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      Hazel is down on her luck, without a job or a place to live, and things only get worse when she gets into a fender bender with a beautifully dark man named Myles. He’s supermodel gorgeous with dark hair and piercing eyes.

      

      She’s afraid and worried. With no money, she’s not sure how she’ll repay him.

      

      When he offers her a job at his club dancing, she doesn’t know what to expect, and she certainly isn’t prepared to fall for the man. What started as repayment soon becomes obsession, need, and want. But a man like Myles has secrets, and when Hazel discovers just how dark the man she’s falling for is, will she run or will she stay?
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      Don’t cry. Don’t cry… I keep telling myself in my head, yet the pressure in my eyes keeps building, and I know I won’t be able to hold back much longer. I can’t cry. If I cry, my glasses are going to fog up, and then I won’t be able to see where I’m going.

      I tighten my hands on my steering wheel as I make my way through town. My car makes a pinging sound, reminding me that I’m driving on E. Like I need another reminder of how screwed I am.

      My tank is empty. I have no money. No job. No home. I’m so screwed.

      My stomach picks that exact moment to growl. Yeah, I know, I haven’t eaten today either. I spent my last five dollars on dinner yesterday, hoping I would get the job I interviewed for just now.

      Of course, I didn’t. As soon as I walked in, the manager told me the position was already filled. I’m pretty sure he was lying, but there is nothing I can do about it.

      I could sell this car, but then I have nowhere to sleep. I might get a few hundred dollars for this old piece of junk. I could eat and stay in a motel for a few days, but what then?

      Randy’s voice fills my head…

      “You can stay here, Hazel. I’ll take care of you, but you’re gonna have to do some stuff for me.” He grins, his yellow teeth on full display.

      “Like what kind of stuff?” I know right away I shouldn’t have asked.

      “You can let me fuck you, for starters…”

      I left that same day, the day I turned eighteen. Randy and his wife, Monica, were the last of many foster homes I lived in. Randy was a creep from the beginning, but he never actually touched me or even made a blunt suggestion like that. Not until after my birthday, when he didn’t have a legal obligation to let me stay at his house.

      A part of me knew something like this was going to happen. That’s why I have been saving every single penny since my sixteenth birthday. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to get by for the last two weeks. I hoped I would have found a job by now, but that has been much harder than I thought.

      The car beeps again. The flashing E light might as well be a billboard telling me I suck. I glance down at it. The needle is below the actual E now. I need to find somewhere to park. Somewhere I can sleep…

      CRASH.

      My whole body jolts forward. My forehead hits the upper part of the steering wheel as my seat belt cuts into my shoulder and stomach. Groaning, I sit up straight and try to regain my bearings.

      No, no, no!

      I didn’t see the traffic light turning red, and I didn’t see the car in front of me stopping. A car that I hit. I fucking hit a car! Even worse, it’s a nice car… a really nice car.

      There is nothing I can do now to stop the tears. I stop fighting. I don’t even try. I simply give up and let the tears come. One, then two, and before I know it, I’m sobbing uncontrollably.

      I look up when I hear a car door being slammed shut, and I find a man has gotten out of the car I just hit. My glasses are already fogging up, but not enough for me to miss how handsome he is. Great. Of course, he has to be good-looking.

      Even with the angry frown on his face, he looks like he just stepped out of an Armani billboard. Dark jeans mold to his thick legs, and a black button-up shirt stretches over his muscular chest with his sleeves rolled up, revealing tattoos on his forearms.

      He starts walking in my direction, and I lower my head. I let my long brown hair fall into my face, acting as a curtain. As if that could hide me.

      Closing my eyes, I wish I was somewhere else. No, scratch that. I wish I was someone else. Someone who has their life together. Someone who has a family.

      Someone who isn’t me.
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      What the fuck? Did this fucker behind me seriously just hit my car? I can’t believe this shit. I don’t care who the hell is in that car, I’m ripping them a new one. Someone is going to pay for this.

      I get out of my car and slam the door shut behind me. I’m so fucking angry, I feel like punching something… or someone. Preferably whoever is responsible.

      My mind already reels with how I’m going to drag the fucker into an alley to end his life. Ace is not going to be happy to send the clean-up crew for this, but I don’t give a fuck. This moron hit my car, and what good is it being part of a powerful mafia family if you can’t kill random people for pissing you off?

      Walking around my car, I take in the damage. Fuck! There is a good-sized dent in my back bumper, and the paint is chipped off. Another surge of anger runs through my veins.

      I turn and look at the rust bucket that hit me. The front bumper is practically about to fall off.

      Raising my head, I look through the windshield at the driver. At first, all I see is brown hair, but when I get closer, I can make out that a woman is definitely behind the wheel.

      Great. I hate killing women. No fun in that.

      Her head is down, her long hair covering her face, and when I stop right next to the window, I can see her hands in her lap. Her thin fingers hold the hem of her sweater so tightly her knuckles are white. I notice her shoulders are shaking like she is crying.

      Fuck, this is getting worse by the second. I don’t want to deal with a crying chick. I’m moments away from spinning around and walking my ass back to my car, but I decide if I can’t kill her, I can at least scare her a bit. That might be fun.

      Raising my hand, I knock my knuckles against her window and wait. She doesn’t look up or move to open the door. She could at least roll down the damn window.

      My anger is reaching a boiling point. No one ignores me. I knock again, this time hard enough to hurt my knuckles, but she still doesn’t move.

      Shaking my head, I reach for the door handle and pull. To my surprise, it’s unlocked, and the door swings open.

      “Hey, lady!” I try to get her attention. “Did you not see the red light?”

      No reaction.

      “Are you deaf or just ignoring me?” I yell at her, barely containing my fury.

      “I’m sorry,” she sobs, shaking her head. “I’m really sorry.” Her voice is trembling.

      Then it occurs to me that she might be hurt. She is probably half my size, and her car is old and rusty. The crash must have shaken her up more than me.

      Opening the door wider, I crouch next to her.

      “Hey, can you at least look at me?” I ask, keeping my voice even, but my lingering annoyance and anger bleed through anyway.

      She finally nods. Keeping her head bowed, she turns her head slightly. Lifting her hand, she tucks her hair behind her ear, letting her face come into view.

      Her large baby blue eyes find mine and go even wider as she takes me in. Yeah, I get it. I look like a scary motherfucker. It’s by design.

      The sadness and profound guilt I see in them has my anger slowly dissipating. Not only that, but also she looks young, much younger than I expected. She is basically a kid, around sixteen or seventeen.

      “I’m so sorry,” she apologies again, her body shaking.

      “It’s okay,” I say without thinking. It’s really not okay, but right now, it doesn’t matter. Yelling at this scared teenage girl is not going to be satisfying since she is already scared shitless.

      Cars whiz by us in the other lane, one of them honking their horn. Asshole.

      “Did you turn on your hazard lights?”

      “Ah… no.” She looks over the buttons on her dashboard but doesn’t know which one to press.

      Leaning over, I reach across and press it for her. As I do, her sweet floral scent evades my scenes. Mmm, she smells good, so sweet, and I can almost taste her innocence. I haven’t fucked a virgin in a long time, and she looks most assuredly like one. My dick twitches against my zipper, and there is a low rumble in my chest at the thought.

      Looking at her pretty face, I notice a small red bump on her forehead and wonder if she hit her head. She is wearing glasses, which are slightly fogged up from crying and one of the lenses has a crack running across.

      “You broke your glasses,” I point out as I settle back into a crouch next to her.

      “Oh.” She takes them off and inspects the lens. Her frown deepens, and more tears run down her cheeks. “I hit my head on the steering wheel. It must have happened then.”

      Nodding, I watch her for a few more seconds, trying to figure out what the fuck to do. She is pretty enough, and vulnerable. I can’t have her work at the club if she is underage, but I could definitely fuck her. But that may be more trouble than it’s worth, depending on her situation.

      “I’m guessing you don’t have insurance?”

      Lowering her head again, she shakes it slightly.

      Trying to get money from her is going to be a nightmare. Obviously, she has none, and it’s not like I’m hurting for cash. The best thing to do is just walk away. I should just leave her here. She is not my problem.

      I fucking know she isn’t, but something stops me.

      “Are you good to drive?” I ask her. “There is a diner on the right. Can you drive into the parking lot so we can get out of the road?” I point at it. We can see it from where we are now.

      “Yeah, I can make it.”

      “Okay, follow me then.” I push up to a stand and close the door, then watch her put her glasses back in place before I return to my car.

      I slowly drive the two-hundred feet and turn into the diner. I keep an eye on the mystery girl in my rearview mirror. For a second, I’m worried she won’t follow me into the parking lot and will take off instead. Then again, that might be what I need right now.

      She pulls up beside me into a parking spot. I kill the engine and get out of the car, and so does she. We meet in front of her hood, where I take a moment to study her.

      Now that we are standing, our size difference is really noticeable. She is short and skinny, wearing black leggings, old sneakers, and an oversized sweater that has a tiny hole on the collarbone. Her hair falls off her shoulders in messy brown locks. Her eyes are glassy from crying, and her plump lips are dry and chapped.

      She looks like a mess, but a beautiful mess. She doesn’t wear a lick of makeup, which she wouldn’t need anyway. Her skin is smooth and flawless everywhere. She has high cheekbones, a cute button nose, and big eyes rimmed by black coal lashes.

      “How old are you?”

      “Eighteen.” She sniffles.

      I raise my eyebrow at her. “Are you sure about that? You don’t look like eighteen.”

      “I am, I promise.”

      Well, that changes things. I rake my eyes over her tiny body once more, this time paying better attention to her tits and tiny waist. She would look good on stage… and her lips would look great wrapped around my cock.

      A sob rips from her chest, reminding me that she is still a hot mess, and I don’t feel like dealing with some sobbing chick all day. I can just get her number and get to her later.

      “Do you have anyone you can call to come and get you? Parents? A friend.”

      She shakes her head and wraps her arms around herself as if she is physically trying to keep herself from falling apart.

      I have the unreasonable urge to hug her, to pull her into my chest and tell her everything is going to be okay. Where the hell did that come from? I don’t hug people. I’m close to my five brothers, and I don’t even hug them. Shaking that foreign feeling away, I think about my next move.

      “So an eighteen-year-old girl with no friends and family…” I say more to myself. She is beautiful as hell and looks very young. She has an innocence around her that would do great at the club. Really fucking great actually. Maybe it’ll be worth it after all.

      “Do you want to go inside and grab something to eat?”

      Her eyes flicker to the front door, and I can see the excitement twinkle in her eyes, but then she shakes her head again.

      “Why not? I’ve eaten here before. It’s pretty good.”

      “I don’t have any money.”

      “I see. How about this one is on me?”

      Her eyes shoot up at me as they widen in surprise, and her eyebrows raise. “I hit your car. Why would you invite me to eat?” she asks, and well, that’s a really good question. The problem is, there is no way I can give her an honest answer.

      Because if she knew what I have in mind, she would be running away from me as fast as she could.
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      I follow him into the diner even though I know I shouldn’t. People don’t do things without expecting something in return. I’ve learned that the hard way one too many times.

      I’ve already cost him hundreds of dollars by hitting his car, and now he wants to buy me food? There is no way he is not going to ask me to do something for him.

      On top of that, he doesn’t look like the kind of person who does things out of the goodness of his heart. His dark clothes cover most of his body, but tattoos peek out from the sleeves and decorate his neck. A skull is tattooed on his hand, and there are some letters inked on his knuckles. I don’t want to stare long enough to read what it says, but something tells me it’s not going to be anything sweet and innocent.

      Still, I walk behind him and take a seat in a booth opposite him. I blame my irresponsible action on the immense hunger, and maybe because I’ve hit my head pretty hard.

      “What’s your name?” He asks.

      “Hazel.”

      “Hazel,” he repeats as if he is testing out my name. “I’m Myles.”

      “I would say it’s nice to meet you, but if we hadn’t met, you wouldn’t have a dent in your car,” I halfway joke. Neither one of us laughs.

      He shrugs. “Accidents happen.”

      “Hey, guys.” A middle-aged woman in a pink apron approaches us. “Can I start you off with something to drink?” she asks, her voice oddly shaky as she puts down a menu in front of both of us.

      I look up at her and realize she doesn’t just sound nervous. She looks like it too.

      “Water for me, please.”

      “Sure, honey. What about you?” she asks Myles without meeting his eyes. Weird.

      “Coke,” he says gruffly and picks up his menu. The waitress scurries off as if she can’t get away fast enough.

      Opening the menu, I try to concentrate on it instead of gawking at Myles sitting across from me. I pretend to decide what I want when, in reality, I’ve already picked the cheapest thing on the menu.

      “Here you go,” our waitress says when she comes back with our drinks. “Are you guys ready to order?” We both nod our heads. “What can I get you, honey?” she asks me first.

      “Just some pancakes,” I say. Myles gives me a strange look, almost as if he knows I want to order more.

      “I’ll have the all-American breakfast and one of your special omelets.”

      The waitress takes our menus and disappears into the kitchen.

      The smell of freshly brewed coffee and fried food lingers in the air, making my stomach growl loudly and cramp painfully. Luckily the sound of the coffee machine grinding beans is loud enough to cover it up.

      “Are you from around here?” Myles asks.

      “Ah, no. I’m kind of from all over the place,” I give him a washed-out answer, hoping he won’t dig any deeper.

      “What brings you to town?”

      “I was here for a job interview,” I explain.

      “Did you get the job?” A lopsided grin tugs on his lips, and for a moment, I’m mesmerized by that smile… and by those lips.

      “No.” I shake my head and force my gaze up to his eyes. “I didn’t.”

      “That sucks.” He frowns as though he’s actually disappointed. “So, where do you live?”

      I suck in a deep breath, trying not to glance at my car. I’m a horrible liar, but I can’t bring myself to tell him the truth. It’s too humiliating to admit I’m basically homeless.

      “One order of pancakes.” The waitress comes out of nowhere, and I almost hug her for the interruption, which allows me to avoid answering the question.

      “Thank you,” I tell her and start eating immediately.

      She sets two plates in front of Myles, then goes back to get two more. One of them has a huge omelet smothered in cheese and bacon. Crap, that looks good.

      I don’t even realize I’m staring at his food while shoveling down my pancakes like I haven’t eaten a full meal in days until I hear him chuckle. Looking up, I catch him watching me with an amused expression.

      “Sorry,” I mumble with my mouth full. Embarrassed, I lower my gaze and slow down. My cheeks feel like they’re on fire.

      Without a word, he pushes the plate with the omelet over to my side. When I look up, all the humor has left his features.

      “I forgot how big these omelets were. Maybe you can help me eat it?”

      “Sure.” I suppress the thought that he is only doing this because he either feels sorry for me or thinks he’ll get something out of this. I’m too hungry to worry about that now.

      We eat in silence, and I’m beyond thankful for that. I don’t want to answer any more of his questions.

      When I’m completely stuffed, I put my fork down and lean back in my seat. My stomach is round and bulging out, feeling more satisfied than I have in weeks.

      “Thank you,” I tell him again. “I’ll pay you back for lunch, and I’ll give you money for your car as soon as I get a job. I promise.”

      Myles leans forward, folding his arms across his chest and resting them on the table. His eyebrows scrunch up like he is trying to figure something out… trying to figure me out.

      “I might have a job for you,” he finally says. “No experience required.”

      Oh god, here it comes. He is going to ask for sex.

      To my utter shock, I don’t feel the same disgust I felt when Randy made that proposition. Actually, I’m not disgusted at all right now, but that doesn’t mean I would go for it. I have more self-respect than that.

      Carefully, I ask, “What kind of job?”

      “Well… I own a strip club.” At his words, I almost jump up and make a run for it. I fucking knew it. This was a bad idea.

      “Is that why you bought me food?”

      “A part of it, yes,” he admits. At least he isn’t a liar. “You would do well at my club, and you do owe me some money to fix my car.”

      “It doesn’t sound like you’re giving me much of a choice.”

      A mischievous grin spreads across his face. “You have a choice, but I can guarantee you that working at the club will be the better option.” He doesn’t elaborate, and I fill in the blanks myself. “Have you ever been to a strip club, Hazel?”

      “No.”

      “Why don’t you let me take you over there and show you around? You can meet the crew before you make up your mind. I think you might have the wrong idea in your head right now.”

      “And what impression would that be?”

      “Sleazy, back alley strip club. Naked girls everywhere giving old sweaty guys blow jobs for an extra twenty under the table.”

      “Yeah, kind of,” I reveal. He really wasn’t far off at all.

      “It’s not like that.” He gives me a megawatt smile. “I promise. Let me show you the club after we eat and then you can see if you want the job. How does that sound?”

      Too good to be true…

      Forcing a smile, I nod. “Sounds great.”
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      By the time I pay for our food and lead Hazel back outside, the sun has set. With the sunshine gone, the temperature has dropped, leaving the air chilly. She stops in front of her car but doesn’t make a move to get out her keys.

      “Ah… can I ride with you?”

      “Sure, hop in.” I open the door for her and watch her get in before I walk around and get in myself. She is quiet as I pull out of the parking lot and head toward the club. Being close to her in this confined space has my head swimming. Her scent fills the car quickly, making me feel light-headed. I actually have to crack my window open to prevent my dick from getting any harder.

      Every time I glance over at her, she is wringing her hands in her lap nervously. I’m not sure if she is worried about the job or simply on edge because she is in a car with a man she barely knows. A man who looks like a criminal… and lives up to that image very much so.

      Ten minutes later, we pull up in front of Vivid, the strip club my oldest brother, Ace, handed over to me a year ago. On the outside, this is a clean and legitimate strip club. A high-end gentlemen’s club where the girls don’t even get naked all the way, keeping their tiny thongs on at all times.

      We keep it that way on purpose because this business is how my family launders money from the not so legitimate businesses.

      I usually park around the back, but no customers are here right now, and I wanted her to see the front.

      “This is it. What do you think so far?” She looks up at it with wide eyes, taking in the large neon sign. The outside looks more like a nightclub than anything else.

      “Nicer than I expected… no offense.”

      “None taken.” I chuckle. “Let’s go inside.”

      We get out of the car, and I have the crazy urge to take her hand. My palm tingles, beckoning me to reach out and touch her.

      I open the heavy front door, and we both walk into the lobby. It’s sleek and stylish, like the rest of the club. Hazel looks around wide-eyed like this is some kind of magical place to her.

      “Hey, boss,” Tommy greets from the top of the ladder he is currently standing on.

      “Hey, Tommy, didn’t expect you to be here, but I’m glad you are.”

      “Yeah? Missed me or something?” He steps off the ladder and throws the old bulb he just switched out in the trash.

      “I might have found a new girl.”

      Tommy gives Hazel a once-over, an approving grin forming on his lips.

      “New girl, eh?” He walks over to us and holds out his hand to Hazel.

      “Ah… maybe.” Hazel smiles nervously, putting her tiny hand into Tommy’s ginormous one. I’m a big guy, but Tommy has about three inches in height and sixty pounds of muscle on me, which is why I hired him as a bouncer.

      “Tommy is the head of security,” I explain.

      “Oh, that makes sense,” she whispers.

      “Come on, let me show you around.” I motion for her to follow me as I lead her through the large double doors into the main room. All the lights are turned on right now, and the music is only playing low. There are three stages. A large one in the center and two smaller ones off to the side.

      Holly is going over her new routine on the main stage. Gabrielle, Trish, and Samantha are watching and giving her notes. All the girls are fully dressed in workout clothes but are still wearing their high heels since that’s how they will be dancing tonight.

      The song ends, and Holly steps off the stage, switching spots with Trish.

      “Wow, she was really good,” Hazel points out like she is genuinely fascinated.

      “Yes, Holly always takes her routine very seriously. She used to dance ballet.”

      Holly must have heard her name because she spins around and waves at me before skipping over to where we stand.

      “Hi! New girl?” Holly chirps excitedly, but I know it’s fake. She hates new girls, and if Hazel stays, she’d better watch it around her.

      “If she can dance, yes.”

      “Well, let’s see what you’ve got,” Holly urges. “You might want to lose the glasses, though. You have contacts?”

      “We’ll get her some contacts but not right now. I have things to discuss with her first. Hazel, let’s go to my office and talk about the details,” I lie. I do want Hazel to dance now, but it will be for my eyes only.

      I lead her behind the bar and up the stairs to my office. She steps inside hesitantly, and when I shut the door behind us, she jumps back like I’m about to tear her throat out.

      “Calm down. I’m not gonna bite.” My words don’t seem to help much. She wraps her arms around herself like she’s cold, but it’s pretty warm up here, so I’m sure she’s just nervous and scared.

      Walking over to the small wet bar next to my desk, I pull out two glasses and pour a healthy amount of whiskey in each. When I turn around, Hazel hasn’t moved an inch. Only when I hand her one of the glasses does she seem to snap out of her frozen state.

      I watch her take a few tiny sips before I take a seat on the leather couch in the corner. Swirling the amber liquid around in my glass, I look up and down Hazel’s thin body.

      “Dance for me,” I order before bringing the glass to my lips.

      Hazel takes a large sip of the whiskey, almost emptying the glass completely. She tries to hide her disgust, but she can’t hide her cough from the strong booze. She looks around the room and finds a side table closest to her to put her glass down.

      The music from below isn’t loud, but it’s enough for her to dance to. I lean back and stretch out my arms, waiting for her to start. She takes another minute, but I let her take her time.

      Looking anywhere besides me, she starts moving her hips to the rhythm of the music. Her arms start to move next. She seductively moves them over her ribs, up her body until they are in the air above her head, and her whole body is moving in sync to the music.

      She is better than I thought she would be. This innocent-looking, nerdy girl can dance.

      “Start taking your clothes off,” I tell her, and I can almost hear her gulp from across the room. Nevertheless, she reaches for the hem of her shirt and starts pulling it off her body while continuing to sway her hips lightly.

      A worn-out white bra comes into view. I’ve never seen anything less sexy, yet my cock still strains against my zipper. After throwing her shirt to the ground, she dips her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and pulls those down her slender legs.

      That part is almost impossible to do in a sexy way, but somehow, she even manages that. I take another sip of my booze, hoping the alcohol will magically make my raging boner disappear. That thought is nonexistent when she reaches around her back and unclasps her bra. Her tits spill free, and a groan rumbles in my chest. Fuck me, her tits are perfect. Perky, just the right size, with rosy nipples that are begging to be sucked.

      She spins around slowly, and I almost come in my pants. Jesus, what is it about this girl? I’ve seen more women dance naked than I can count, but I don’t remember reacting to anyone like this… ever.

      Even though every fiber in my body wants me to push her onto her knees and thrust my cock into her throat, I know I need to do this by the book. Ace will have my balls if I fuck up one of our upfront businesses.

      “That’s enough.” I grit my teeth, my words coming out way more harsh than they have to be. “You’ll do. Get dressed.”

      Downing the last bit of whiskey from my glass, I get up and place it back on the wet bar. My cock aches with each step I take, but I force the fucker down.

      Out of the corner of my eyes, I watch her dress quickly. When she is all covered up again, I motion for her to sit down in front of my desk while I grab an application from the filing cabinet.

      I normally hand new employees the paper and a pen, but I’m too curious to know every detail about her to do it that way. Instead, I sit down across from her and keep the application in front of me.

      “You get paid by tips only. You don’t dance; you don’t get paid. On average, the girls make six hundred each a night on tips.”

      “Six hundred?” She gasps, sitting up a little straighter.

      “Yeah, more if you’re good. You have to be here at nine and most nights stay until three in the morning. Monday is the only day we’re closed.”

      “I can do that.”

      “Great.”

      “And I’ll pay you back whatever it costs to fix the car.”

      “Don’t worry about that. We can get even later. Right now, we need to fill out this paperwork, and you’ll be good to go. What’s your full name?”

      “Hazel Marie Miller,” she says, and I write it down. Next is her birthday and social security number, which she gives to me without a problem.

      “Address?”

      I wait for her to tell me, but after a few seconds, she still hasn’t said anything. When I look up from the paper, she is staring at me, her eyes brimming with tears.

      “What?”

      “I don’t have an address in town yet,” she admits, and it finally clicks in my head. She doesn’t have a place to stay.

      Putting my pen down, I fold my hands in front of me, trying to hide my excitement. She doesn’t have a place to stay, which means this little temptress is coming home with me.
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      Myles pulls into the driveway of a modern-looking house on the outskirts of town. For the whole drive out here, I’ve been so nervous I can’t keep my hands from trembling. I barely know this man, other than he owns a strip club and apparently has lots of money. Yet I’m going to live with him in his house.

      “You know I can find someplace else—”

      “I already told you, you’re going to stay here, and that’s final,” he says, his voice stern. I told him from the very beginning I didn’t like this idea, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer.

      Swallowing down my fear, I get out of the car and gaze up at his home. It looks more like a large family should live here and not a single guy. I’m so engrossed by the house that I don’t realize Myles is getting all my stuff from the trunk while I just stand there.

      “Oh shit, I’m sorry.” I rush over to him and try to grab a bag.

      He pulls it out of my reach. “It’s fine. I’ve got it.”

      We stopped back at the diner, so I could get my clothes out of my car. Myles didn’t mention it directly, but I think it’s pretty obvious that I’m homeless.

      “Thank you…”

      “Don’t worry about it,” he brushes it off like it’s no big deal. “You can make it up to me later.” He winks at me, and my stomach does a summersault. I don’t want to think about what he means by that.

      I follow him inside, looking around the house like a kid on Christmas morning. It’s an open floor plan, simply furnished, but stylish looking. It’s very masculine, fitting Myles perfectly.

      “Come on, I’ll show you to your room.” He leads me up a staircase and down the hall. We pass multiple doors before he stops and opens one.

      “This is it.” He walks into the room, dropping my bags next to the bed as I take in the room. The first thing I see is the queen-sized bed with a sleigh headboard and white bedding that looks like clouds. The light gray furniture all matches with touches of dark gray and light blue over the room. It looks so pretty.

      I can’t believe I am actually staying here. A tiny bit of my apprehension retreats. Maybe this is not going to be so bad after all.

      “What’s wrong?” Myles’s deep baritone voice interrupts my thoughts.

      I didn’t even realize that I’d started crying until Myles reaches for me, his thumb wiping away the tear running down my cheek.

      “Nothing… I’m just a bit overwhelmed, I guess. Today was a lot. And this room is beautiful. Your whole house is beautiful. I actually…” I sniffle. “I’ve never stayed anywhere so nice, that’s all.” As soon as the words leave my mouth, I regret them because I sound so freaking pitiful. “Please don’t feel sorry for me.”

      “I’m glad you’re here.”

      “Really? Is that because you want me to do something else besides stripping for you at the club?” I almost choke on my own words when I realize what I just asked.

      “There are a lot of things I want you to do to repay me, but I don’t think you’re ready for most of those yet.” His husky voice sends a shiver down my spine. “But maybe you could give me a blow job?”

      “I…” That’s all I can get past the lump forming in my stomach. “I’ll pay you back with the tips I’ll make.”

      “You’ll pay me back for the car, staying here, gas, and food? What about interest?”

      Interest?

      “Yes, all of it. You can have all of my tips, and I’ll find a second job as well,” I blurt out.

      Sighing deeply, he takes a moment to inspect me before talking again. “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to leave you alone for tonight. You had a long day, so go to sleep, and tomorrow, we’ll talk about what you can do for me in exchange for staying here.”

      I want to point out that I’m not choosing to stay here, but I already know it’s going to be useless to say that. “Okay.” I nod and take a seat on my new bed.

      “My room is the one next to yours. I’ll see you in the morning.” And with that, he is out of the room, closing the door behind him.

      I take a quick shower in the attached bathroom before putting on my sleep shirt and crawling into bed. A moan escapes me as I settle into the mattress. This is most definitely the plushest bed I have ever slept in.

      I feel safe and warm. My stomach is full, yet I can’t get comfortable. I’m exhausted, but my mind won’t let me rest. I can’t go to sleep no matter how long I try to force my mind to shut off. I just can’t stop thinking about what Myles is going to ask from me tomorrow. I should have just sucked his dick earlier and got it over with. Now I won’t be able to rest my mind.

      After another twenty minutes of tossing and turning, I decide to get up.

      Fuck this. I’m going to go over there and suck his dick. At least that way, it’s on my terms. I choose where and when. It might not be a lot, but I’ll take every ounce of control I can get.

      Kicking off the blanket, I climb out of the bed and tiptoe out into the hallway. I pause in front of the door next to mine with my hand hovering over the knob.

      You can do this, I tell myself. At least Myles is easy on the eyes.

      Turning the doorknob, I push the door open and step into the room. It’s dark, but the faint light coming in from the window is enough to make out the bed. Soap and fresh linen fills my nose. His room smells good… like him.

      “Did you change your mind, or did you come in here to stab me?” His sleepy voice meets my ears right before he sits up and flips on the nightstand lamp.

      I squint at the sudden light. “Stab you? No, I… I came because I want to make it up to you. For letting me stay here, I mean.”

      “I’m all yours then. Make it up to me.” He grins, triumphant.

      I might be a virgin, but I’m not a nun. I’ve done basically everything else. I’ve given plenty of blow jobs, but I don’t think I’ve ever been so nervous about giving one before.

      Climbing on the bed, I push against Myles’s shoulder. His bare skin is hot under my touch as I make him lie on his back. Never losing eye contact, I push the blanket off and slowly crawl down his body. He is shirtless, and I can’t help but appreciate his tattooed body.

      When I settle between his legs, I dip my fingers into his boxers and pull them down enough to free his cock. He is huge. Bigger than any other guy I’ve been with.

      For a moment, I just take him in, gawking at Myles’s body. His chest is muscular and well defined, so are his arms and his stomach. The V leading to his crotch has my pussy growing wetter, and I can’t help running my fingers over it.

      Myles shudders beneath me, a lazy smile pulling on his lips. He hasn’t said a word, but the way he is looking at me tells me enough. He wants me. If his dick pointing up to the stars wasn’t enough proof, the lust in his eyes would tell me. But there is more than that, more than lust. There is a kind of longing… maybe I’m imagining it.

      Lowering myself, I take the head of the engorged cock between my lips and run my tongue along the bottom side. He groans, and his eyes close in pleasure. I can taste the salty precum on the tip as I start swirling my tongue all around it.

      I bob my head, taking him as deep as I can. My gag reflex kicks in when he hits the back of my throat, but I ignore it and keep pushing. My desire to please him is suddenly overriding everything else.

      “Fuck,” he groans when I pick up speed. I feel him in my hair, his fingers on my scalp hesitantly. I moan around him, letting him know he can grab my head if he wants to. He must get the message because his grip tightens, and he holds my head in place while thrusting into my mouth.

      First gently, but with every time I moan, his movement becomes more frantic, and when I cup his balls and start massaging them, the last shred of control he had snaps in two.

      He pistons into my mouth roughly, making me gag and saliva run down my chin. I close my eyes, letting him control me, giving myself to him.

      A moment later, he buries himself in my throat one last time, and my mouth fills with his salty release. I almost come myself. I’ve never been so aroused by giving a blow job. Never been so eager to taste cum.

      When Myles stills beneath me, I sit up and wipe my chin with the back of my hand. He looks at me through hooded eyes with a calm, satisfied expression on his face. I lick my lips, wondering what to do now. Should I just leave?

      I don’t want to leave because leaving would make me feel cheap, like a thing to use and disregard. I know we’re not a couple. I know what this is, but I’d still like to stay here for a little bit.

      As if he could read my mind, he smiles. “Come here.” He opens his arms, and I crawl up over his body to lie down on his chest. Our faces only inches apart when he wraps his arms around me.

      “That was great,” he whispers while running his hands up and down my back gently. “I think it’s your turn now.”

      Before I can answer, he is moving us around, flipping me over, so I’m on my back, and he is sliding down my body. His hands disappear under my shirt, and I moan when he cups my breasts.

      My nipples are already tight and stiff, but when he takes them between his fingers and rolls them gently, the feeling only intensifies. He starts kissing my stomach and moving his hands down my body.

      When he dips his fingers into the waistband of my panties and starts to pull them down, I’m self-conscious for about a second. Then I look down and lock eyes with Myles. All my worries and doubts disappear into thin air.

      Myles throws my panties next to the bed and grabs my knees, spreading my legs apart as wide as they’ll go. He groans in appreciation as he looks down at my pussy. Cool air washes over my heated skin, reminding me of how wet I am. How ready I am for him.

      “You’re so beautiful,” he says before lowering himself between my legs.

      His tongue touches my clit, and my toes curl under. Oh, god! This feels so good. Like nothing I’ve ever felt before. He continues licking up and down my slit, paying special attention to the little bundle of nerves in the center.

      My back arches off the bed, and my fingers disappear into Myles’s hair.

      “Ohhh,” I moan. The sound echoes through the room, urging Myles to keep going.

      He runs his hands down my inner thigh, and I scream yes inside my head. His fingers find my center, and he enters me in one swift move. The pleasure is overwhelming. He thrusts his fingers into me while sucking on my clit.

      I come so hard, my whole back lifts off the bed, and I see stars. Every muscle in my body tightens, and my veins fill with pure ecstasy before I go completely limp.

      I didn’t realize how heavy I was breathing until my orgasm has washed over me completely, leaving me sated and exhausted as I try to catch my breath.

      Myles crawls up my body and flops down beside me.

      “This was supposed to be me doing something for you.”

      Lazily, he turns his head and looks at me. “And you did… very well, I might add.”
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      I wake up with the sense of something being wrong, but I can’t quite put my finger on it until I open my eyes and realize I’m alone in my bed. The small body curled up beside me when I fell asleep is no longer there, and the spot beside me is cold. She must have snuck out sometime during the night, and for some reason, that makes me mad. Why the hell didn’t she stay?

      For a moment, I just lie there listening for any sound coming from the bathroom. When only silence meets my ears, I shove the blanket off my body and climb out of bed. Even with her not being in this room, my dick is hard and ready, and it’s not only morning wood. It’s the lingering flower smell she left behind and knowing she is still in my house. She has to be because if she left, I’d chase her, and that also gets me hard.

      I grab a pair of shorts, pull it over my aching cock, and leave my room to go looking for her. As soon as I open the door to the guest room, I can hear the sound of the running shower. On limber feet, I sneak across the room and push the bathroom door open slowly. Steam billows out into my face, and it takes me a moment to see her plainly.

      The shower door is see-through, giving me a clear view of her luscious body. Water cascades down her smooth skin, making her look even sexier. Her back is turned to me, and my eyes are glued to her perfectly shaped ass. Fuck, I can’t wait to claim every part of her. I always hated the idea of having a chick live with me, but the thought of having tight pussy on demand has just won me over. No way am I letting her go again.

      I’m two seconds away from opening the door all the way and joining her in that shower when I hear the faint sound of the doorbell carrying through the house. Hazel doesn’t even hear it and continues washing her hair, unaware I’m even here. I step away from the door and adjust my cock before heading down the stairs.

      I’m not halfway down when the doorbell rings again. Annoyance fills my veins, and I’m already envisioning punishing whoever is on the other side. I pull the door open, ready to yell, when I realize it’s my younger brother, Archer.

      “What do you want?”

      “Jesus, what a welcome,” Archer grunts and pushes past me into the house. “Can’t your brother come by for a visit?”

      “You never come by unannounced unless you have a reason.”

      “You never leave the club until closing,” he quips. “And I did try to call you. You didn’t answer my calls or my texts.”

      “Fuck, sorry. I got sidetracked.”

      “With what? Busting up your car? Did you drive home drunk again?” He keeps bombarding me with questions, and I can feel the headache forming in my skull.

      “If you ask me one more stupid question, my fist will be coming for you.”

      “Good luck with that, old man.” Archer snorts. “Now tell me what the fuck happened to your car.”

      “A woman rear-ended me. It was obvious she didn’t have insurance and couldn’t pay, so I brought her to the club to work it off.”

      A sinister smile spreads across my brother’s face. “Nice, so she is pretty?” I only nod, not trusting to get a word out without sounding jealous. “Do you want me to send someone to watch her? Make sure she doesn’t make a run for it?”

      “That won’t be necessary.” My brother arches his brow at my words, clearly questioning me without words. “She’s homeless… so I brought her here.”

      Archer’s curiosity vanishes in a blink of an eye and is replaced with white-hot rage. “Are you fucking kidding me?” He pauses, waiting for me to tell him that I’m joking, and when I don’t respond, his anger only grows. “Fucking Christ! After all that shit you put me through… you put Cash and Kane through. After all of that, you pick up a girl off the street and bring her to your house? Did you at least run her name? Did a background check?”

      “It was a last-minute kind of decision.”

      “You’re a fucking last-minute asshole hypocrite is what you are. Jesus fucking Christ, Myles. I can’t believe you. Get rid of the girl, or I’m telling Ace.” Archer shakes his head and makes his way to the door. I want to stop him, but what the fuck am I gonna say? He’s right. I fucked up.

      The front door slams shut, the sound echoing through the house before it falls into silence.

      Spinning around, I start walking up the stairs when I catch sight of someone standing at the top of the staircase. My eyes zero in on the petite woman wearing nothing but a white towel wrapped around her body. Most of her creamy white skin is on display, and my cock roars back to life.

      “What’s wrong? I heard someone yelling. Is everything okay?”

      “Nothing you need to concern yourself with,” I snap, making her flinch. “I have some work to take care of, so don’t bother me, and be ready at eight. Your first day at the pole starts today. Don’t disappoint me.”

      She recoils at my words, almost like I slapped her. I force myself to keep walking past her barely covered body and into my own room. I need a fucking shower, an ice-cold shower. Because that might be the only thing keeping me from going back into the hallway and fucking her raw.
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      “Take these.” I knit my brows together as Myles shoves a pack of contact lenses into my hands. “Lose the glasses and wear them while you’re working. You’ll look sexier that way.”

      I can sense a detached tone to his voice as if he doesn’t even care anymore. What happened? Why is he suddenly acting so distant?

      Unable to get to the root of the problem, I force myself to nod and pocket the contacts. But because I’m me, I really can’t help myself, and the question slips from my lips before I can bite my tongue.

      “Did I do something wrong?”

      He glances at me, and for a moment, I’m convinced he’ll tell me the truth and put some reason behind my feelings, but it never happens. Instead, he just shakes his head and motions for me to follow him. “Come on. I’ll introduce you to the other girls in the dressing room.”

      Reluctantly, I fall into step behind him, feeling humiliated. He must regret helping me. He probably thinks letting me stay with him was a huge freaking mistake. And even though I don’t want him to notice how disappointed I am, I’m afraid my emotions are written all over my face.

      “Through here.” He opens a door for me and motions for me to get inside. “Hurry, don’t stand around.”

      I rush through the doors, and my eyes widen as I enter a world that’s completely alien to me.

      The air is heavy with perfume, syrupy sweet and sticky. Girls in various states of undress fill the room, wearing skimpy, sexy little outfits and copious amounts of body glitter. As the door opens, they all turn to look at us, and I flush under their watchful eyes, every imperfection feeling even more exposed as they scrutinize me.

      I remember the girl I spoke to when I first came here, Holly. I smile tentatively at her, and she returns it, but I can tell it’s not totally genuine.

      “Hey, welcome,” she chirps, coming over and guiding me to the mirrors. “I see you finally got those contacts. You look way hotter without the glasses.”

      “Thanks,” I mutter, flushing even deeper as my eyes try to find Myles amid all the girls that have now surrounded me. He’s standing by the door, and his expression hasn’t softened one bit, which makes my stomach fall even more.

      “Get her ready, girls,” Myles grunts, his eyes skipping over me as if I’m not important at all. “I have to go.”

      He disappears, and the door slams shut behind him. Right away, I feel vulnerable. I’ve never had girlfriends, but these girls seem to have a camaraderie I desperately want to be a part of. I can only hope they’ll accept me.

      “We have to find you something to wear,” one of the others says, flashing me a grin. “I’m Trish. You’ve already met the others?”

      I shake my head, and she introduces me to the other girls who are all friendly enough. They quickly start putting together an outfit for me, and I’m kind of touched they’re letting me borrow their stuff, no questions asked. After all, I’m just a nameless new girl—they have no obligation to help me.

      Or maybe they’re just so intimidated by Myles they don’t dare say no to his direct order to get me ready. I bite my lower lip, teeth digging in painfully as I try not to worry. I should really let people help me instead of questioning their every move. But being careful is in my nature. And besides, Myles seemed different today. Distracted, regretful, and annoyed by me.

      The girls fire off questions about my shoe and bra size as they totter on the floor in their sky-high heels. They pull shockingly revealing outfits off hangers. They sit me in front of the mirror, and three of them work on my look—Holly does my hair while Gabrielle and Samantha focus on the makeup.

      They explain how the club works, how the stage and lights work, and how to deal with annoying customers. Once they’re done, they decide I’m going up first. I don’t know whether it’s a sabotage tactic, especially since they’ve all been so nice to me. So I just nod and pretend everything is fine as Samantha gives me a countdown until I have to go out.

      I’m feeling really freaking wobbly in the platform heels they gave me, and my barely-there pink lingerie hardly covers anything. My nerves are starting to get the better of me, but I grit my teeth together and force myself to stop being such a loser. I can do this. I have to do it because I owe Myles.

      The song starts, and the patrons of the club cheer.

      “What are you doing?” Samantha mouths at me, making panicked motions with her arms. “Get out there!”

      But I’m frozen to the spot, unable to move an inch as I wait for something to happen. But the next second, Holly pushes me out onto the stage, and I stumble like a deer in headlights, landing on my knees.

      The guests roar with laughter as I slowly pick myself up, shivering under their eyes. By now, the song is blasting through the speakers. I don’t have a routine, but I can move pretty well, and I always loved dancing. My hips start swaying with the beat of the music while my gaze sweeps the crowd, looking for a familiar face.

      But only two men are in here even though they were making enough noise earlier to make it seem like a crowd. Their beady, glazed-over eyes follow my every move as I dance across the stage, the lights blinding me.

      I can’t look at those two, and the lighting in here is too strong to see anybody else. I force myself not to squint and not to look at the patrons sitting in front of the stage. I already saw the looks on their faces, the way they were devouring me. Like I’m nothing but a piece of meat.

      Luckily for me, they don’t seem to mind me closing my eyes as I sway in tune to the music. They’re too focused on the rest of my body, watching me reveal inch by inch of skin. I’m gliding now, feeling the music deep in my bones. A smile fights its way onto my face but is quickly erased when I open my eyes and see the two men leering.

      Fuck, I don’t want to do this. It’s humiliating, and I hate how the two guys are watching me. Like I’m dessert being served to them on a silver platter. I nearly stumble again but catch myself just in time, spinning across the stage.

      But I’m not done yet, and the hardest part is only just coming up.

      I still have to take my top off.

      Grinding my teeth together, I force my hands to wander over the bare expanse of my belly. The guys throw bills on the stage, but I’m too shaky to even check how much they’re worth.

      “Strip, baby!” one of the patrons calls out, licking his lips as his eyes do what he just told me to. “Show us the damn goods!”

      I bite my lower lip, forcing myself not to reply. Instead of giving him the satisfaction of my answer, I peel my top off my body, feeling their hungry eyes on my naked skin.

      But I’m not grossed out anymore because now I’m imagining Myles. The way his cock throbbed in my mouth as I sucked him and the way he spilled all his seed just for me is enough to get me all hot and bothered. Now, my hands glide over my body with ease. I want this, want him, and I can only hope he’s watching from the shadows I can’t make out in the bright light of the stage lights.

      Now I’m moving with a purpose, eager to show myself I can do this and prove to Myles bringing me here was the right choice. I tweak my nipples between my fingers, feeling them harden and form stiff peaks that are desperate to feel Myles’s mouth on them.

      God, I want him to fuck me. The thought is making me drip, and I’m painfully aware of the wet spot forming on the front of my panties. I should be ashamed of myself and what I’m doing to make ends meet, but I’m past the point of caring. I’m too needy at the thought of Myles’s eyes and hands on me.

      Recalling the salty-sweet taste of his cum is enough to get me moaning, and the two men in front of me are eager for more now, hungrily watching and cheering me on as my body spins and bends in tune with the music. I’m really getting a feel for it now and starting to enjoy exposing myself this way.

      It still feels a little wrong, but I push my inhibitions to the side and allow my body to enjoy what I’m putting it through. The music is loud, the lights are hot, and if I close my eyes, I can imagine Myles watching me. I can almost feel him next to me, the phantom of his touch lingering on my skin as I touch myself for the patrons’ pleasure. I tune out their appreciative groans and force myself to finish the song on the stage under their watchful gazes. They are fucking loving this, devouring me with their eyes. One’s even got his hand on his crotch, which should really gross me out, but it doesn’t. All I can think about right now is Myles. His dark hair and eyes, his muscular figure… and most of all, the way his closeness makes me feel all desperate and needy for more of his touch.

      More moans rip themselves from my lips. Fuck, I’m getting close to an orgasm even though I’ve barely touched my pussy. I could come here and now just thinking about that dirty man putting his hands on me again. I want him so bad.

      I catch the eye of Samantha backstage, and she signals my time on the stage is almost over. I was so freaking scared of coming out here, but now I’m almost dreading finishing my dance. There’s a freedom I’ve found on the stage, which is unlike anything I’ve ever known before. Something compels me to tug on the minuscule panties I’m wearing. I pull them up first, allowing my pussy to eat at the fabric of them, the cotton slick and wet against me, exposing every fold and crevice. The men in front of the stage roar with pleasure, but I merely smile demurely and continue to tease them.

      But then the song ends, and I know it’s over. I pull my panties down just enough to expose my right ass cheek, blowing a kiss to the guests before disappearing backstage.

      The girls are waiting for me, and there’s no erasing the smile on my lips as they embrace me backstage.

      “You did so well,” Holly compliments me, wide-eyed with the tiniest hint of jealousy in her gaze.

      “Yeah, you’re a natural!” Gabrielle gives me a high five while Samantha winks at me.

      “Knew you could do it. You’re going to be everyone’s new favorite.”

      “Hope so.” I smile, though Holly’s jealous fake smile doesn’t evade me. I’m not worried about that, though. All I can think about right now is Myles. Was he watching me dance out there? The stage lights were too blinding to let me see him, and a sinking feeling in my stomach reminds me he has no reason to watch me take my clothes off.

      The guy is hot as sin—he could have any woman wrapped around his pinkie finger, so why the heck would he pick me? I need to stop fooling myself with these thoughts that he wants me. He’s probably fucking half the girls who dance here. I don’t mean anything to him, and me sucking his dick was just a test, a way for him to relieve my tension.

      I bite my lower lip as I stare at my reflection back in the dressing room. I start counting out the dollar bills I got on the stage and frown when I realize my earnings for the night are meager.

      Maybe this was a mistake after all… Maybe I shouldn’t have come here. Surely Myles has an ulterior motive for helping me. Nobody is that kind. Nobody would offer a stranger all this help without having another goal in mind.

      Now, I’ve managed to scare myself even more.

      But if Myles doesn’t really want to help me… Why the hell would he bring me here?

      I think of him, picturing him in my mind. His sexy body, his handsome face, and the cool confidence he speaks with. What could he possibly want with a barely legal virgin like me?

      No, there’s got to be something else.

      And I’m going to get to the bottom of this mystery once and for all.
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      My lips are forming a snarl as I stare at the stage. My possessive streak is getting harder and harder to control, especially around Hazel. Something about that girl makes me go fucking insane. And it’s not just her body and her pretty face, those eyes finally exposed without the glasses and shining brightly as her body twirls in front of the two pricks sitting in front of the stage.

      She looks so hot. Her body is perfect, and she looks like a natural on the stage. She can really fucking dance. My cock wants her. No, my cock fucking demands her, my mind swimming with thoughts of ripping those tiny panties off her body and filling her up to the very brim with my thick, throbbing shaft. I want to come inside her, on her skin, and claim every hole. The thought is almost too much to handle, so I force myself to push it off my mind. I can’t risk getting even harder. Someone’s bound to notice, and I’m not about to get whipped by an eighteen-year-old girl.

      How the hell did this happen? How did she manage to get under my skin so goddamn fast? I never let this happen to me. If I’m infatuated by a woman—and it hasn’t happened in a long fucking time, and certainly not like this—I do a background check before even thinking about putting my dick inside her pussy.

      But not with Hazel.

      No, for now, she’s still a mystery, making me want to unravel her like a thread and peel her layers back one by one until she’s exposed to me completely.

      I lick my lips, knocking back a drink as I watch the two seedy patrons of the club leering at the girl I’ve already marked as mine in my head. The thought of her lips on my cock earlier is almost enough to get me grabbing my crotch through my pants. Fuck, I’m so beyond messed up. This girl has an unrivaled effect on me, and I’m really not fucking sure I like it.

      The worst part is, I’m being a total goddamn hypocrite. After all, I gave my brothers shit for doing the same thing I’m doing now—letting themselves think with their dick when a hot chick appeared.

      And I fucking pride myself on not losing either head around a hot woman. Except Hazel’s got my head all messed up. I can’t even think without my cock anymore. And my cock wants her bad.

      The realization hits me like a ton of bricks. I need to get rid of her. I need to send Hazel on her way before she fucks with my head even more.

      I’m going to have to kick her out. She can’t stay with me, not when she’s impacting my ability to think clearly, not when every thought is shrouded by the image of her sucking my cock.

      Fuck. I’ve really messed up this time. How the hell am I going to break the news to Hazel? She’ll be fucking heartbroken. But I have to do it… after I conduct a background check on the little temptress.

      Her dance finally comes to an end, and I choose to ignore the swelling throb in my pants that’s trying to force me to find her and fuck her into submission. She’ll be back in the dressing room now, comparing her experience with the other girls. It’s the perfect moment for me to do the background check and convince myself not to help her further.

      I head into my office and lock the door behind me. After powering up my computer, I begin the steps to find out everything I can about Hazel.

      There’s not much to find. She doesn’t have a police record, but there’s some dirt on her in the program I have access to, even though I fucking shouldn’t. She’s a foster kid. She’s had a tough life, really fucking tough. Both parents gone, and then she was kicked out of her last home when she turned eighteen. It’s not a mystery to me that she was living in her mess of a car, but seeing her sad little life summed up into a couple of lines on my computer screen almost makes me feel bad for her.

      But I can’t let myself go weak for this girl. I don’t let anyone awaken my human side because I think it’s a weakness. The moment you let people in, you open yourself to being vulnerable. And there are people out there, bad people just like me, who would turn this into an opportunity to abuse me. And even though Hazel’s record indicates she’s clean, I can’t trust her. I don’t trust any-fucking-one. I’m not about to risk being betrayed by the girl just because I can’t stop thinking about sinking my dick in her sweet little pussy.

      Fuck.

      I can’t bring myself to kick her out. I can’t bring myself to let her dance here either because the thought makes me want to gouge out the eyes of every guy watching her. I’m already getting possessive about the chick even though I’ve barely known her for five minutes, and I know that’s dangerous.

      I don’t let myself go weak for anybody. Not my brothers, not the girls who dance here, and certainly not for an eighteen-year-old virgin with a shitty past.

      I need to go back downstairs and sort this out once and for all.

      Shutting down my computer, I force myself to take deep breaths before descending the stairs and barging straight into the dressing room, where Hazel is laughing along with the other girls.

      Something takes over me, like a need to protect her, when I see Holly looking at her with critical eyes. I can tell she’s jealous, and she has every reason to be. Seeing her on the stage, I already know Hazel’s a natural. The tips were probably shit tonight since there were only two guests, but Hazel could make good money here. Certainly enough to get out of her shitty situation, find a place to live, and start her life on better terms—her own.

      “Come on,” I bark at her without saying a word about her performance. “It’s time to go home.”

      She nods, her smile faltering as she hugs the girls goodbye. She changes in front of me as if I’m one of her friends whom she doesn’t give a shit about seeing her naked. But as those panties slide over the smooth expanse of her ass, my hands form fists, and my nails dig into my palms painfully. Fuck me, she’s goddamn hot. I can’t resist her. I have to get her as far away from me as fucking possible because this is already a recipe for disaster.

      “Come on,” I order once she’s put her clothes back on. “I don’t have all day to wait around for you.”

      She flushes, muttering an apology as she grabs her handbag and follows me out of the room. We’re in the hallway now, and she’s gearing up to ask me something. I can tell by her needy glances.

      “So… did you watch?”

      Fuck. How the hell do I answer that?

      Do I go for honesty and tell her that her little dance routine got my cock impossibly hard? Do I tell her all I can think about is that—probably untouched—prize between her legs that’s got my dick throbbing like crazy?

      Or do I fucking nip this in the bud? I could tell her here and now I’m done helping her, that she needs to pack her shit and get the hell out of my place before the night is over.

      I’m a heartless bastard, but her question makes it impossible not to reply.

      “I saw some of it,” I finally say, settling for a half-lie. “You were pretty good.”

      She beams. It’s kind of cute how desperate she is for my approval.

      “Hey, princess.” One of the guests from the club is waiting for us, leaning against the wall and devouring Hazel with his hungry eyes. “You looked good up there.”

      Hazel flushes, nodding as she mutters, “Thanks.”

      I glare at the guy, forcing myself not to smash my fist into his nose. I hate the way he looks at her—as if she’s a piece of meat he’s getting ready to devour. The desire to throw her over my shoulder and carry her the hell out of here is almost too strong, and I have to force myself to keep my cool. Fuck me, this girl is really getting under my skin.

      “Step aside,” I mutter at the guy, and he raises his hands in defeat.

      “Sure, boss, sure.”

      I’m sure he’s seen me around the club often enough to know I’m in a position of power over him. And I’ve seen him plenty of times too, the cheap bastard. He tips in one-dollar bills. He even tips the servers more, and he takes full advantage of our buffet. But for once, his attention isn’t on the barbecue wings he loves so much. No, all he sees now is Hazel. He licks his lips hungrily, making me itch for a punch.

      As we pass, me walking in front of Hazel, he makes a grab for her, saying, “How about a private dance, princess?”

      She cries out, ripping herself out of his reach and standing behind me. She already knows I’m going to protect her, and I curse inwardly for making her so goddamn dependent on me.

      “Hey, keep your fucking hands to yourself,” I snarl at the guy. He’s a customer, I remind myself. I can’t just beat up every guy in here who’s fucking grossing me out—I’ll be going for days. “She’s not interested.”

      “What are you, her pimp?” The prick snickers. “The girl can talk for herself.”

      “I said she’s not available,” I hiss, nearing him with darkened eyes. “You got bad hearing, or what? How many times do I need to repeat it?”

      I can feel Hazel shivering behind me. How much does this remind her of her past? All those abusive homes she’s been in, all those bad people who hurt her. I need to teach this piece of shit customer a goddamn lesson.

      “Fuck you,” he slurs. The guy’s drunk off his head, and before I can react, he tries to throw a feeble punch that only makes him stumble.

      In seconds, I have him backed up against the wall with my hand wrapped around his throat. He swallows thickly, raising his palms.

      “Hey, I’m fucking sorry, man… I-I didn’t know she w-was one of yours,” he stutters, and I can tell it’s hard for him to speak with my death grip on his neck.

      “Fucking apologize to her,” I hiss.

      “W-What?”

      “Say you’re sorry,” I hiss, motioning to Hazel behind me. “Tell her. Say it. Right now.”

      “I…” His expression falters, but when I tighten my grip on his throat, he quickly changes his tune. “Fuck, man! You’re crazy. I’m sorry!”

      “That’s right.” I release him, and he stumbles, trying to catch a breath. “Come on, Hazel.”

      She falls into step behind me as the guy mutters something behind our backs. He probably won’t dare step foot into this place again. I’ve scared him off for good, robbing the girls of their hard-earned tips, but I don’t give a shit. It’s like pest control—I had to get rid of him.

      And as Hazel follows in my footsteps like a lost damn puppy, I know I did the right thing. She deserves someone helping her out after a lifetime of shitty people and bad luck.

      Her hand slips into mine, and I grip onto it even though I shouldn’t. She’s so damn trusting. Someone’s going to take advantage of her. And I already know I want that someone to be me.
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      Myles barely talks to me the whole way home, and the giant pit in my gut only expands. I only made a little over a hundred dollars in tips, and I’m sure that doesn’t even cover the contact lenses he bought me.

      I don’t understand why he made us leave so abruptly, but I’m too terrified to ask. Was I that terrible of a dancer? Does he think I’m bad for business? And the most scary question of all, what is going to happen now?

      I enjoyed what we did last night, but I know we only scratched the surface of the kind of stuff Myles wants from me. He knows I don’t have money, so there is only one thing I can give him. He wants sex, and that scares me right about now.

      For one, Myles looks so angry. Every time I glance over at him, his grip on the steering wheel is so tight, his knuckles are white, and his jaw is so tense, I can see a vein bulge out.

      Two, he’s not the kind of man who is satisfied with being soft and gentle. Myles is a rough man all around, and I doubt he will care that I’m a virgin. He’ll hurt me, and then he’ll take until nothing is left of me.

      Tears prick at my eyes, but I force them down. My throat is clogged with emotion, but I swallow that down too. I can’t let him see how scared I am.

      He parks in front of his house, and we both exit the car. He walks ahead of me, unlocking the front door. As soon as it’s open, I squeeze by him and run up the stairs while calling over my shoulder, “Gonna take a shower.”

      I’m glad when he doesn’t follow me and even more glad when I’m locked in the bathroom and strip out of these clothes. The smell of smoke clings on them, and if it was up to me, I would burn the scraps of fabric. When I’m completely naked, I turn on the shower and step under the spray before it gets a chance to turn hot. The ice-cold water washed over my skin, making me shiver. I welcome it.

      The water turns warm, then hot, and I go from freezing to burning up. I welcome that too. I concentrate on that feeling instead of the one inside my chest.

      Even after a long time in the shower, I still feel dirty. I still see the men gawking at me like I’m nothing more than a piece of meat. I can smell the alcohol on the man’s breath, feel his fingers around my wrist as he tries to pull me closer. Myles stopped him, and I’m not sure why or if that’s why he is angry with me. Did he do it because I didn’t act right, or could it be possible that Myles actually cared? I shake my head at the thought. He doesn’t care about me. He cares about money and his business. I have to get it out of my head that there is anything more between us.

      Getting out of the shower, I dry off and get dressed in a pair of leggings and a sweatshirt. My stomach is in knots, but I know I have to go down there and talk to him, no matter how daunting the thought of that is. I stand in front of the door for a good twenty minutes before I can finally muster up the courage to go.

      Twisting the knob, I pull the door open and step into the hallway, half expecting him to be there waiting for me. Instead, I find it empty and quiet. A bit too quiet. Did he leave?

      Uncertainty worms its way through my brain, but I keep moving down the stairs. When I get into the living room, I find him sitting on the couch, staring at his phone like it holds all the secrets of the world.

      “Hi,” I say quietly, making his head snap up. He gets up and slides the phone into his pocket. In one large stride he closes the distant between us until he stands only inches away from me. I have to tilt my head, looking up as he towers over me. My knees go weak, but I keep my head held high and square my shoulders. “I’m sorry I’m not a good dancer… but…” I clear my throat, my mouth suddenly so dry my tongue feels swollen and heavy. “Is there anything else I can do?”

      “You will not work in my club as a stripper ever again.” His words feel like a slap in the face, and it takes a lot for me not to spin around and run back to my room, falling on my bed to cry my eyes out in shame.

      “Do you want me to leave? Or—”

      “No,” he cuts me off. “I don’t need a waitress either, but I could use a new girl at the front. You’re gonna work as my new hostess and take cover charges, starting tomorrow. You can still stay here.”

      “Wait, what?” I deadpan. “You’re letting me stay?”

      He nods his head, and even though his lips are still set in a frown, his eyes soften, and I feel like a ten-ton boulder is lifted off my chest.

      Before I can think about what I’m doing, my body acts on its own, and I throw myself at him. I wrap my arms around his torso and pull him into a tight hug. Burying my face into his chest, I suck in a deep breath, inhaling his clean and fresh smell. I could get drunk on his scent.

      He wraps his arms around me and pulls me even closer into his chest. Something I haven’t felt in a very long time overcomes me. I feel safe. He is so warm, so comfortable, so protective, and I could get lost in this feeling.

      I don’t know how long we stand there like this, but it feels like a very long time. I’m not an expert on hugs, but I think we’ve been doing this much longer than any normal hug would last. How do you end a hug again? Is one of us supposed to pull away?

      The moment is interrupted when Myles’s phone starts ringing. I can feel the vibration on my leg, reminding me how closely I’m pulled to his body. When we finally break apart, my cheeks feel like they are on fire from the sexy smile he gives me while taking his phone out.

      A frown pulls on his very kissable lips. “I have to leave for a few hours. Why don’t you order some Chinese and watch a movie or something?”

      “Oh, okay.” I don’t even try to hide my disappointment. I’m dying to ask where he is running off to, but something tells me he wouldn’t tell me anyway.

      “Don’t wait up,” he calls right before rushing out of the door.

      As soon as he is gone, the space feels empty, and I feel terribly alone.
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      I’ve been lying in my bed for over an hour, and I’m still wide awake. Ace had me handle some things for him that needed to be dealt with right away. The good news is, I had the chance to let some of my pent-up aggression out. The bad news, my knuckles fucking hurt now.

      Even with me being spent, I can’t seem to get a lick of sleep.

      Knowing that Hazel is lying in bed behind that wall won’t let me find rest. I wonder what she is wearing. Maybe she sleeps naked. My cock stirs at the thought. Yes, she is probably naked, the blanket loosely covering half of her body, her full tits playing peekaboo.

      I could go over there now, maybe just sneak a peek inside. Just one look. Before I know it, my dick is so hard, my blanket is throwing a two-person tent, and I find my hand wrapping around my length, desperate to release my aching balls.

      My eyes fly back open when I hear the knock on my door. It’s so soft, I think I might have imagined it, but then the door creaks open, and the soft light from the hallway filters in. Hazel’s outline comes into view, and the light in the back makes it look like she is glowing like the fucking angel she is.

      “Everything okay?” I ask, my voice coming out rougher than I expected. I clear my throat and sit up a little. Remembering what she did the last time she snuck in here has my cock growing even harder.

      “Ah…I…” She stumbles over the words. “I-I don’t know why I came over here. I… can’t sleep. I’m sorry. This is stupid. I’m going back to my room.”

      “No, stay,” I almost yell at her, then offer softly, “I can’t sleep either. Want to lie down with me? We could talk.” I can’t believe the words coming out of my mouth. Talk? I want to fuck her six ways to Sunday.

      She stands in the doorway for another minute before getting the courage to step into the room and close the door behind her. The only light comes from the soft glow through the window from the moon and the stars, but it’s enough to help her find her way around the room.

      “Are you sure that’s okay? I can go back to my bed.”

      “No, I want you here,” I admit.

      “Okay,” she whispers and crawls into bed next to me.

      I lift the blanket for her, and she slips right beneath it. She leaves some space between us, but I can still feel her body heat. We turn onto our sides to face each other. I’m naked except for a pair of boxers, and knowing that not much separates us has every one of my nerve endings tingling.

      “Where did you go?” she asks like she is genuinely curious.

      “Just had to do something for my brother.”

      Trying to keep her from asking another question, I reach for her slowly, cradling her face in my palm. I’m glad for the dim light, so she can’t see my fucked-up knuckles right now.

      Would she let me touch her if she knew I killed someone with these hands mere hours ago?

      She leans into my touch, rubbing her face onto my hand like a kitten, and that’s when my restraint breaks. I release her face and grab her hips with both of my hands to pull her closer. She gasps quietly but doesn’t push me away.

      Pulling her into my chest, I wrap my arms around her and tuck her close, letting her feel how hard I am for her. She is stiff at first but relaxes into my hold after just a short moment.

      “I want to fuck you,” I tell her as if she doesn’t already know.

      “I want you to fuck me,” she whispers back, making my cock jump to attention.

      She doesn’t say a word to mention that she’s a virgin, and for a moment, it makes me doubt my judgment. Maybe she isn’t after all… But the thought of some other man being inside her makes me crazy with jealousy, and I have to fight to swallow back some demanding questions on the tip of my tongue.

      I’ll scare her off by acting this possessive. And that’s the last thing I want.

      I flatten her body beneath mine, holding myself up and admiring her pale skin and the way her body arches to be closer to mine. My mouth waters. I want this, need her beneath me, need my cock pushing inside her, claiming her, marking her as my woman.

      “Spread your legs,” I mutter. “I want to look at you.”

      Tentatively, she pulls her legs up. Her T-shirt rides up, exposing a pair of lacy panties. With a single rip, I get them off her, making her gawk at me in disbelief.

      “Hey!” she calls out, giggling. “I need those.”

      “Not around me, you don’t,” I growl in return. “In fact, I might forbid you from wearing them around me altogether. I prefer you like this. Bare. Naked for me.”

      I pull her shirt off her body next, exposing her to me in all her glory. She shivers beneath me in the cool night air, and I lower my body against hers. Our skin touches, and the electrifying sparks in every inch of my body remind me of just how excited her closeness makes me.

      “Touch me.” Hazel breathes heavily, and at that moment, I decide to stop resisting and just give in to my cock that’s already dictating things around here. With a groan, I pull her arms up above her head, pinning her under me. I lower my nose to her neck, inhaling her tempting scent and filling my nose with her sweetness.

      “You smell so fucking good,” I mutter into her dark hair. “Good enough to eat.”

      “Please, Myles.” She bites her bottom lip, a sight for sore fucking eyes. “Fuck me.”

      I pull my boxers down, exposing my thick cock. Her eyes widen at the sight of me, but she doesn’t say a word. Perhaps, she’s too scared to mention my size. I can tell she’s worried about me fitting inside her, but she shouldn’t be. I’ll stretch her out just for me and make sure her sweet little holes fit my dick perfectly.

      “You scared?” I mutter, my eyes going to hers and searching them for an answer. “Or excited?”

      “Excited,” she whispers in response. “Please, Myles, I want it.”

      Her cute begging does things to me. My cock grows, tightening, veins throbbing along my shaft as I thrust my hips against her. My cock rests against her belly, showing her exactly how deep inside her I’m going to go.

      And then, without warning, I thrust again, this time filling her to the brim instantly. She screams out loud, confirming my initial thoughts about her, and I curse. When I pull out, my dick is coated in blood, and Hazel is shivering.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask. “Why didn’t you say you were a virgin?”

      She flushes deeply, avoiding my gaze. “I was ashamed.”

      “Never be ashamed around me,” I tell her. “Never.”

      I wipe my cock on the sheets, but a look into Hazel’s hopeful eyes tells me she wants more as much as I do, and her next words only serve to confirm it.

      “Please, Myles. Don’t let this be it. I want so much more.”

      My cock throbs again, and I shake my head with a smirk. “It’s not over until I fill you, Hazel.”

      I pull her on top of me as I lean against the headboard of the bed. She straddles me, her full tits so fucking tempting in my face I can’t resist the urge to suck a nipple into my mouth and gently bite down. She moans at the sensation, throwing her head back. Her scent is fucking intoxicating, and I can’t get enough.

      “Ride me,” I order her, and she pales before flushing a deep shade of red.

      “I don’t know how.”

      “I’ll teach you.” I grab her ass and lift her up, making her giggle. “Here, feel my cock. Where do you want it?”

      “In… In my pussy,” she breathes out the words. “Fuck my pussy, Myles.”

      “Put it in.” My voice has gone deeper, more growly, and I’m barely able to hold back as she positions my cockhead at her soaked entrance. “That’s right. Deeper. Put it inside you. Ride me.”

      With a gasp, she allows my dick to disappear between her folds, and I groan as her tight little snatch adjusts to my length and girth.

      “Fuck, you feel so good,” I mutter, still holding on to her ass and moving her in a rhythm that makes me get closer and closer to an inevitable release. “Just like that. Bounce your ass on my cock. Show me how good you can be, show me how well you can ride my dick.”

      She moans, picking up speed and growing braver and braver as she begins slamming her hips against mine, riding me like she’s a goddamn natural.

      “Myles,” she breathes in pure desperation. “Fuck me, Myles, harder!”

      With a grunt, I throw her around until I have her on her knees. I stand behind her. “I’m not going to go easy on you, Hazel. I know it’s your first time, but I can’t go fucking easy on you.”

      “Don’t,” she breathes. “Please don’t, Myles. I want it to be rough…”

      I don’t need any other encouragement, and I grab her by the throat, making her look back at me over her shoulder as I plunge my cock back inside her. I start fucking her without mercy, without holding back. I’m done being the nice guy with her. I’m going to unleash my beast on this girl after she begged so well.

      “Fuck,” I grunt, slamming my cock into her time and time again. “You feel so damn good, Hazel. So fucking tight. So fucking perfect and so damn pretty.”

      I push my thumb into her mouth, and she sucks greedily, her eyes going back to mine and begging for more. Spit dribbles down her chin, waking up an animalistic side to me and making me pump inside her harder and harder.

      “You’re so fucking tight,” I grunt into her ear, tugging on her hair, hard. “Fucking tight as hell, Hazel. I want to come inside you.”

      “Do it,” she whimpers.

      “No.” I tug on her hair again. “Not until you come. I want my fucking cock soaked with your orgasm.”

      “I don’t know h-how,” she whispers. “I don’t know if I can.”

      “You will,” I grunt. “You will come for me, just for me, to please me.”

      I start thrusting harder, and my fingers join in, rubbing her tiny clit closer and closer to an orgasm. I can tell she’s getting there, but every time the release is at the touch of her fingertips, I pull back, not letting her have what she craves so badly.

      “Please,” she finally whispers. “Fucking please, let me have it, Myles! Let me come.”

      “Fucking do it,” I order her. “Soak my dick.”

      My fingers thrum her bundle of nerves more and more until she comes apart. Her orgasm rips through her body, and she screams my name in tune with her release. That tight little pussy milks me for all I’m worth, getting out drop after drop of my seed until she’s filled to the brim.

      I don’t stop until my cock softens. When I pull out, cum drips out of her tight little hole, and I smirk to myself, knowing she’s never going to forget this.

      But my eyes quickly grow darker as I realize my cock is covered in blood.

      “Fuck, Hazel, you’re bleeding.” I get up while she lays on the bed, wetting a warm towel in my bathroom and gently cleaning her up when I get back. She moans at the feeling of the warm cloth against her skin. “You okay? That was a lot of blood.”

      “It’s okay.” She manages a shaky smile. “It doesn’t hurt. I’m fine, really.”

      “Okay, if you’re sure,” I mutter. “But tell me if something feels wrong, all right?”

      “I will.” She yawns, stretching in my bed. I get in next to her and pull her sweet tiny body against mine. “I’m sleepy now. Can I sleep in your bed?”

      “You have to,” I murmur. “I’m not letting you go.”

      A smile plays on her lips, and I have the crazy urge to kiss her, which is odd since I don’t kiss. She turns onto her side, and I pull her against me. Her tight ass wiggles against my crotch, stirring my cock again, but I force myself to stop thinking about burying it in her holes. We need to sleep. It’s late as fuck, and we have a long day ahead of us tomorrow.

      “Sleep,” I whisper in her ear. “And just wait until tomorrow…”
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      We haven’t talked about what we did last night, and I have no idea how to bring it up. I do know I want to do it again and do more, but what if he doesn’t? What if last night was a one-time thing?

      I can tell Myles feels bad about being so rough with me last night. All morning he is acting like I’m made of glass, almost babying me. A part of me likes this side of him, but the other part of me just wants to cheer him up.

      “I was wondering if we could go get some groceries so I can cook something tonight? I’m a great cook!” I blurt out, excited by my own idea.

      “I like the idea of you staying here more each minute. Let’s go shopping.”

      It is then that I realize; I don’t just like staying here, I love it, probably more than I should. For the first time in my life, I actually feel wanted. There is a small voice in the back of my mind telling me that I shouldn’t get used to this because if life has taught me one thing, it’s to never get too happy. The next tragedy is always around the corner.

      Before I know it, we’re getting in the car and driving to the grocery store. It’s a place I’ve never been to, but I notice right away that this is much fancier than the discount food store I’m used to. All the fruits and vegetables look so fresh, my mouth waters. I want to pile everything into the cart, but I remind myself that I’m not the person with the money.

      “Um, so how much money do you want me to spend on like one meal? I can get these potatoes and make enough for a side dish that lasts us three days, at least.”

      “What the hell are you talking about?” Myles asks like he genuinely doesn’t understand.

      “You know, like a budget?”

      “Hazel, I don’t give a fuck how much you spend on food. It’s food. We need it.”

      Sometimes I forget that Myles doesn’t know what it feels like to go without. He must have always had money. He has no idea how to cut coupons and turn a pack of ramen noodles into a gourmet meal.

      “Never mind.” I smile at him. “I’ll get enough to make us a meal every day of the week.”

      “That sounds good to me.”

      We walk through the entire grocery store, and for the first time in my life, I put food into the cart without worrying if I have the money to pay for it. It’s almost like a dream, a perfect, wonderful dream. That is, until we get to the register.

      A young guy was already putting his items on the conveyor belt, but when he sees us coming, he quickly grabs his stuff and scurries away. “You can have this one,” he murmurs without making eye contact.

      Well, that was odd.

      It only gets weirder when we add our stuff to the conveyor belt, and the cashier scans our groceries with shaking hands. Why is everyone acting like we are here to rob the place? I think back on the time we went to that diner when I noticed the waitress acting the same.

      I glance over to Myles, who is standing at the end of the register with his arms crossed over his puffed out chest, scowling at everyone who comes in a ten feet radius of us. His eyes flicker to me, and the coldness in them gives me a chill. He never looks at me like this, and I don’t understand why he acts so differently in public.

      “The total comes to $256.69,” the cashier says quietly.

      Myles moves next to me and pays before grabbing the cart and heading out. A part of me wants to ask him why he is a different person when he is around people he doesn’t know. But the other, more cautious part of me knows I’m not ready for that answer.
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      “Wow, you weren’t joking. You are a great cook,” Myles tells me between huge bites. He is on his third helping of lasagna, and he doesn’t look like he’ll be done eating anytime soon.

      “A while back, I stayed with a foster family whose nana was from Italy. She used to cook for the entire family, and I would help her. She taught me everything I know.”

      “Why didn’t you stay with them? The foster family, I mean.”

      I shrug. “I never understood how the system works either. Sometimes I would stay with a family for months, sometimes a few days.” Sometimes I wanted to stay, and other times, I wanted to get away, but it never seemed that anyone cared about what I wanted. “I can’t count how many times I was told this is it. They are going to adopt you, or you’ll stay here for a while, and then boom, they’d move me again.”

      “I’m sorry. I can’t imagine not having a family.”

      “It gets lonely sometimes,” I confess before I can bite my tongue. I don’t know why I keep telling him such personal stuff about me. I normally keep all of that shit to myself, but something about him draws all my secrets out.

      “You don’t have to be lonely anymore…” His words hang in the air, and all I want to do is believe him. I want to stay here with him and not feel lonely every night I go to sleep.

      We eat the rest of the meal in silence, but what he said never leaves my mind. After dinner, we clean up together. I do the dishes while Myles puts the leftovers away and cleans off the table.

      Together, we walk up the stairs, and I head to my room when Myles stops me. “Sleep with me.” It’s not a question, but not quite a demand either.

      “I’m…” Still sore, but I don’t want to bring it up.

      “Just sleep,” he tells me as if he can read my mind. “I know your pussy needs another day of rest, but I just want you to sleep in my bed.”

      “Okay.” I nod. I actually want that too.

      Myles gives me another one of his shirts, and I accept it gladly. I change out of my clothes and into the soft white cotton that smells of him. We crawl into bed together, and Myles immediately grabs my hips and pulls my body into him. I can’t help but cuddle deeper into his chest and suck in a deep breath when I feel his hard cock against my ass.

      “Are you sure?” I ask, feeling bad about just going to sleep.

      “I promise, just go to sleep. I’m fine.”

      A part of me wants to protest and find a way to please him, but I am terribly exhausted, and as he said, I am still a little sore. Closing my eyes, I feel utterly content and protected, so it doesn’t take me long before I doze off into a deep, dreamless sleep.
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      I wake up the same way I went to sleep with Hazel’s small body nestled in my arms. Her soft, warm breath fans out against my skin, the sound of her even breathing reaching my ear, and her flowery-fresh scent fills my nose.

      I could get used to this.

      While I hold her and enjoy the moment, I let everything she told me yesterday about her past run through my mind. I’ve never been an empathizer, never cared about many people and their feelings. I’m good at shutting off my feelings if I have to, but something about her has me opening up and feeling for her to the point of no return.

      My heart breaks for her. My chest aches at the thought of her being alone for so long. I wish she would have hit my car months ago. I wish I would have been there every time she felt lonely and unloved. I wish I could have protected her from everything she has been through.

      Hazel stirs in my arms, reminding me of my hard cock pressed against her ass. Not sure if it ever went down, but I’m pretty sure I’ll have the worst case of blue balls to deal with today. To make matters worse, a soft moan falls from her lips.

      Groaning, I try to readjust without waking her up but end up doing just that.

      “Hi,” she says sleepily as she turns around in my hold to face me. Her eyes are only half open, and her cheek is red from where she was lying on my arm.

      “Did you sleep well?”

      “Better than ever.” She smiles. “I am sorry, though.”

      “For what?”

      “That I didn’t take care of your raging hard-on last night,” she says, and I almost choke on my own spit. “It seems like it didn’t go down at all. That must have been uncomfortable to sleep with.”

      “Ah…” That’s all I manage to get out because shit, I’m speechless. What am I going to tell her? Of course, I want her, but after I lost control the other night, I wasn’t going to ask her for anything.

      “I want to make you feel good,” she admits shyly. “But I don’t want you to think I’m doing this because I feel like I owe you something. I mean, I do owe you a lot, but that’s not why I want this. I just want you because… of you.”

      All I can do is nod; my voice still hasn’t returned to me. I know what she’s saying. I understand better than I can explain in words. I know why she wants this, and it’s for the same reason I want this. She can feel it too, this thing between us. I don’t know how to describe what’s happening. I just know it’s there. It’s all-consuming, and I’m pretty fucking sure it’s forever.

      “So, are you going to fuck me or not?”

      “I think your pussy still needs another day of rest, but of course, there is another tight hole of yours I could use.”

      Her eyes gleam with shock and, if I’m not mistaken, a smidge of excitement. “You mean… my ass?” She whispers the last two words, almost like it’s a secret.

      “Yes, I want to fuck your ass.”

      “I don’t know.” She looks uncertain, and I don’t blame her one bit.

      “I’ll make it good for you. I promise I’ll make you come harder than you did the other day.” Her eyebrows shoot up. My words seem to have her apprehension melting away, and curiosity rising.

      She chews on her bottom lip while she’s thinking about it. I’ll give her some time to mull over, at least on the outside. On the inside, I’m an impatient bastard who wants to talk her into it.

      “Okay…”

      “Fuck yeah.” Before she can change her mind, I roll her on her stomach and take a pillow to shove under her pelvis, so her ass is jutted out. She turns her head so she can see what I’m doing. Her wide eyes follow my every move.

      I take the bottle of lube out of the drawer in my nightstand and climb on top of her to straddle her thighs. Since my cock is already hard as steel, I pull down my boxers to free it. Then I dip my fingers into the waistband of her panties and pull them down her plump ass.

      “I’m nervous,’’ she admits, her voice small and shaky, and I have to remind myself to go slow.

      “Don’t be. I swear you’re gonna like this.” At least I fucking hope so. Once my dick is inside this virgin hole, I’m not sure if I can stop.

      Popping the lid off the lube bottle, I pour a generous amount down her ass crack. She shudders when the cold liquid hits her skin and automatically clenches her cheeks together.

      “You need to stay relaxed. It’s not going to feel good if you don’t.”

      “I’ll try…”

      I throw the bottle to the side and grab both of her ass cheeks with my hands, massaging them and pulling them apart so I can see the tight puckered hole nestled between them.

      Using my thumb, I start to massage her asshole, dipping the tip of my thumb inside every so often. Next, I use a finger and go knuckle deep. When she stays relaxed for me, I go deeper, and a small moan falls from her lips. That sound only eggs me on more.

      I add a second finger, stretching her ass as I slowly finger fuck it. Then I add a third. Another muffled moan meets my ears, and I know I can’t wait any longer.

      I remove my fingers and shift closer to her, so my dick is lined up with her puckered hole. I push the smooth head of my cock into the small opening, and I’m pretty sure all the blood from my brain rushes to my cock.

      Thrusting forward, I force my dick into her ass. It’s so tight that even with the lube, it’s hard to enter. I briefly hold still, letting her adjust to my size before I push in some more.

      “That’s it. Just stay relaxed,” I praise her. “You feel so fucking good. I’m trying to go slow; I’m really trying.”

      I shove forward some more, and this time, I don’t stop until I’m all the way buried inside her. “Fuck,” I groan. Leaning down, I cover my body with hers until my lips meet her delicate skin, and I pepper kisses over her shoulder.

      “I think you were made for me,” I whisper into the shell of her ear.

      I pull out a few inches just to push right back into her until my balls are pressed against her skin, and my dick is buried deep inside her.

      Snaking my hand around her body, I find her little clit and start playing with it while I fuck her ass in slow but deep strokes. It doesn’t take long for me to feel her thighs quiver and her pussy getting wetter.

      “Come, Hazel. Come for me while I have my cock buried in your ass.”

      She moans into the pillow, and I keep rubbing her clit furiously until her whole body tightens and her release coats my fingers.

      When I’m sure her orgasm has rippled through her, I pull my hand away and lift myself up on my knees. Grabbing her hips, I pull her toward me and thrust forward at the same time.

      With her body limber and relaxed after her release, I can fuck her tight hole without restraint. Mercilessly, I pound her until my own orgasm builds, my balls tighten, and then I’m there. With a loud roar, my release slams into me, and I shoot my load of cum deep inside her ass.

      “Christ…” My vision goes black for a second, and my body slams down onto her back. My cock is going soft, but I’m still inside her ass. I shift off her body but pull her with me into my chest.

      “Are you okay?” I murmur into her hair.

      “Yes… that was… unexpected. I didn’t think this would feel so good.”

      “I told you, didn’t I?”

      “Yes.” She giggles. “I guess next time, I’ll believe it right away when you try to talk me into something kinky.”

      “Good choice,” I reply, starting to think of all the kinky shit I can do to her. I was right. She is fucking perfect.
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      It’s odd being in the club when it’s completely empty, but somehow, I like it. This place is normally bustling with the staff, but today, it’s quiet. Only Myles and I are here as he shows me how to work the cash register at the front desk.

      “That seems easy enough,” I tell him while I run through everything he taught me one more time.

      “Yeah, looks like you got it all. So tomorrow will be your first day as our new hostess.”

      “I’m excited.”

      “Now that we got work out of the way…” His voice turns husky, and his hand finds its way to my hip. “I’m thinking, maybe we can have a little playtime.”

      “Playtime?” Excitement sparks in my core as he pulls me close, his hardened bulge rubbing against my lower stomach suggestively.

      “Yes, I want you to dance for me on stage. My eyes only.”

      My mouth suddenly goes dry. Heat creeps up my chest as I imagine what kind of playtime he’s talking about because I don’t think this will be just dancing.

      “Okay,” I tell him before I can change my mind and chicken out. He pulls me with him into the main room. All the lights are on, making this place look like a lounge or bar more than a strip club.

      Myles takes one of the chairs closest to the main stage.

      “There is no music,” I point out, unsure if I can dance without it.

      He pulls out his phone and starts typing something on the screen. A moment later, “Dangerous Woman” by Ariana Grande starts playing from his phone. It’s not very loud, but it’s enough for me to hear it on the stage.

      “Should I go put one of the outfits on?”

      “No, just strip.” He leans back in the chair and runs his heated gaze over my body. “I want you to strip completely. I want to see your juicy cunt when you dance for me.”

      God, we’re both still fully dressed, and I haven’t even started dancing, but I’m already turned on by his dirty talk. Spinning around, I walk onto the stage, making sure I let my hips sway suggestively.

      I start dancing around the pole, moving my body in the most sexual way I can think of, and apparently, I’m doing a good job because Myles groans and appreciates it. I can see him unbuckle his belt, and it reminds me to take my own clothes off.

      Grabbing the hem of my shirt, I pull it up and over my head, then drop it on the floor carelessly. I have to take my shoes off before I can get to my leggings, and unfortunately, nothing is sexy about slipping off a pair of sneakers, but Myles doesn’t seem to care. He looks at me with hooded eyes while unzipping his pants.

      When I’m free of my shoes, I quickly get rid of my socks. With only my underwear left, I feel more sexy than ever as I swing myself around the pole a few times. I move my body to the music and continue when the next song comes on.

      Reaching behind my back, I unhook my bra and let it fall down my arms. Myles is stroking himself now, his cock thick and swollen. Just seeing him like this has my core tightening and a swarm of butterflies fluttering around my stomach.

      Hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my thong, I push the silky piece of fabric down my legs and step out of it. Myles starts jerking himself off faster, and the image of him pleasuring himself while looking at me has me so mesmerized I forget to keep dancing.

      “Sit down on the edge of the stage and spread your legs for me,” he orders, his voice gruff. “I want to see how wet your pussy is.”

      I obey without hesitation. Sitting my naked ass onto the edge of the stage, I spread my thighs apart so he can see me.

      “Now touch your pretty little cunt for me. Draw circles around your clit with your fingers.”

      He doesn’t have to tell me twice. I’m already burning up, aching for a release. My fingers touch the small bundle of nerves. It’s already sensitive and swollen, and I know it won’t take me long to come, especially not with Myles watching me like this.

      “Now dip your middle finger in. I want to see you finger fuck yourself. Use your palm to keep pressure on your clit.”

      “Myles,” I moan out his name, letting my head fall back. I close my eyes and slide my finger inside of my opening just like he asks. I’m so hot, all over. I’m burning up from the inside, and the only thing that can save me is a release.

      “Yes, keep doing that. Fuck yourself for me. And when you’re all done, and your pussy is nice and wet, I’m going to bend you over the bar and fuck you hard and fast.”

      “God… I’m so wet already…”

      My finger slides in and out with ease because I’m so soaked. I add a second finger, stretching myself while I rub my clit with my palm. I’m so close, I’m about to come, so close…

      “Fuck.” A male voice meets my ears, and my eyes fly open.

      I freeze and scan the room. Absolutely mortified, I look past Myles and see Tommy standing a few feet behind him. His mouth hangs wide open, and his eyes are trained on me while I have my fingers still inside me.

      “Turn the fuck around,” Myles snarls at him. Tommy does right away, but it’s too late. He’s already seen me.

      Frantically, I gather myself from the stage, not bothering to even pick up my clothes. I just have to get away. With tears in my eyes, I run back to the dressing rooms, slamming the door shut behind me, hoping he won’t follow. I need a minute to calm myself down, a minute to think. I’ve never been so ashamed in my life. This was supposed to be for Myles’s eyes only.

      I dig through the clothes in the dressing room, searching for the most decent outfit I can find to put on. By the time I’m dressed, Myles is knocking on the door.

      “He’s gone. I’m sorry, Hazel. Please come out.”

      There is no lock on the door, and I know he could come in if he really wanted to. He is simply giving me a minute, and I appreciate that. But right now, I just want to get away from here. Pulling the door open, I find Myles only inches away. His hand placed on the doorframe, his eyebrows drawn together.

      “Are you okay?” he asks with concern etched into his face. When I give him a tiny nod, he asks, “Ready to go home?”

      “Yes,” I whisper.

      Myles holds out his hand for me, and I take it, letting his fingers wrap around mine. He leads us through the back, and I’m glad I don’t have to go through the main room again.

      We exit the building the same way we came in earlier, through a heavy metal door leading into the alleyway behind the club.

      Myles’s car is parked in the first spot. He opens the door for me, and I climb into the passenger seat. Wrapping my arms around myself, I try to get warm. The cold air and me being tired are not a good mix, so it’s no wonder I’m shaking like a leaf.

      As soon as Myles gets into the car, he turns it on and sets the heat as high as it goes.

      “Are you sure you’re all right?”

      “Yes, I’m just tired.” Even my voice comes out shaky. “I’m not used to being up so late. I’m sorry.”

      “You have nothing to be sorry for. This is on me. I shouldn’t have made you do it at the club.”

      “I wanted to do it,” I admit honestly. I just didn’t want to do it in front of Tommy.

      “Oh, I know you wanted to.” Myles smirks. Even with everything going on, I can’t help but smile. “Don’t worry about Tommy. He won’t say anything to anyone.”

      I hope not. At least then, I only have to avoid eye contact with one person.

      The drive flies by, and before I know it, we’re in front of Myles’s house. Not wanting me out in the cold, he hurries me inside and up to the bedroom.

      He quickly undresses himself before helping me out of my clothes. We crawl under the blanket together, and I snuggle into a tight ball. Myles immediately pulls me into his chest. Just as he’s done the past few nights, he wraps his arm around me, then places a kiss on the top of my head.

      Warmth… his body heat seeps into me, and finally, my body relaxes. I’m warm, comfortable, exhausted, but safe and content.

      I concentrate on those feelings, letting them consume me until all the bad things vanish from my mind, and I fall into a deep, peaceful sleep.
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      Tapping the back of the pen against my desk, I look at the inventory like it’s written in Chinese. I normally have the bookkeeping for the month done within two hours. Today I think it’ll take me six.

      I can’t concentrate on this when I know Hazel is on the other side of the building without me. The need to go to her and make sure she is okay is both overwhelming and perplexing. What the hell is going on with me?

      Yes, she is an incredible lay and the show she put on for me last night was a fucking wet dream, but it’s not like we’re in a real relationship. We can’t be. Not with who I am. Just because my brothers found some chick doesn’t mean I can. Especially not after the way I’ve treated Payton. Fuck, if one of my brothers would do to Hazel what I did to Payton, I would rip their fucking balls off.

      The thought of men coming in and looking at her is almost unbearable. I have no reason to feel this kind of jealousy. For one, I hold no claim on her. Fuck, I barely know her. Besides that, she is perfectly safe where she is.

      Alex is manning the door. Tommy is in the main room. Hazel is in the lobby, behind the desk, and fully dressed. There is no reason to feel the way I feel, but that knowledge doesn’t lessen the dreadful sensation swirling around my gut.

      I even check the security camera every few minutes, hoping that would calm me down. It doesn’t. I still want to walk down there and see her with my own eyes.

      Having had enough, I push off the chair and head out of my office. Walking through the packed club, I take in my surroundings. Holly is dancing, and a man sits in front, throwing dollar bills on the stage while essentially slobbering on himself.

      Samantha gives a middle-aged guy a lap dance in the far-left corner, the hard-on tenting his pants visible from across the room.

      This whole place smells of alcohol, sweat, and sex. I never minded it before, and I still don’t really. What I do mind is having Hazel here. She is too good for this place, too pure, too innocent. I feel like I’m tainting her by bringing her here.

      Pushing through, I make my way to the lobby. I find Hazel right where I left her, standing behind the desk with a wide smile on her face. That smile brightens even further when she sees me approaching.

      “Hey! Checking to see if I’m doing my job?” she jokes.

      “Nah, I knew you would do well.”

      “I love it! Seriously, I’m so glad you offered me this job. I’m so happy to be able to work and not have to dance. You know… for random men. I loved stripping for you,” she whispers the last part.

      “I’m glad you like it. Especially the stripping for me part because that’s definitely happening again… at the house.”

      “I’d like that,” she admits. “So, are you going to tell me the real reason you came down here?”

      I shrug. “I’m just dragging my ass on doing inventory and bookkeeping today.”

      “I can help you,” Hazel offers.

      “Yeah? I might take you up on that.” I’ll take any chance to spend some one-on-one time with her.

      “I’ve never done it, but I’m a quick learner.”

      We’re interrupted by the door opening, and a gust of cool midnight air fills the space while a group of three men walks inside.

      “Well, hello there,” one of the men greets as he steps up to the desk.

      “Hi!” Hazel chirps. “It’s a twenty-dollar cover charge each.”

      “I’ll give you a hundred dollars if the girls on stage look like you.”

      Jealousy floods my veins, turning my blood to molten lava as it burns through my body.

      “The girls on stage are all gorgeous, I can assure you.” Hazel giggles and takes the twenty-dollar bill from the guy. She hands him a token for a free drink. “Enjoy!”

      I watch the other two men pay. Luckily, they don’t flirt with Hazel like the first asshole who already went inside.

      “You look grumpy,” Hazel points out when we’re alone again.

      “Just ready to go back home.” I shrug.

      “How come?” she questions, and I’m unsure if I should tell her the truth.

      “I want you to sleep in my bed every night from now on.”

      “I’d love to.” She gives me a smile that has my heart racing.

      I grin, leaning against the desk. “I guess I’ll go back to my office and try to get some work done. Come up if you need anything.”

      “Okay.” She nods, and I force my legs to move.

      If I don’t leave her side now, I won’t get any work done for the rest of the night. I look back over my shoulder one last time, and she gives me a tiny wave goodbye before I disappear into the main room.

      The moment the door separates us, I feel the loss of her presence. I don’t understand my obsession with her, but I do know I want to spend every minute of the day with her. Each second we’re apart is too much.

      Dammit, I’ve turned into a fucking pussy like my brothers.
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      Checking the time, I realize it’s already one o’clock in the morning. The night went by fast. The constant influx of people kept me busy and made the hours pass quickly. Myles came by two more times to check on me, and even the girls came to say hi before their sets. I really enjoy this job and not just because of the boss.

      However, I will have to get used to working so late. I’d be lying to say I’m not tired. I’m just not used to being up so late. I’m exhausted and ready to fall into bed whenever the club closes.

      The door opens, and I perk up, plastering a friendly, welcoming smile on my face. That smile disappears in a blink of an eye when I see who just stepped inside the lobby.

      Randy looks up at me, and his face fills with surprise. Clearly, he wasn’t expecting to see me here. His shocked expression quickly turns into a cruel smile and lustful gaze.

      “I’ll be damned. Too good to suck my dick, but fine with a bunch of strangers, I see?” He leisurely walks over to my desk.

      “I work here.” I grit my teeth.

      “That’s what I meant.” He grins, leaning against the desk, and I instinctively lean the other way.

      “As a hostess. I take the cover charge. It’s twenty dollars, by the way,” I tell him while Randy looks me up and down. I’m wearing a pair of skinny jeans and a black T-shirt with the Vivid logo on my chest. It’s a modest outfit, but with his eyes on me, I feel less covered than the girl on stage.

      “I’m sure you don’t mind covering that for me, sweets. I did take care of you for the last year.”

      “Yes, you did a great job taking care of me. Taking the money you get for fostering me to spend on booze while I had to eat expired food that the grocery store throws away.”

      “You ate, didn’t you? Only got sick once, so I don’t know what you’re complaining about. I gave you a roof over your head, a futon to sleep on, and food to eat. The least you could do is show some appreciation.”

      I open my mouth, ready to tell him how much I didn’t appreciate any of his shit, when the door to the main room opens, and Myles walks in. His eyes fall onto Randy before they ever meet mine.

      “Randy. Just on time as always,” Myles greets him like an old friend, and my blood runs cold. Myles knows Randy. They are friends?

      “Long time, no see.” Randy nods. “I was just talking to your new hostess.”

      “Well, stop talking and get into my office. We have things to discuss.” Only then Myles turns toward me. “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing.” I shake my head frantically. “I-I just need to go pee,” I lie and rush past both men into the main room. I head straight to the bathroom, not paying attention to anything or anyone. All I can think about is getting away.

      I’m so frazzled that I don’t even see someone standing in front of the sink. Without stopping, I plow into her full force.

      “Oh my god! I’m so sorry,” I yell, quickly realizing that it’s Holly I just ran over. She almost trips over her five-inch heels but manages to gracefully catch herself from falling.

      “That was close, girl.” She giggles, straightening her barely-there mini dress. “You have to go pee that bad? Oh, god, you didn’t just pee yourself, did you?”

      “What? No, no! Sorry. I just…” I sigh deeply.

      “You okay, Hazel? What’s up?”

      “Someone I know just walked in,” I explain. “Do you know Randy?”

      “Yeah, he is a friend of Myles. Comes by twice a month to have a drink with him in his office, then he stays to watch a few dances. Little handsy at times, and he tips like shit.”

      “I can’t believe he is friends with that guy,” I say more to myself.

      “Well, I guess that’s part of being a Hale. I’m sure Myles knows all the scum in this city.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Myles is one of the Hale brothers. Didn’t you know that?” She looks at me like I should know what she is talking about, but I have absolutely no clue.

      “Ace Hale, Myles’s older brother, is the head of the local mob,” she explains.

      Suddenly, I’m dizzy. The world spins around me, and I have to hold the sink to stop myself from collapsing.

      The mob? The fucking mob?

      My first thought is that she is lying. There is no way, but then I remember all the times people acted weird around him, like they were scared. The random calls, doing stuff for his brother, his busted knuckles. Oh my god.

      I turn back to Holly. “Sorry again for running you over.”

      “No worries, girl.” She waves me off and starts to reapply her lipstick.

      I take one more deep breath, realizing that this bathroom doesn’t smell like a bathroom but more of women’s perfume than anything else. Somehow the scent calms my nerves a little.

      Holly leaves a moment later, but I remain in the bathroom for another minute before I finally decide what to do.

      I can’t stay here. I have to get away… as far as I can.
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      In my line of business, I’m used to dealing with the scum of society, but Randy is a particular kind of prick I’ve never liked. Lucky for him, he has been a good employee for my family. Brings me a cut of the money he makes from selling drugs twice a month without ever missing it.

      We walk up to my office to have a glass of scotch like we do every time. He grabs an envelope of cash from the inside of his pocket and throws it on my desk before sitting down. I pour us both a glass, hoping he leaves quickly so I can get back to Hazel.

      “Sales are good this week. You are going to be very pleased with your cut.” Randy smiles at me as I hand him his glass, flashing me his yellow teeth in the process.

      “Glad to hear that.” I take my seat behind my desk and grab the envelope. It seems the same size as it’s always been, so maybe Randy and I have different visions of what a good cut looks like. I pull out the bills and start counting. “A hundred more than normal.”

      Randy grins like he’s expecting a gold medal, and I almost roll my eyes at him.

      “So, since I did well this week, maybe I can get one of your girls to give me a lap dance on the house?” And that’s why I don’t like this motherfucker. Always asking me for shit.

      Nevertheless, keeping employees happy is good for business, and a lap dance won’t cost me anything. “Sure, let me know which girl, and I’ll send her back to a private room.”

      “How about your new hostess? I’d like to see those tits up close.”

      Restraint has never been my strong suit, and right now, it takes every ounce of the little bit I do possess not to strangle Randy where he sits.

      “She’s off-limits,” I grit through clenched teeth, but Randy keeps pushing, like the idiot he is.

      “I won’t tell anyone. I just want to get my hands on Hazel for a dance—”

      As soon as Hazel’s name comes out of his filthy mouth, I see red. I’m out of my chair and across the desk in a split second. Randy tries to stand, but I’m already on him, pounding my fists into his shocked face.

      “You don’t say her fucking name!” I spit in his face between punches.

      His feeble attempts to protect himself are laughable, and before I know it, he is on the ground and curled up like a fucking baby. Worthless piece of shit.

      Somehow, I manage to stop my attack even though every fiber in my body tells me to end him. The only thing that makes me stop is knowing Ace would never let me hear the end of it. Too many people saw Randy walk in. He needs to walk out of here one way or the other.

      “I’m sorry, I’m sorry…” He keeps apologizing, but that shit falls on deaf ears. I don’t give a shit about his apologies.

      “Get up, asshole.”

      He scrambles to his feet, covering the side of his face with one hand. His nose is bloody and probably broken, his lip is split, and his eyes are starting to swell up.

      “I’m sorry, Myles. I don’t want any trouble with you guys…”

      “Save it, and get out of my office. Go out the back door, and if I ever hear you say her name again, I will gut you and feed your own intestine to you.” Even with his face beaten and bruised, I can see the terror written all over it, and I seriously wonder if he is about to piss himself in my office. “Get out!”

      “I will… I mean… I will get out, but I won’t say her name. I-I won’t ever do it a-again, I swear,” he stutters and scurries away from me with his hands up in surrender. Not wanting to turn his back to me, he walks backward to the door, almost stumbling over his own feet twice.

      I watch him leave and follow him downstairs to make sure he isn’t stupid enough to go back through the lobby. Lucky for him, he listens to me and takes the back door. I’m almost disappointed because I would have had another reason to let out some anger on his face if I had caught him.

      Looking down at my hands, I find my knuckles bloody and swollen. They don’t hurt yet, but I know they will later. I will enjoy that pain because it will be a reminder of what I did to his face.

      When I’m sure the fucker is gone, I shove my hands in my pockets and walk through the main room like nothing happened. Holly passes by me, giving me a tight smile. I would ask her what’s wrong, but the need to see Hazel is pulling me to the lobby like an invincible force. Holly can wait.

      I push the heavy double doors open into the front room. My gaze swings to the desk Hazel should be standing behind, but I find it empty. Confused, I walk to the front door and open it. Alex is standing next to it, his arms folded over his chest.

      “Hey, have you seen Hazel?”

      “No, boss. She hasn’t been out here.”

      “All right, maybe she just took a break,” I say more to myself as I head back inside, letting the door fall shut behind me. I ignore the dreadful feeling that something is wrong and tell myself she is fine. She probably just had to go pee or got stuck talking to one of the girls.

      I speed walk through the club, not caring who sees my busted-up hands. My eyes bounce from person to person, searching for Hazel in a room full of people. When I don’t find her in here, I try the bathroom next. Samantha is the only one inside, fixing her hair in the mirror.

      “What’s up?” she asks, not the least bit concerned that I’m in the women’s bathroom. It’s not like I haven’t seen each of the girls who work here naked.

      “Have you seen Hazel?”

      “I saw her walk to the bathroom when I was still on stage. Is she not back up front?”

      Fuck! Where the hell is she? Spinning around, I exit the bathroom. Holly is waiting in the hallway, her smile gone, replaced with fear and guilt.

      “What did you do? Where is Hazel?”

      “I’m sorry, Myles. I didn’t know—”

      I grab her by the upper arms and push her against the wall. She lets out a shriek, and her eyes go wide with shock. I don’t normally touch any of the girls like this, but she has something to do with Hazel’s disappearance, and I’m one breath away from losing my fucking mind.

      “Where is she?!”

      “I don’t know, I swear!” Holly whimpers, her bottom lip shaking like she is about to start crying. “She ran into me in the bathroom and started asking me questions about Randy.”

      About Randy? I’m so fucking confused. My mind is going at a million miles per hour, trying to make sense of everything. Then in the midst of all of it, something occurs to me. He knew her name. How did he know her name?

      “What exactly did she ask about Randy?”

      “Just if you knew him and how. I told her he comes here regularly because he works for your family. I thought she knew who you were.”

      “Fuck!” I release Holly with a shove, and she steps away from me on shaky legs. “Ask all the girls if they have seen her,” I order. Holly nods her head furiously before taking off toward the dressing room.

      Once again, I make my way down the hall and through the main room to the lobby. Maybe she left a note or some kind of clue. When I get to the front desk, I find neither of those. What I do find is the cash register open and all the cash missing out of it. Damnit.

      Normally, I would be furious about someone daring to steal from me, to steal money from the Hale family, but the only anger I have is for myself. I don’t give two shits about the cash.

      I’m not even angry with Hazel. I’m fucking worried about her. She doesn’t have a car or a place to stay. There might have been five hundred bucks in the register. How far can she get with that? How will I find her?

      Getting out my phone, I unlock it and speed dial Ace. He answers on the second ring. “What up?”

      “I need your help. I need you to find the girl.”

      “Girl?”

      “Hazel. I need you to find her. She ran from the club.”

      “From what? What the fuck is going on, Myles?”

      I give him a quick overview of all my fuckups from the past few days. He is not happy, to say the least, but I’ll have to deal with that later.

      “Meet me at my place. We’ll find her.” I breathe a small sigh of relief at my brother’s willingness to help me, but I won’t be satisfied until I have her back in my arms.

      Whatever it takes. I will get her back.
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            Hazel

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m so stupid. So fucking stupid. What the hell was I thinking about stealing money from a guy in the mob? No, not in the mob, the mob. His family is the mob.

      Hugging my knees tightly, I sit in the center of the motel bed. I’ve been crying for what seems like hours. There is a pressure behind my eyes that makes me think my head is gonna explode soon. I’m exhausted and hungry, but I can’t help either. I can’t go out to get some food like this, and I can’t sleep because I’m so fucking scared.

      They are going to come after me. Myles is probably going to kill me. Another sob wracks my body. How could I have been so wrong about him? I thought there was actually something between us when, in reality, he is just as bad as Randy. I gave Myles my virginity, and I did every dirty thing he asked me to, willingly.

      And now… now I’m in a shitty motel room fifty miles away. I don’t even know what city I am in. This was the farthest the cab driver would take me for a hundred bucks. Now I have a little over four hundred left. Where is that going to get me? Nowhere.

      I look up at the TV I turned on for some background noise. The screen is blurry, and I don’t actually listen to a single word that’s said, but the sound makes me feel a tiny bit less alone.

      When I hear knocking, I ignore it because I’m certain it’s coming from the TV. Then I hear it again, louder this time. I prop my head up and stare at the door.

      “Hazel, open the door.” Myles’s muffled voice comes through the door.

      I freeze, a sob gets stuck halfway in my throat while I stay completely still. He is here. He came for me, and now he is going to kill me.

      He knocks again. “Open up, Hazel. I know you are in there. Open the door, or I’ll kick it in.”

      I get out of the bed, forcing my weak knees to carry me to the door. I unhook the flimsy chain that looks more like a decoration than anything and wouldn’t keep Myles out. As soon as I unlock the door, Myles pushes it open, and I take a few steps back.

      Blinking the tears away, I wrap my arms around myself as if that could keep me from falling apart. Through the tears, I see him closing the door behind me. When he turns back to face me, I expect him to yell, maybe even hit me. Instead, he closes the distance between us in one large stride. His sudden closeness takes my breath away. Grabbing my arm, he pulls me along with him to an ancient-looking recliner in the corner of the room.

      Sitting down, he pulls me onto his lap. My legs are draped over the side of his, and he has one arm around my torso, holding me to him like he is worried I might run. My own hands are folded in my lap, though my fingers itch to touch Myles.

      As always, his nearness only confuses me. I know he is a bad guy, yet I want nothing more than to lean into him, wrap my arms around him, and bury my face in his shirt. Keeping my head down, I hiccup, wondering what the hell he is doing.

      “Look at me,” he orders, his voice surprisingly gentle.

      I raise my eyes to his and blurt out the first thing that comes to my mind. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have taken the money. It was stupid. I’ll pay you back and more—”

      “I don’t care about the money. I want to know why you ran. Who is Randy to you?”

      I flinch. Just hearing the name makes my stomach churn. Myles places his large hand on my knee, his thumb rubbing small circles over my jean-clad leg. He acts like he is trying to comfort me, but there is no way. This has to be a trick. A cruel game he is playing.

      “Tell me,” Myles presses.

      “Randy was one of my foster parents,” I explain. Myles tightens his grip on me, his arm is actually shaking, and his face looks like he’s exercising a great deal of restraint by staying quiet. He gives me a tiny nod, and I continue.

      “I turned eighteen two weeks ago, and he basically told me I had to leave unless I was willing to…” I trail off, not wanting to say it out loud.

      “Willing to do what?” Myles barely gets the words out without it sounding like a snarl.

      “Unless I was willing to have sex with him.”

      “That fucking prick,” Myles curses under his breath, looking past me into the room. “I’m gonna kill him. He is a dead man walking.” His eyes fall closed, and he takes a few deep breaths, kind of like he is calming himself. When he opens them again, the anger in his gaze has disappeared slightly, but he still looks like he is ready to kill someone. Since I’m the only one here, it must be me.

      “Are you going to kill me?”

      “Kill you? What? Why would you say that?”

      “Holly told me who you are… what your family does… and I stole your money. Now I owe you even more than before.”

      “You don’t owe me anything. The insurance paid for the car, and don’t worry about the cash from today. I told you, I don’t give a shit about the money.”

      “Why? I mean, why did you come here then?”

      He inspects my face for a moment. His gaze is thoughtful, as if he is trying to solve the world’s problems. “I had to know what connection you have to Randy.”

      “Oh…” That’s all I can manage to get out. I think if I try for any more syllables, I’ll start to sob again. “So what now?”

      “I think it’s better if I leave.” His words feel like a dull butter knife jammed between my rib cage. A minute ago, I was scared to let him in the room. Now, I want to throw myself at him and beg him not to leave me.

      “My brother is outside waiting for you. He’s going to take you somewhere safe. You can stay there as long as you want.” He doesn’t even look at me as he tells me. Then he pushes me off his lap and stands us both up. I stumble back, and my ass hits the bed. Stunned into silence, I watch him walk out of the room. The door shuts behind him, leaving me alone.

      While his cologne lingers in the air, I take a deep breath, letting the scent calm me before it’s gone and the stale cigarette smell of the room returns.

      For the longest time, I simply stare at the door, wondering if he was here at all. Maybe I did fall asleep, and it was just a dream. But dreams don’t hurt this bad, do they? There is a distinct ache in my chest, right where my heart used to be.

      I stare at that door until I memorize every chip of its ugly dark green paint. The TV is still playing in the background, but the sound is drowned out by a couple in the room above me fighting. They are yelling at each other, reminding me of the many nights I spent as a kid listening to adults fight. Now more than ever do I wish I was back at Myles’s house, the only place I’ve ever felt comfortable.

      The thought of the house I called home for a short while reminds me of what Myles said before he left. He said his brother was outside waiting for me to take me somewhere safe. I jump up from the bed and grab the few things I had on me when I got here. The cash I stole from the club feels like a thousand-pound weight in my pocket as I open the door to walk out.

      I’m in such a hurry that I almost run into the man standing in front of my door. “Sorry,” I blurt out before actually getting a good look at him. I have to tilt up my head to see his face because he is so tall. One look at his features, and I know he must be Myles’s brother. They have the same dark eyes, same sharp jawline, and even the same frown.

      “I was about to come in there and get you,” he tells me. Even his husky voice reminds me of Myles.

      “I’m sorry,” I apologize again.

      He simply nods and turns away from me. “Let’s go then.” He opens the driver’s side of a black SUV and motions for me to get in on the other side. Not wanting to let him wait even longer, I hurry into the car. Sliding into the front seat, I shut the door and buckle my seat belt.

      It isn’t until he pulls out of the parking lot and onto the main road that something occurs to me. What if he is not taking me somewhere safe? Can I trust this man? What if Myles couldn’t kill me himself, so he has his brother do it?

      “You’re gonna be fine,” he tells me as if he just read my mind. “The place I’m taking you to is one of our safe houses. We haven’t used it in a long time, but we have someone go check on it once a month. It’s clean and stocked with food and clothes. You can stay as long as you want.”

      “Thank you. I’m Hazel, by the way, but I’m sure you already knew that.”

      “Yes, I’m Ace,” he introduces himself, and I remember hearing that name before from Holly.

      We don’t talk for the rest of the drive. My eyelids become heavier by the second, the low hum of the car enticing me to go to sleep. Just before I doze off, Ace turns onto a dirt road.

      “We’re here,” he announces.

      I look straight ahead and find a large white house at the end of a long bumpy driveway. Ace parks in front of the garage and cuts the engine. We get out of the car at the same time, and I follow him to the front door like a lost puppy dog.

      He pulls out a key and unlocks the door with it before holding it out to me. I open my hand, and he lets the key fall onto my palm.

      “When you are ready to leave, just lock the door with the key inside.”

      “Okay… but what if—?”

      “You’re on your own from here on out.” Biting the inside of my cheek, I concentrate on not crying in front of him. I’ll save that for later. “Goodbye, Hazel.”

      “Thank you again.”

      He gives me one more nod before heading back to his car. I watch him drive away, the SUV disappearing from my view. Stepping inside the house, I shut and lock the door behind me, then lean my back against it and slide down to sit on the floor.

      Everyone leaves me. No one cares enough to stay. All my life, I had the feeling of abandonment lingering inside me. But it never, ever hurt so badly before.
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      The last week has been hands down the worst of my life. I’ve barely slept, eaten, or showered because every one of those things reminds me of her. I can still smell her floral scent on my pillow, hear her giggling in the shower, and see her sitting at my kitchen table eating the food she cooked for us.

      Everything about this place makes me think of what I’ve lost, and I want nothing more than for her to be back. But I can’t.

      Are you going to kill me? Her question has been running through my mind on replay, like on an old broken cassette player, only her voice isn’t distorted. It’s soft and gentle but poisoned with fear. Fear of me killing her.

      She thought I was going to kill her. But that’s not the worst part. The worst part is that she was right. Normally, that’s something we would do. Kill people for owing us money, for stealing from us, betraying us in any way.

      That’s the kind of person I am, the kind of people my family are. We’re ruthless, and we take the lives of those who cross our paths the wrong way. I would never hurt her, but her thinking I would is not that far off.

      I’m a killer. Which is exactly the reason I tracked down Randy and put a bullet in his brain. I’m still angry with myself for not knowing the connection. I didn’t even know Randy had a fucking wife, let alone was fostering kids. Who the fuck gives a kid to a sleazebag like that?

      He deserved what I did, and Hazel deserves better.

      She doesn’t belong in my world. Whether it’s intentional or not, she will end up getting hurt if I keep her.

      I’m spread out on the couch when I hear my front door open. All of my brothers have a key to my house, so it’s not a surprise that they just walk in, though I wish they would just leave me alone for once.

      “Dude, you look terrible,” Archer’s voice fills the space a moment before his large frame comes into view. He is the youngest out of my five brothers, but we are all about the same size, and it’s been like that since puberty.

      “What’s up?”

      “Just coming to check up on you. Why are you sleeping on the couch, and when did you shower last? You stink.”

      “What are you, my nanny?”

      “If I have to be. Apparently, you need one… and a maid.” He takes in the living room, kicking away an empty cracker box with a disgusted look on his face. “Looks like you built a nest or something. Come on, get up and shower. We’ll go get something real to eat.”

      “No thanks.”

      “I don’t know why you are doing this. She is just as miserable as you are. Just end this and go see her.”

      “How do you know she’s miserable?”

      “Because Maddie and I went there to check on her. What are you so worried about anyway?”

      “She doesn’t belong in our world.”

      “You think Madison does? I know she is too good for me. I know being with her puts her in danger, but I also know that I’ll do anything to protect her. And I know you guys have my back… now, at least.”

      I cringe at the comment. I didn’t trust Madison at first, and I gave the twins the worst time when they started dating Payton. I didn’t think I would ever fall for someone like my brothers did.

      “Come on, asshole, get up and shower. We’re leaving in ten minutes.”

      “I’m not going. She doesn’t even want me there.”

      “She’s been asking for you.” Archer’s words have me perking up, and I push myself to sit.

      “She did?”

      The asshole rolls his eyes at me. “You are so pussy whipped. It would be funny if I didn’t have to deal with your smelly ass. Now for the love of god, go shower before I puke.”

      The thought of seeing Hazel, of holding her in my arms just a few hours from now, is like dynamite under my ass. I jump up from the couch and basically run up the stairs. I take a quick but thorough shower and brush my teeth. I’m dressed and ready to go ten minutes later.

      “Ah, there he is,” Archer jokes. “Wasn’t sure if that was even my brother under that layer of grime.”

      “Shut up and drive me to the safe house before I kick your ass.”

      Archer gives me a fake salute. “Aye aye, captain.”

      “Dumbass.” I punch his arm as I pass him, eager to get out the door. Archer follows me, and we both get in the car.

      The drive is only an hour, but it feels like a week. With every mile we get closer, excitement grows in my gut. Excitement, nerves, fear… Hazel is the only person who can make me feel those things, and I don’t think there will ever be another one for me.

      “Shit, I think I’m in love with her.”

      Archer tips his head back and bursts out into laughter. “No shit, Sherlock. You really are a dumbass sometimes.”

      “Fuck… what if she doesn’t love me back?”

      “Then you’ll probably shrivel up and die.” Archer shrugs, and I’ve never wanted to punch him in his smug face more than now.

      “Just shut up and drive.”

      By the time we finally pull into the dirt road leading to the safe house, I’m a fucking mess. I think I might really shrivel up and die if she rejects me.

      “You’ll be fine,” Archer tells me, his voice somber for once. “I’m pretty sure she loves you too, and if not, you’ll survive.”

      I get out of the car and walk up to the door. This is technically my house, so it’s weird to ring the doorbell, but I don’t want to just barge in either. I lift my hand to knock on the smooth white wood. My knuckles only rap over the door twice when the door opens.

      And there she is. My Hazel, even more beautiful than she’s been in my mind for the past week. She is wearing sweatpants and an oversized T-shirt, her hair is in a messy bun on top of her head, and I think there is some dried mustard on her chin.

      “Myles…” My name falls from her lips like a prayer, and my cock springs to life.

      “Can I come in?”

      “Of course.” She steps away, looking around a little frazzled. “It’s your place, after all. Do you need me to leave? I can leave. I’ll just get my stuff… and I’ll clean before.” She starts picking up empty wrappers and cartons from next to the couch and tucking them under her arm. “Let me clean up my mess—”

      “Hazel, the only reason I would make you leave would be to take you back to my place.”

      She stops what she is doing and turns to face me. Her eyes scan my face like she is making sure I’m not joking. “You mean it?”

      “Yes. I fucking miss you. I only pushed you away because I wanted to protect you. I can’t change who I am, and I don’t think I want to either. I love my family, and I grew up in the family business. This is all I know, but if you let me, I’ll try my best to make it work.”

      The next thing I know, she is in my arms with her face pressed against my chest and her hands grabbing at me like she can’t get close enough. Wrapping my arms around her small form, I hold her to me like I have dreamed of every night.

      “I love you,” I murmur, kissing the top of her head.

      “I love you too.”

      Thank fuck!

      “Now, let’s go take a shower together and get that mustard off your face.”

      She giggles into my shirt, a sound that feels like a balm on a deep wound. All the pain of the past week is forgotten in the blink of an eye. That’s what she does to me. She has the power to destroy me but also to make me the happiest guy in the world. And that’s how I’m feeling right now.
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      I still can’t believe what my life is like now. I never thought I would ever have a family. I thought I was destined to be alone forever. But now I have a home, a family, and people who love and protect me no matter what.

      It took me a while to come to terms with Myles being part of the mob, but the more time I spent with his brothers and their girlfriends, the more normal all of it seems. Sometimes, I even forget it altogether.

      I don’t work at the strip club anymore. Instead, I go to college, something else I never even dreamed of doing before. Myles says I don’t have to worry about anything ever again, and I know he’s telling the truth.

      “I have a surprise for you when we get home,” Myles tells me, pulling me from my thoughts.

      “Yeah? What is it?”

      “You’ll see.” He smirks. “It’s kind of for both of us.”

      That has my curiosity piqued. Maybe he got me a sex toy, new underwear, or a fancy dress to take me out?

      Luckily, I don’t have to wait long because a moment later, we pull into the driveway of our home. I get out of the car, beating Myles to the door. He unlocks it, and I push my way past him inside the house. “Where is it at?” I scanned the living room for some huge package, but everything looks like it did before he took me to class this morning.

      “Upstairs in our bedroom.”

      I’m so excited I take two steps at a time, then speed walk down the hall to our room. As soon as I enter, I see it.

      A shiny new stripper pole mounted to the ceiling and floor, conveniently positioned a few feet away from the bed.

      “Do you like it?” Myles comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around my stomach. I lean into him. “I told you you’re going to dance for me again. You can give me my own private show now whenever I want.”

      “How about I give you a show right now?”

      “I like the sound of that.” Myles buries his nose in my hair, tickling my neck as he rubs his face in it. His hands come up to cup my breasts, and even through the bra, my nipples are more sensitive than normal.

      “Before I start, I have to tell you something.”

      “What is it?” I can hear the note of concern in his voice, so I don’t wait to put him out of his misery.

      “I won’t be able to dance for you on the pole much longer. I don’t think it will hold my weight.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “I just think it’s gonna be hard to dance with my stomach big and round and my ankles swollen.” I barely get the words out before Myles spins me around in his hold.

      “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

      “If what you think I’m saying is that I’m pregnant, then yes.” I grin. “I am pregnant.”

      His lips crash into mine with bruising force, and his arms snake around me to pull me closer. I had no doubt he would react like this. I knew he wanted to get me pregnant, and I wanted it to happen just as badly.

      Pushing against his chest, I break the kiss so I can catch my breath. “What about the show?”

      “No time for foreplay. I need to be inside you, stat.” He pulls on my clothes like they are on fire, and he is desperate to get them off my body. I grab his shirt and pull it off his muscular torso. When we are both naked, and our clothes are somewhere on the ground, Myles turns me around and bends me over the bed.

      His hand immediately finds my center, rubbing through my already wet folds. I moan into the soft sheets and grab the comforter in front of me just because I need to give my hands something to do.

      He removes his fingers and replaces them with the smooth head of his cock. He thrusts forward, sinking his cock into me to the hilt in one smooth move. His hand holds my hips while he starts fucking me as if his life depends on it.

      Like a wild animal, he pounds into me without mercy. My first orgasm sneaks up on me, taking me by surprise. The intense feeling of pleasure rolls through me like the tide, but Myles never slows down.

      “Fuck,” he growls. “Your cunt is the tightest and sweetest thing in the world, and it’s all fucking mine. You are all mine.”

      “Yes!” I call out as I come a second time.

      I’m all his, and he is all mine.

      And that’s never going to change.
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