your reason for getting out of bed in the morning.”

“Good girl.” I lick a pattern over each of her knees. “Now part your thighs and show me where it is. I know you remember.”

Slowly, her knees slide apart on the marble and I almost throw her on the floor and ram her full of my dick without waiting another second. There’s never been anything so smooth and sweet and inviting. Throw in the innocent way she’s watching me and hell…oh yeah, hell is definitely where I’m going.

“Touch it with your finger, Goldie…and ask me to kiss it.”

Her nipples are in such tight peaks, I know she’s growing wetter by the second and I’m all but salivating with the need to get my tongue in that soaked little cunt. I hold my breath and watch as her fingers trail down her belly, the tip of her middle one sliding just inside her folds. “Can I have a kiss, Mick?”

My cock lifts so violently, it smacks off my belly as I dive forward, jerking her ass to the edge of the marble at the same time. The first taste of her almost makes me come, it’s so fucking delicious. There are guards positioned outside the room and they almost definitely hear her scream of pleasure when my tongue finds that tight nub I helped her discover. I grind my mouth down on her mound, sawing my tongue against her clit, relentless, needing her to understand how desperate I am for her perfect taste, how obsessed I am with making her come. This is my life now and I never want it to change. I won’t be satisfied until she climbs onto my face every morning and begs for the relief only I can give her.

Goddamn, she’s getting wetter by the second, her moisture mixing with the bathwater to coat my chin, my neck. Her fingers are in my hair making a mess of it, her hips unable to remain still on the marble. “Mick. Ohhhh, Mick,” she whimpers between shallow breaths. “I can’t…I’m going to…”

I bear down harder with my tongue, curling it around her clit and squeezing the swollen flesh, all while sneaking my middle finger into her pussy. Fuck, she’s already clenching in so tight, I can barely get my knuckle past her entrance, but once I do, I find that G-spot and tickle it, tickle it until her thighs clamp around my face and she starts sobbing. There it is.

“Mick!”

She comes like she’s sitting on a washing machine during the fucking spin cycle, shaking and vibrating against my face, leaving her pleasure on my lips. And I lick it up with hungry growls, savoring, memorizing the taste. My woman’s. I take my hand and drag it down her soaked pussy, gathering the proof of her satisfaction, then I rip open my shirt so I can smear it in my chest hair, down my stomach. Mine. It’s fucking war paint and I can fight the world as long as I’m wearing it. Her.

“Get down here, baby. Sit on Mick where you belong.” I lift her limp body off the bathtub, dragging her onto my lap, leaving her knees planted on either side of my hips. My cock seeks heaven, swelling and reaching for her entrance. But for a moment, all I can do is stare at my obsession in awe, watching the bath water glisten on her skin in the glow of the candlelight. Her tits are high and gorgeous, partially covered by her long, wet hair. I’ve captured a virgin fucking mermaid and I can barely breathe around the beauty of her. “I don’t want to live a day without you. I’m not even sure how I made it this long.”

Her eyes go soft. “I-is it too early to say—”

“Hell no, it isn’t.” I hold her gaze, feeling my heart pumping double time in my chest. Mine mine mine. “I damn well love you. Might have happened the minute I saw you, baby, and it’ll always be that way. You and me against the world.”

She falls forward, cupping my face in her hands. “I love you, too,” she whispers, the words hitching in her throat, her pussy pressing hot and tempting on my lap. “You make me so safe. So happy.” Her hips writhe, innocently seeking, and my eyes roll back in my head. “Tell me how to make you happy.”

It’s like I haven’t fucked in a decade. That’s how I’ve felt every minute of the day since she walked into the bar. Like a deviant sex addict with only one drug of choice. Hailey. Having heard her say she loves me, I’m even harder, hungrier with the fever to claim. “I need to give you my cock. Right now.” I reach between us with a shaking hand, guiding myself to her tight slit. “I fucking need it to breathe. Sit.”

“Yes, Mick,” she whimpers, wiggling her hips until she’s impaled, then sliding down with a choked cry. “S-so full. I can’t move.”

“I don’t need you to move,” I grind out, my dick in the sweetest agony possible. “Just hold on to my shoulders and kneel right above my cock. Give me your pussy to pound up into.”

Her mouth is open on mine as she moves, spreading her knees wide on either side of my hips, then tilting her body forward. “Like this?”

“Fuck yeah,” I say, leaning back on one elbow and gripping her ass in my free hand, roughing it up, giving it a hard slap. “You like that, don’t you? When I’m a little mean to you in the sack.”

Pink paints her cheeks. “I think so. I liked it the first time.” I slap her backside again—harder—making her gasp. “I like it now. I love it now.”

“Jesus Christ.” My hips start to rocket up into her slick, waiting cunt, my balls swinging up to slap the little ass I’m spanking raw. “Knew it. Knew when you came in front of your daddy, I had a horny girl on my hands.” My pace kicks up, bouncing her on me like a rodeo rider. “Tell Mick you’re a horny brat.”

Her tits are jiggling all over the place with the force of my upthrusts, her puffy lips parted, eyes blind. I’m jackhammering a near virgin and she’s taking it like a professional. God doesn’t hate me after all.

“I’m a horny brat,” she breathes. “M-Mick, I…I think I’m going to…”

Surprise, pride and lust fill my chest up until I’m positive I’m going to burst. “Little miracle, that’s what you are.” I fall back flat on the floor, both of her ass cheeks tight in my grip now as I slam slam slam into her tiny hole, my hips flexing, lifting up and down off the floor. “Go on, baby. Squeeze up on my cock and let go. You’re a horny brat and you can’t help it, can you?”

“No,” she sobs, her neck losing power, my upward drives make her head bob. “Oh. Oh.”

Every part of her tightens at once and I can’t stop myself from flooding her any longer. Hot come claws at my balls with the need to escape, a roar building in my throat. I ache everywhere, like my muscles are locked in a meat grinder. No more, though. No longer, because as soon as she begins trembling and screaming with her climax, I cut my misery loose and let it leave me, giving it to Hailey. “Take it,” I shout through clenched teeth. “Take what I made for you.”

The need to possess…the need to impregnate…rips through my body and before I acknowledge these undeniable needs, I flip Hailey onto her back and pound her cunt like a pillaging Viking, set loose on my enemy’s daughter. I’m rough and demanding, shoving her thighs open as wide as possible so I can plant my seed. And perfection that she is, her fingernails draw blood on my shoulders and she whines my name, her cunt milking me, letting me know she’s just fine being my victim.

Minutes later, I gather Hailey close to me and kiss her to sleep, knowing this could be one of the last quiet times we steal together before the battle.

And then I get up to face it. I’ll face hell for her.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Hailey

Mick has a smile on his face, but I can sense he’s worried. Maybe it’s the way he looks over at me every five seconds, to make sure I’m still here. Or maybe it’s just the bone-deep intuition that comes with falling in love with someone. He’s rescued me from the tower and stashed me somewhere my father can’t find me, but there’s an air of what now hanging in the air. I’m afraid to find out the answer.

I’m wrapped in a white cashmere robe, snuggled in the most incredible bedclothes, watching Mick pace the floor, occasionally glancing out over the hotel grounds through the curtains. He carried me in here after my bath…and what came after…and I’m too boneless to move. So even though I would love nothing more than to crawl over to my backpack to retrieve my paints, I stay right where I am. There will be plenty of time to paint Mick once we’re in Montana.

Montana. Horses. Space. Friends.

Am I allowed to get excited? Am I allowed to believe this is really happening?

After a long glance in my direction, Mick leaves the room and returns a moment later holding a folded menu. “Let’s get you something to eat, Goldie. Pick whatever you want.”

I sit up and open the menu, gasping over the colorful pictures of pancakes smothered in whipped cream and fruit salads and a whole chicken. “I can’t choose,” I say quietly after a moment wherein I change my mind nine times. “No…I think eggs. And chicken fingers. No. Wait. A burger?”

Mick sits down beside me on the bed, brushing my hair back with a tenderness that makes my heart speed up. “How did you eat in your father’s house?”

“Once a day, the maid would leave a tray outside my door. Usually a sandwich or whatever he didn’t manage to finish at breakfast. She would unlock the door long enough for me to drag it inside.” Discomfort clogs my throat, but I shrug it off, not wanting to be ungrateful for the here and now. “He delivered orders for the paintings, though—he didn’t trust them in anyone else’s hands. He’d bring me a new, blank canvas. Supplies. I usually had two weeks to get it done, unless there was a rush…”

I trail off when I notice Mick’s hand is twisting in the comforter. “You’re never going back there, baby.” He takes the menu from my hand. “You’re getting all three things and I’m adding a milkshake.”

“No, there’s no way—”

He stops my protests with a kiss. “Do me a favor, Hailey. When I want to spoil you, just say, ‘Okay, Mick.’ Seeing you happy makes me happy.”

Fingertips of exhilaration crawl up my spine and scalp, making me feel like I’m back in the hot bathtub with steam swirling around me. “What else makes you happy? What did you do to have fun before me?”

He reaches under my robe and grips my hip, drawing me closer so he can lay his head in my lap. “I collect old pianos,” he says. “Got a whole barn full of them back home, just sitting there. Waiting to be restored and tuned up.”

“Really?” I laugh. “I didn’t expect that. Do you play?”

“Some. Not as well as I’d like.” He undoes the tie of my robe, pushing it open so he can nuzzle and kiss my belly. “There was a neighbor growing up. She used to play late at night and I’d hear it through the wall. There wasn’t much beauty where I lived…but just the sound of the piano made me wonder if there was more in the world. Beauty.” He swirls his tongue in my belly button. “Little did I know, my Hailey was out there. The most beautiful thing in this damn world. You’re the music now, baby.”

Heat pushes behind my eyes. “I want to learn to play. For you.”

He glances up. “Let’s learn together.”

I can’t subdue my smile. “Okay.”

An hour ago, I couldn’t imagine a place finer than this hotel room, but my excitement about getting to Montana is building by the second. I just want to go there now. Somehow Mick has already made it my home.

He slides lower on my body, pushing open my left knee and kissing me on the low waistband of my panties. His heartbeat raps against my leg, faster and faster, but after one final kiss, just an inch or so from my clit, he moves back into a sitting position. He turns away, but not before I can see the shadow in his eyes. It’s not the worry from earlier, though. It’s something else. Something like…shame?

“Mick.” I reach out for him, catching the sleeve of his shirt. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” he says gruffly, brushing a thumb across my lips. “I’m just finding it hard not to…”

“Not to what?”

“If I let go of my self-control, Hailey, you’d be getting fucked by me once an hour. I look at you and I want to hold you, feed you, care for you. Talk to you.” He swipes a hand across his mouth. “But I also want your pussy. I want it non-fucking-stop.”

I’ve already grown wet between my thighs. Doesn’t he realize I feel the same? I want his big body on top of mine, pressing me down, his words harsh in my ears. “I want that, too,” I murmur, sitting up and letting the robe coast down my shoulders. “I didn’t know if it was just me. You seemed surprised that I’m so…”

“Horny,” he rasps, adjusting the ridge in his pants. “That’s a real good thing, baby. I didn’t mean to make you feel wrong about it.”

The way he’s looking at me makes me feel sexy, desirable, and I do what feels right. I pile my hair on top of my head and twist a little on the bed, tempting him closer. He comes with a heaving chest and a straining zipper. “Fuck me again, Mick. Again and again.”

After ripping his shirt in the bathroom, he put on a new one—and it lands on the floor now in a heap, followed by the lowering of his fly. “Goddamn, Hailey. I should be working. I’ve got a shit ton of red tape to cut down, but I panic when you’re less than five feet away from me.”

“After this time, you’ll work,” I whisper, boldness making my blood thick and needy. “I’ll make you. I promise.”

With a groan, he lands on top of me, pressing me down into the mattress, his mouth wet and insistent on my neck. The robe and my panties are tossed aside like nothing and we’re skin to skin, Mick coarse and covered in hair on top of my smaller, smoother form. And nothing has ever felt more right.

Despite his thick flesh growing between our stomachs, I still sense him holding back, though. “What do you want, Mick?”

He shakes his head while sucking at my lips. “It’s bad, baby.”

“No, it can’t be.” I spread my thighs wide and roll my hips. “Tell me. I want to give you everything.”

For long moments, all I hear are the shallow breaths he takes against my mouth. “I liked claiming you in front of him. I know it’s wrong, but I have this need for other men to know you’re mine. Especially him. He is…he was…the only other man in your life. And I wanted him to know that shit was over. That you’re mine now. Forever.”

I stroke my fingertips down his broad back. “That’s not wrong. It’s just you,” I whisper, letting him lick me into a hard, grateful kiss. “Maybe it’s both of us. Because I want him to know you’re mine, too.” Closing my eyes, I whisper the truth I’ve been keeping, deep in my subconscious. “I want to do it all over again.”

Mick scrutinizes my face for a few beats, as if he can’t believe what I’m saying. As if he’s in awe of me. That thick part of him throbs harder, more insistently between us. And without warning, I’m flipped over onto my stomach, my left cheek pressed down onto the soft sheets. “Spread them, brat.”

I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning. “No…please.”

“You heard him,” Mick growls, bearing his teeth against my ear. “You’re mine for the hour. We don’t want to disappoint our audience, do we?”

Dizziness wracks me, I’m so hot and turned on in the most twisted way. Moisture pools between my legs, my skin prickling with sensitivity. Mick and I both need the act of him claiming me in front of my one and only father figure, but being attuned to Mick, I know exactly how he wants to play. It matches my own desire, because I like mean Mick. I don’t know how or why, all I know is my body responds and he takes care of the ache. “Don’t look,” I croak, sliding my thighs wide on the bed. “Don’t watch. Please.”

Mick’s growl vibrates through my whole body. My arms are wrenched behind me, wrists pinned at the small of my back. “Oh, he’s going to look, all right.” The thick head of his flesh breaches me, before the rest of him slams deep, driving me up the bed, crackles going off in my ears, my belly. “He’s going to watch his little girl get ruined by a big cock. He’s going to watch it from behind, too, so he can watch me slide in and out, stretching your tight pussy with every pump.” His forearm jerks me up onto my knees. “So get your little ass up. Show daddy how you make the strange man come.”

My thighs are already starting to tremble, but the need for release comes from deep deep inside me after that. Because when Mick begins to thrust, he finds that sensitive spot and hits it over and over. There’s no way to escape the awful, wonderful, scary, intense, wild pressure that begins to build. He’s so rough, giving me no way to move, that arm like a band of steel around my hips, keeping me stationary for his grunting drives.

“Stop him,” I wail, my fingers clawing at the sheets. “It’s too big. It hurts.”

Mick shouts a curse and picks up the pace, the sound of our smacking flesh filling the room. “Paid extra to get you pregnant, brat. Hold still and let it happen.”

“No!”

“Yes.” His mouth finds my neck, his teeth sinking into the soft flesh. “Mine now. All mine. He’s seen it happen. Fucking mine. Always.”

I’m talking to Mick now and that’s what sends me into my climax, blistering white lust taking me prisoner from all sides, dragging me down into those agonizing moments while waiting for the pleasure to break—and when it does, I catapult into the blissful nothing, my flesh clamping down around Mick’s flesh, my consciousness wavering, blinking in and out. He falls forward, pinning me to the bed, his hips ramming into me from above, using my body like a toy.

When he roars loud enough to make my eardrums hurt, I wonder if maybe my father knows what we’re doing after all. Half of Los Angeles must hear Mick hit his peak and unleash endless streams of fluid inside me. It overflows and dribbles down my thighs, while his cock continues to stuff me full. In and out. Hard, rough, desperate. I’m sliding up and back on the mattress, taking it, sobbing, tears overflowing and running down my cheeks from the intensity of it all.

“I love you,” I murmur when he finally collapses on my back, his low, shuddering intakes of breath filling my ears.

“I love you, too, Hailey,” Mick answers, rolling off me and pulling me into his arms. “Fuck, baby. I love you so bad.”

“Good,” I tease him, tickling his ribs. “Now go work.”
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I shouldn’t have picked up the phone.

Unfortunately eavesdropping has become a favorite pastime of mine. I mean, can anyone blame me? I don’t even have a television in my room. Listening to my father’s meetings through the vent in my room is my only form of entertainment.

By the time Mick manages to stop kissing me and get out of bed, he still hasn’t quite managed to hide his worry from me. He mentioned having to cut down red tape and I sense he’s not willing to share much more, since he doesn’t want me to be scared. So I’ll have to find out what’s bothering him on my own.

Hearing Mick’s voice on the opposite side of the massive hotel room, I roll over in bed and gently pick up the receiver, covering the mouthpiece with my hand, listening to the conversation already underway between Mick and an older man with a nasal voice.

“You have Stepanov’s daughter in custody, Agent Grady.”

“Protective custody,” Mick corrects him in a sharp tone. “She’s been through hell at the hands of this madman.”

“Yes, you made it clear in your brief last night that she’s a poor little princess who’s been suffering away in her Hollywood Hills mansion.”

“Locking her in a fucking room. Terrorizing her. Did you miss that part? I’ll be happy to read it to you.”

“Somehow I think your interpretation will be different than mine.” I can feel Mick’s frustration and anger in the silence that passes. “I approved the order of protection. Now what can she do for the case? If she’s not an asset, she’s no good to us.” Another tick of silence. “Although I’ve seen the picture of her being taken into protective custody. I imagine you’re finding her good for something. At the risk of your job.”

“I don’t care if you’re my superior. One more comment like that about her and I will not only hand in my badge, I’ll put it somewhere the sun doesn’t shine. I’m doing my job while you sit in an air-conditioned office drinking Starbucks, so spare me the judgment. I get this shit done.”

The man clears his throat. “I notice you didn’t deny a relationship with her.”

“Yeah. And I won’t. She’s mine.” He lets that sink in and warmth spreads in my belly. “But my job is to bring in Stepanov and I’m going to do that regardless.”

“How? Is she willing to testify?”

I swallow hard, trying to imagine facing my father in the courtroom. No. I don’t think he would let me get that far alive. He’d find a way to reach me and make sure I never set foot on the stand.

“She’s not going anywhere near him,” Mick says, his voice deadly. “Not in the building. Not in the same state, as soon as I can manage it. She’s out.”

There’s some bluster on the other end. “Does she have evidence we can use?”

“She’s done with this. Don’t make me say it again.” Mick curses, his stress obvious even though I can’t see him. “I’ve made contact. I’ll get the evidence.”

“You can’t be serious, agent. Your cover is compromised.” The other man snorts. “You’re in his home last night for the first time…and the next morning, there’s a miraculous possibility of mudslides and his daughter goes missing? He’s going to see right through that coincidence and come for you.”

Mick seems unperturbed by this. “Has he already returned to the residence?”

“No. We’re holding the evacuation order for another two hours to make it believable. These things take a while to fix and I’m sure he’s done his due diligence. But as soon as he gets home, the clock starts on him discovering she’s gone and you’re screwed. And unless she can testify, you’ve failed.”

Mick stays quiet, but I can hear his unspoken thoughts nonetheless. He’s willing to compromise himself in the name of my happiness. Safety. And as far as I can tell, he hasn’t told his boss that I’m responsible for replicating the artwork. I could be the ticket to bringing down my father, but he won’t use me. Won’t put me in that position. It could cost him his job.

No. I can’t let it. Not because of me.

I know enough from listening to my father through the grate that his greatest fear is one of his men turning informant. If they ever get caught doing something illegal, they could use evidence against him as a bargaining chip to avoid jail time. Maybe I can do that now. In my room back at the mansion, I have a book of all the counterfeit orders my father left outside my door. I have dates. Even some names my father left on the paperwork by accident. I have everything they’ll need to put him behind bars.

There’s one problem, though. Mick will never let me go retrieve it. He’ll insist on doing it himself. And that could get him killed.

Me, however? If I could sneak back in undetected before my father returns home from being evacuated, Mick’s job will be saved and he’ll have the evidence he needs to complete the case. My father will go to prison and we won’t have to live in fear of him. Dammit. Why didn’t I just bring the book with me?

I’m so distracted by my own thoughts, I don’t realize the men have hung up until I hear Mick’s footsteps approaching the room. I hang up the phone just in time for him to kick open the door, a tray of room service in his hands. “Dinner is served, baby,” he says, a strained smile playing around his mouth. “I’m going to run downstairs to the gift shop and buy you some clothes. Just in case we have to move soon, so you’ll have enough to last. You stay here and eat until you pass out.”

An ache starts in my chest. “Okay, Mick.”

He sets down the tray and catches my chin. “You’re beautiful,” he says gruffly. “You know that?”

When he walks out a moment later, I don’t waste any time throwing on my clothes and shoes, saying a prayer for forgiveness when I scoop a handful of bills out of Mick’s wallet, vowing to pay him back. I wait a full two minutes after Mick leaves the room to poke my head out of the hotel room. My guards are in the opposite end of the hallway, smoking out an open window and watching a sports game on one of their phones. I hear them complaining about Mick being a hard ass and wonder if he just reminded them to do their job better. They should have listened.

Quietly as possible, I slide out of the room and vanish down the stairwell.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Mick

It’s the first time I’ve gone shopping for woman’s clothing—and I kind of love deciding what touches Hailey’s skin. This is an upscale hotel, so I have a lot of options, too. I buy her comfortable underwear, because I can’t imagine having a string up your ass feels good. But I can’t stop myself from buying her a few pairs of tight, little boy shorts made of lace. Pink, white, yellow. Just thinking of her buns in them is giving me a hard-on in the store, so I move on to clothes.

No help there. Tank tops make me think of her tits, skirts make me think of her thighs. Having them wrapped around me while I ride her on the bathroom floor. By the time I get to the checkout counter, my cock is hard, off to one side behind the fly of my jeans. There’s no help for it. Soon as I get back upstairs, I’m going to take her again.

Having the situation with her father out of my control, I’m twice as possessive. Protective. The need to claim and guard her is fierce. Now that she’s out of the house, I have to figure out my next move. One thing is for certain, Hailey isn’t going to be in harm’s way. Not in this lifetime.

I grab a pack of Advil for Hailey at the checkout, feeling like a depraved motherfucker, but the stoic salesman’s expression never changes as he bags the items and takes my money. Money I really like spending on Hailey.

If being with her costs me my job, I’m not worried. With my horse breeding operation gaining momentum and the cattle yielding income, the ranch is lucrative. And hell, I don’t relish the idea of being away from Hailey for months at a time while I work a case. Maybe it’s for the best if we cut our losses and go home, leave Los Angeles in our rearview. I know the Bureau won’t let me drop a case without giving them something, though. As soon as I get back upstairs and reassure myself Hailey is safe and sound, I’ll figure out my next play.

The first thing I notice when I walk into the bedroom is Hailey isn’t there.

Second? The food is untouched.

“Hailey.” Panic grabs me by the throat. “Hailey!”

No answer.

I check everywhere—the bathroom, the balcony, under the fucking bed, for chrissakes—before retreating to the hallway, grabbing one of the agents by his collar, throwing him up against the wall. “She’s gone.”

His shock is genuine. “What?”

I’m so terrified, my words are barely intelligible. “Listen to me very carefully. Did anyone come in here?”

“No.” He shifts a glance over at his partner, who is also white as a sheet and already shouting orders into his earpiece. “Stepanov has no idea she’s gone yet with the evac order still in place. We didn’t think there was a threat until he finds out she’s gone.”

“It’s my job to determine that, you fucking dead man.” I rear back and give him a right cross, letting him slump to the ground. Just like that, a light goes out in the rational part of my brain. Hailey. Where the fuck is my girl? Did someone take her? Did she…leave? No. No, she wouldn’t do that to me. She wouldn’t rip my heart out like this. Wait. I didn’t look for a note. Maybe she went out for some reason and left me an explanation.

Moving at a fast clip, I reenter the room, beelining for the bedroom.

And that’s when I notice the phone is askew in the cradle.

My mind struggles to fight through the panic and acknowledge why that’s bad. My conversation with my superior. Was she listening? What was said?

I pinch the bridge of my nose and start to pace, battling the urge to vomit. My superior wants to use her as a witness. Did she worry I’d allow that to happen? No, she would have trusted me. Trusted every word I said during the conversation she overheard. She would have known I mean to keep her safe, so…

Evidence.

Hailey knows I need something on her father. Or I could lose the case.

She also knows she has two hours before her father gets home.

She’s gone back to the house. And what she doesn’t know is the evacuation is optional—and her father would have realized that by now, too. He could return home at any time.

“No.”

With unimaginable images chilling my blood, I spin on a heel and sprint out of the room. Please God let me get there in time. Life just became worth living because of her. If I lose her now, I’ll lose myself.
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Hailey

There is no one home when the cab lets me out at the end of my father’s driveway. His car isn’t there and twilight has crept in, but no lights are on in the house. Okay. I can do this. I only need three minutes to get into the house and retrieve the book from upstairs. Mick is going to be livid when I get back to the hotel, but he’ll be fine. I’ll calm him down. And we’ll have the evidence he needs to get us free of this case. This world.

Maybe, just maybe, I want to save the day, too. Is that so unrealistic? I’ve been a victim for so long and I’m tired of it. I’ve found this man I want to live with, be happy with. I’m not letting anything stop me from making it happen.

I ask the cab driver to wait and speed walk down the driveway, mentally plotting my movements through the house. But I slow to a walk at the front door, realizing my plan has already hit a snag. I don’t have house keys. Unbelievable. I don’t have keys to my own house. No turning back now, though. Whatever it takes, I’m getting that book.

After testing the door to make sure its locked, I throw a glance back over my shoulder at the cab driver who is staring at his phone, then I circle to the side of the house, coming to a stop in front of a window. Taking a deep breath for courage, I take off my shoe and throw it straight through the glass, waiting. Nothing happens. Thank God. My father must have forgotten to set the alarm in the confusion of evacuating.

I take off my other shoe, using it to clear away the jagged shards along the bottom of the pane. Judging I’ve already gone past my three minutes, I heft myself up and climb into the window. Careful to avoid the glass, I hit the ground running, taking the stairs up to my room two at a time. Adrenaline spins like mini windmills in my veins, my heart pounding, my vision bright and sharp.

The hate and resentment that fills me when I unlock and enter my room momentarily freezes me in my path. But thinking of Mick, I fight through it and run into the bathroom at full speed, throwing open the door and entering my painting room. The book is sitting right where I left it on a crate full of paints, such a functional thing that has become vital overnight.

I grab it, spin around and run for the door, not even bothering to give my room a final glance before tearing down the hallway, book clutched to my chest. I’m at the foot of the stairs, intending to stuff my feet back into my shoes and climb back out the window…when my father walks into the house.

His expression goes from calm to deadly in the space of a second.

But it goes nuclear when he registers the book in my hand. Not that he moves a single muscle. “What are you planning to do with that, daughter?”

“I was…coming to find you. I had a question about one of the orders.”

He doesn’t believe me. That much is obvious. “Why is your leg bleeding?”

“Is it?” I ask, my voice high pitched. “I don’t know.”

My father takes one step past me, rolling a single, lethal shoulder when he sees the broken window in the next room. “It appears you did not learn your lesson last night, daughter.” He raises an eyebrow. “Maybe you even liked your lesson a little too much, da?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I whisper.

When he starts to back me toward the stairs, I drop the book, my heart rapping against my ribs. “Stop. Don’t come any closer,” I scream, surprising him. Surprising myself. I’ve never stood up to him. Never talked back or questioned him. I’ve been too afraid. Not anymore, though. I’ve got something to fight for. Someone. And I’ve got a new life to begin. A chance to make up for the years he’s stolen from me.

I won’t give it up.

Using his temporary pause to my advantage, I snatch up the book and start running. I just have to get out of the house and past him. If I can beat him to the glass sliding door at the back of the house, I can find a way down into the canyon. I’m lucky he’s alone right now, without his ever-present gang of dead-eyed gangsters. I only have to elude one man. With my happiness at stake, I can do anything.

I sprint fast enough to make my legs burn, reaching the glass door and flipping the lock, but I only get half of my body through the opening when my father catches up, dragging me back into the house by my hair. No. My balance is lost and I go down, still clinging to the book, my eyes watering at the pain in my scalp.

“Where are you going, huh? Who are you running to?”

I make a grab for his wrist, hoping to ease the pressure of my hair being pulled, but I shrink back at his expression of rage. He’s going to kill me. The book is proof that I was going to betray him, and to him, that’s the ultimate sin. One that comes with the penalty of death.

We’re in the middle of the kitchen when my father flips me over onto my back and lands a smacking blow across my face. It renders me blind for long moments, church bells ringing in my ear. When I regain my sight, he’s kneeling between my thighs, his shaking hands coming toward my neck. They wrap around me tight there, squeezing. Stealing my ability to breathe.

There are no weapons left in my arsenal, so I try to beg with my eyes. Please don’t hurt me. Please don’t touch me. Please don’t kill me. But there is no rationality left inside him. There’s only the violent criminal. I don’t even think he knows who I am anymore. I’m merely another adversary who threatens his livelihood. I’m beginning to lose consciousness when I hear a click to my right.

“You’ve got two seconds to let go of her. After that, you’re getting a bullet in the head. Give me any excuse to pull this fucking trigger.” Mick’s voice is a chilling whip crack that echoes through the kitchen, but to me, it’s a shot of hope. Relief. Love. “One. T—”

My father moves so fast, he’s a blur. He whips a gun out from the inside of his jacket and fires at Mick. Once, twice. I scream. My father’s body jerks in mid-air and he lands on his back with a choked moan. Dead. His eyes are lifeless, his body unmoving. Dead. A pulse raps against my temples as I sit up, my body lethargic from lack of oxygen. In the distance, I hear my name being called and turn…and find Mick slumped against the wall, holding his chest.

“No,” I scream, scrambling in my father’s pooling blood, desperate to get to Mick. “No, please.” It seems to take an eternity to reach him, crawling across the floor with denials clogged in my throat. “Mick. Mick.”

“I’m okay, Goldie,” he rasps, wincing.

“No. No, you’re shot. This is all my fault. We have to call—” The sound of sirens cut me off. “Oh thank God. They’re coming. Please don’t die. Please. I love you. Please.”

Mick’s hands cup the sides of my face, bringing it close to his, allowing me to see the crackling life in his eyes. The intensity of his affection. “Hailey. Look at me. You think I’d let myself die now that I’ve found you?”

Hot tears roll down my cheeks. “But—”

“I’m wearing a vest, baby.” He drops one hand from my face, guiding my fingers to the bullet hole in his shirt. On the other side, I feel the hard material, the still-warm bullet lodged in the right side. Right over that part of him that beats just for me. “The only thing getting inside this heart is you.”

I climb up onto his lap, sobbing like a baby into his neck. And when his big arms close around me, I know I’m home. This man is my home.

“Did he hurt you?”

“No,” I reassure him. “No, he only managed to slap me. And then you were here. You came just in time. I’m fine.”

His chest shudders. “I’m sorry it had to happen this way, baby. I’m sorry you had to see this.” He curses under his breath. “But I’d do it all over again. I’d kill for you, no matter the price.”

“I know.”

I find Mick’s mouth and kiss him, whimpering when he tugs my hips closer, smoothing his hands down my backside. “Don’t run off on me like that again, Hailey. You damn near killed me. If I hadn’t reached you in time—”

My lips cut him off, followed by a slow tease of tongues. “You saved me. I was trying to save you, too. And I had the evidence you needed, right there in the book. Names of his clients. Dates and addresses. I wanted to help.”

Mick shakes his head, but his attention falls to the book on the floor. “You saved more than just me today. A lot of questions will be answered with that book. Money returned. The Bureau will probably connect it to his drug business and lives will be saved by shutting it down. You were damn brave, baby.” He stands up, cradling me in his arms and giving me a stern look. “Just never, ever do it again.”

“Never,” I whisper, smiling and holding on to him for dear life. “Take me to Montana, Mick.”

His arms tighten around me. “On it, Goldie.”


EPILOGUE


Mick

One year later

Before I met Hailey, I thought this ranch in Montana was as close to heaven on earth as I could get. I was wrong. Since I brought home my girl, I’ve surpassed the highest level of paradise and we only continue to travel higher together. Every single day is a blessing I never expected and I am positive I don’t deserve.

I watch through the open doorway of the barn as Hailey takes her daily piano lesson. True to our promise, we learned to play together, but she had more of a knack for it and wanted to be instructed more often. She has the heart of an artist, my Hailey. The walls of our house are decorated with her paintings, each one more gorgeous than the last. Bright splashes of reds and oranges and pinks in a once-beige living space, so similar to the way she’s affected my life, bathing it in color.

We were required to remain in Los Angeles for a couple weeks after Hailey’s father was killed by my own hand, but I managed to get the paperwork, statements and red tape expedited. Nothing was going to stop me from getting her to Montana where I could make her my wife. And I did that immediately, carrying her through the doorway of the closest courthouse on our second morning home. Christ, just the memory of her repeating our marriage vows, sunlight in a halo around her head, has the power to rob me of breath.

She does. Look at her, sitting at the piano bench, her back straight, fingers dancing over the keys. Her instructor—an older woman named June—paces behind Hailey with a satisfied smile on her face, keeping time with a tapping finger on her crossed arms.

Impatient for a better look at my wife, I saunter into the barn to take in her profile. The swell of her pregnant belly heats my blood. Every time. I can’t stop my hands from smoothing over it every time we pass in the hallway, on the ranch, in the bedroom. Inevitably, touching the life we created together makes me hungry for her pussy. I’m never anything but famished for it—and right now is no exception. I ache to express my love every minute of the day. I’m able to do that best when she’s awash in pleasure and I know I’m doing my God-given duty.

Making Hailey happy.

She is happy, isn’t she? I think of her talking with the new book club friends she made, sipping wine in the study with her Kindle in her lap. Think of her running through the fields alongside the horses in the early morning light, laughing and spinning. Even though she never stops smiling, I still worry I’m not doing enough. I was given the world’s sweetest angel and the fear of waking up from this incredible dream never leaves me.

My wife is paradise.

I walk closer to the piano and sunlight dances on the curve of her neck. Goosebumps lift there and I know she senses me. Her fingers hit a bad note on the keys and she stops, her hands dropping to the bench. Clutching it. The only sound in the barn becomes her breath, rasping in and out of her lungs. Hailey is horny. It’s no wonder, since I woke up early to meet with a horse trainer two towns over and didn’t want to disturb her. I’m determined to make sure she stays well rested while carrying our child. Even if that meant leaving my cock hard this morning when I wanted nothing more than to slide into that tight pussy and let it milk me dry.

Not going to lie, it’s even harder now as I approach the piano. Hailey has assured me over and over again that she doesn’t need nice things to be happy. I’ve been determined to give her every single comfort, regardless. Vacations, clothing, jewelry, the best art supplies. She’ll have everything her heart desires—and after this morning, that will be painfully easy. Without my FBI job, I needed to go full throttle on the horse business. And I’ve just negotiated a deal to breed our best stallion with the offspring of a Triple Crown winner, putting a lot more zeroes in our bank account. Maybe I’ll fly her to Paris tomorrow to celebrate.

Fuck it. We’ll go tonight. I want to ride her while she looks through a hotel window at the lit-up Eiffel Tower, dripping in fucking diamonds.

I settle a hand on top of the piano.

“You’re getting better every day, Goldie.” I shake my head. “You’re incredible.”

“Thank you,” she whispers, her eyes big and hopeful on me.

Don’t worry, baby, I know what you need.

“Yes, I’m so happy with her progress,” says the instructor, wringing her hands. I might make her nervous, but she’s the best teacher around. “Would you like to hear her—”

“Yes. Later.” I shoot the woman a tight smile. “Could you excuse us?”

She’s well used to this. Hailey and I needing to be alone mid-lesson. I’m sure she’s even heard my wife’s screams of ecstasy through the barn door and smelled my possession in the air when she resumes the lesson. So be it. When my wife and I need each other, nothing stands in our way.

“Yes, sir.”

As soon as the instructor retreats to the barn door, closing it behind her. I move behind my wife where she sits on the bench and cup her beautiful tits in my hands. “They’re so full. Ready to nurse my child.”

Hailey arches her back on a whimper. “I missed you this morning.”

“How much?”

She stands and I kick the piano bench aside. Just like that, we’re panting. My cock becomes a dripping mess in my pants when I see her microscopic jean skirt. It’s so brief that when she leans forward, bracing her hands on the piano, her little, green silk thong looks back at me. “You wear this naughty girl outfit for me?” I lower my zipper with a hard tug and let my cock spring out. “You wanted to give me quick access to this pussy as a nice welcome home?”

“Yes, Mick. Please.”

“Tug your thong aside and give up that tight hole.” I position her hips with firm hands, her body hitting some notes on the piano. “Come on. Give it up to your husband.” Her shaking hands lift the denim and I growl at the insane temptation of her. “Fuck. If you weren’t already pregnant, today would be the day. Got so much come for you, Hailey. I need you.”

“I need you, too,” she sobs, not bothering to hold back a scream when I rip her thong off impatiently and ram myself deep, deep, cramming myself into her sheath. The force of my thrust lifts her off the ground and I bounce her on my angled lap, trying to go that final inch I can never fit. God help me, though, I never stop trying. “Mick, oh God.” She throws her head back onto my shoulder. “I love you so much.”

I’m rocked to the core by the beauty that shines back at me from her eyes. “I love you, too, Hailey. My wife. My happiness.”

We don’t let the piano teacher back into the barn for a good hour. By that time, my wife is smiling at me and all is right with the world.

Heaven.

THE END
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