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Chapter One
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Uncle, are you listening? You don’t look like you’re listening.” My nephew, Bogdan, hovers nearby, speaking in hushed tones to prevent my men from listening to the latest news concerning my lovesick, idiotic son. 

I heard every word, but I’m too stunned to reply and wonder why he keeps it under wraps when everyone under my command already knows the worst part. 

I shake my head with disbelief, blinking rapidly to clear my mind of murderous thoughts as I try to calm my breath long enough to speak. This morning, my son Vasily flagrantly disobeyed my command to end his one-sided relationship with Senator Rossi’s daughter and chose to kidnap her instead. I could kill him. But first, I’ll need to find him.  

He claims he’s in love and swears her feelings match his. That sounds impossible to believe. If that were the case, why would he need to steal her from her family and hoard her like a dragon protecting his treasure? Does he think I’ll make him return her? If so, he would be right. I spent the last few years trying to cultivate a relationship with the senator, who has gotten too comfortable sitting in the back pockets of the Five Families, and Vasily has ruined it in one day. 

Vasily was never a sensible boy and grew into an unhinged man. After sixteen hours of no contact, he sent his mother a message letting her know he and the girl were fine. Fortunately, my ex-wife knows better than to keep such precious information from me—especially if she wants her alimony payments delivered on time. She didn’t know where they were staying. He was smart enough to keep that information to himself, but he placated her concerns by telling her he was still in the state. There are only a handful of places he could be. 

“Why are you whispering? I appreciate your attempt at discretion, but we’re way past that now.” I groan and slowly push away from my desk, clenching my fists with anger and an overwhelming desire to punch a hole through the closest wall.  

Bogdan leans in and drops his voice another octave. “I told you, I think we have a mole. I don’t know if they’re reporting to the FBI or another bratva, but there is at least one man present I still haven’t ruled out. It’s just a hunch, but you need to humor me and keep this information on a need-to-know basis. I suggest you only mobilize the men you trust.”  

As much as I hate to admit it, Bogdan may be right. The Feds have kept their distance for years. They’re easy to bribe, and most are too intimidated by the possibility of our collective retribution reaching their families. I’m not the kind of man who targets women and children, but others do, and the threat is always there. 

Recently, our biggest rival has been making noise. I fear we’ve caught the attention of a few ambitious government agents who, I assume, believe a possible promotion is worth the risk of going against the Brooklyn bratvas. I can’t reiterate what kind of mistake that is, but they’ll soon find out.  

Bogdan is the family’s lawyer, my Sovietnik, and my closest confidante. He has one foot in the respectable world. He has more to lose and occasionally jumps to conclusions. Much of the time, he’s correct, so I’ve learned not to question his judgment. 

“Fine, take Gaspar and Ludomir. Have them look at our safe houses near Niagara Falls, Utica, and Lake Placid. They’re out of the way and far from prying eyes. Ensure she’s there willingly; if she is, don’t disturb them until he and I speak. Have the Rossis contacted the police or Secret Service?” I remove my gun from my desk drawer and slide it into my underarm holster, ensuring the safety is on.  

“No, they haven’t. We spoke to them hours after it happened, before they realized their daughter was missing. They’ll keep their mouths shut, and we persuaded him to keep his Sicilian cronies out of it. He’s two weeks away from the election and doesn’t want anything leaking to the press about his daughter fraternizing with a known mobster.” He smirks and then rolls his eyes, astounded by the senator’s hypocrisy. Senator Rossi owes his entire career to the Serpico family, head of the Five Families of New York.  

“Good. I’ll deal with the Rossis later. Between Vivi disappearing to New Orleans and Vasily vanishing upstate, I hardly have enough time to handle our business. I appreciate your due diligence and discretion.” I offer a quick nod in gratitude and cross the room to the small minibar I keep in my office. The sun has set, and this is my first drink of the day. That might be a record. 

“My father told me you’d found Vivienne in New Orleans. Did you speak to Andre? Did he update you?” 

Bogdan typically knows everything before I do, but I didn’t entrust him to search for my daughter. I didn’t want him distracted from his recent task of keeping an eye on Vasily. My daughter, Vivi, never gives me problems. We’re not as close as I’d like, but she stays out of trouble and never makes waves. 

That was before her horrible mother, my ex-girlfriend, fed her lies and told her I was planning on arranging for her to marry the new pakhan of the Grinkov Bratva. It was complete bullshit, but Vivi’s so starved for her mother’s affection that she took the woman’s treachery as an act of love.  

Without a word to me, she moved away and fell off the grid. I hired a former associate to hunt her down, then hired someone else to keep an eye on him. I know they’re in New Orleans, but I fear he’s made contact and fallen under her charms. He’s too old for her, but she’s very convincing at playing the victim and may talk him into helping her disappear somewhere else. 

For now, I’m watching them and will deal with them soon. I don’t need to control my daughter, but I prefer knowing where she lays her head at night. She’ll always be my baby.  

I’m still waiting for a proper update, but at least I know she’s safe and Andre’s close enough to protect her. It would take someone with brass balls and a death wish to hurt my children.  

I uncork a decanter of whiskey and pour myself a glass. It’s best to keep away from vodka right now. It’s my drink of choice, but once I start, I may not be able to stop. And I’d prefer a clear head when making heavy decisions. 

The first sip settles my nerves. The second calms my mind. I have one foot out of this business. I took the reins of the Volkov Brotherhood when I was twenty years old, after my father's death. It was up to me to make him proud and to build a proper legacy to leave my children. Almost three decades of war, murder, and looking over my shoulder night and day have worn me down. If I could hand over my crown to Vasily today, I would. But he isn’t ready. He’s too impulsive and too reckless to trust with so much power. 

The topic of my retirement brings my mind back to another point of business. Bogdan knows I’m expecting news from my realtor but has remained silent. That means it’s terrible.  

“Before you leave, tell me we’ve closed on the island. You know it’s my first choice, and I know you wouldn’t want to disappoint me,” I say, already knowing the answer. I placed a bid on an island off the coast of New York. It’s close enough to my children but located well within international waters. The last asshole who tried to outbid me got a special visit from my bodyguard, Gaspar. His presence alone is enough to terrify someone into submission. 

Bogdan shakes his head once and sighs. “We’ll get it done soon. I promise. A German businessman just outbid you. We have enough funds to deal with this bump, but I worry he’ll keep countering. Let me handle it my way, and I’ll let you know if your way becomes necessary.” 

I give him a firm nod, knocking back the rest of my whiskey. “You have a week to handle it before my way becomes the only way. I’m not afraid to get my hands dirty one more time.” 

Bogdan doesn’t need to remind me of what I did to the Spanish billionaire who tried to use his connections to steal it from under my nose. He deserved worse than I gave, but at least he lived. I’ve heard he’s started physical therapy. That’s more than I can say for most men who have crossed me. 

“I’ve got two more items to bring to your attention before I leave. Since you never replied to Yarina’s dinner party invitation for Saturday, she’s assumed you’re attending. She said to tell you it’s three days away, and she won’t take no for an answer. Alexei Grinkov and Gavril Pushkin will be there, but she assured me no business will be allowed. She also wanted me to tell you that her niece, Larissa, will be there and looks forward to seeing you.” Bogdan turns his head but fails to disguise his laughter.  

“Yarina should be ashamed of herself. Her niece is twenty-five years old and much too young for me. I’ve watched her grow up and have no interest in fraternizing with a virtual child. Besides, I don’t care for how she laughs. It’s disturbing,” I murmur, scanning my liquor cabinet for my favorite vodka. I know I refilled my supply after my brother Nikolai’s recent visit. 

“Twenty-five isn’t so young,” Bogdan argues, annoying me further when he points to the brand-new case of vodka staring me in the face. 

“I’m forty-eight. A twenty-three-year age difference feels obscene. We would have nothing in common. Enough about Larissa, tell me the other thing,” I command while I pour myself another drink.  

“Oh, it’s nothing significant, and I wasn’t sure if I mentioned it, but she sounded desperate and made me promise I would bring it to your attention.” Bogdan’s reply leaves me confused. 

“Since when do you make promises to strangers? Who is ‘she,’ and what does she want?” My curiosity is piqued, but I need clarification before deciding. 

Bogdan tosses a magazine on the minibar, and my eyes immediately land on the wide hazel eyes of the gorgeous woman gracing the cover. She’s magnificent, too beautiful and vibrant to be visually groped by my old eyes. But somehow, I can’t look away. The supple curves of her breasts make my dead heart skip a beat. Her plump pink lips make my cock twitch in my pants. No one has captured my attention like this in years. 

“Who is this?” The question flies from my lips with a manner of urgency. 

“That’s Sybil Sheridan. She’s a supermodel and the younger daughter of Bernard Sheridan, the powerhouse defense attorney who always represents the rich and famous. Her best friend happens to be Scarlett Rossi, the young woman Vasily kidnapped to God knows where. Miss Sheridan wants answers. She fears for her friend’s life and wants your reassurance she’s still alive and well. Do you want me to tell her you’re busy?” 

I lift the magazine and flip through the pages, hoping to find more photographs of pretty Miss Sheridan. “Am I busy? I’m pretty sure I have time tomorrow evening.” 

“Aren’t you?” He makes a good point but that doesn’t prevent me from tucking the magazine under my arm and head for the door.

“Not that busy.”


Chapter Two
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Do it for Scarlett. Do it for your friend. 

The voice in my head echoes off the walls of my panic-stricken brain as I step out of the taxi and tread quietly toward the iron gate. My pumps wobble beneath my weak ankles, struggling in vain to steady my gait against the slick incline leading me to the burly men guarding the only entrance to Boris Volkhov’s gothic estate.  

“I have an appointment,” I whisper, my voice nothing more than a breathy sigh as I search the contents of my purse for my notes. “I was told to ask for Bogdan Volkov. My name is Sybil Sheridan. Is he available for me?” I brush the strands of sweaty hair off my forehead and drop my nervous gaze to the pavement. 

Two minutes in and I’m already failing miserably. Tasha told me to look them in the eye. She made me promise not to look away first. Their stony expressions and piercing gazes are a test. Men like these can smell fear and use it to their advantage at the first opportunity.  

I clear my throat and lift my chin, willing my heartbeat to decelerate, fearing it's moments from shooting straight out of my chest. “Is he here or did he cancel without notice?” The sound of my stern voice surprises me. It’s a ridiculous act that may cost me dearly, but I can’t back down so soon. This is a matter of life or death and I’m strong enough to fight for the sake of a dear friend. I know Scarlett would do the same for me. 

One of the men, the taller of the two, nods without a word and unlocks the gate. “Mr. Volkov is expecting you. Follow me.” His gruff voice makes me jump, and his long stride forces me to catch up two steps at a time. He walks with purpose, clenching giant mitts like he’s looking for a fight. I only hope it’s not with me.  

“Am I disturbing him?” I ask, as we pass through a thick black door embossed with Cyrillic letters across the top. I’m unsure what it spells and there’s no sense asking the stern man leading the way. He doesn’t appear interested in holding a conversation with me. 

I step onto the marble floor and cringe at the sound of my Mary Jane pumps echoing off the walls. Mortified by my heavy steps, I tiptoe on the balls of my feet, then realize my correction has made me fall behind. The giant man in front of me peers over his shoulder and furrows his brow disapprovingly. He shifts his gaze to the empty space between us and silently commands me to hurry.  

“Sorry,” I murmur and leap into position, forcing myself to stop looking around and catch up. 

“This way.” The scary man escorting me curls a finger and points toward a hallway beneath a sprawling black staircase. His icy expression makes a shiver run down my spine, but I tread into the darkness, hoping the light illuminating our path leads me to someone willing to help me. 

This may all be for nothing. Boris Volkov has no obligation to offer his assistance. Why would he? Now that I’m here and risking my life, I think my optimism may have been both premature and delusional. 

My panicked mind urges me to run. But adrenaline makes me brave. I should be more frightened than I feel, but I can’t let Scarlett down. I’ve seen enough documentaries to know that the first forty-eight hours are crucial. As much as I’d prefer not to wade through Brooklyn’s underworld to gather information on her whereabouts, I can’t count on the proper authorities. They refuse to help if her parents aren’t concerned enough to file a report. 

I still can’t believe they can be so calm about this. It’s incredibly suspicious. Scarlett’s stepmom worries about the most trivial things and doesn’t appear fazed by her stepdaughter’s sudden disappearance. I’m almost certain she’s been kidnapped by Vasily Volkov, Boris’s lunatic son, and everyone is pretending she’s okay because they’re too terrified to create a scandal or get on the wrong side of the Volkov Bratva. At least, that’s what my friend, Tasha, believes. She knows more than me about these things. Tasha grew up around the Volkovs and knows firsthand how ruthless they can be. 

When we reach the end of the hallway, my brawny guide knocks twice and leans his ear to the wood, listening for an answer before he turns the knob. He nods once, having heard something inaudible to me, and pushes the door open. 

“Mr. Volkov, Sybil Sheridan is here to see you,” the man grunts, then waits for a reply, watching my nervous fidgeting from the corner of his eye. 

“She’s early.” A deep gravelly voice floats from the room and makes my hair stand on end. He’s right. I’m ten minutes early, but Boris Volkov didn’t sound like the type of man you keep waiting. 

“Show her in, Gaspar. And please let me know when Bogdan arrives.”  

With trembling steps and a drawn-out gait, I walk into the private office of the man known to everyone as the Boogeyman of Brooklyn. Lord, help me. What have I gotten myself into? 

The room is devoid of color. Everything is gray or black with specks of white to add dimension. A bookcase lines one wall and expensive-looking paintings decorate the other. The office is understated but elegant—masculine yet uncreative and joyless. The entire house needs a woman’s touch to bring it to life. Although I wonder what caliber of woman would be desperate enough to hitch her wagon to a man referred to as the boogeyman. I suppose some women are into bad boys, but there must be a point where you draw the line. 

The most terrifying man I’ve ever seen sits in the far end of the room. Piercing brown eyes focus on me. They’re sharp and menacing, like a hungry predator eyeing his prey. I clasp my hands and wring them tightly, digging my fingernails into my skin until I nearly draw blood. Tasha was right. I must be out of my mind believing anything I do can persuade this man to help a stranger. He’s a brutal killer, not a good Samaritan.  

“Mr. Volkov?” My voice shakes as I tiptoe closer, breaking his sharp gaze to allow me a moment to breathe. His expression is utterly unreadable. I have no idea if my presence piques his curiosity or annoys the hell out of him. For the sake of my mental well-being, I’ll pretend he’s intrigued. 

“Miss Sheridan, please take a seat.” Boris waves his massive hand at the lone chair in front of his large desk. I didn’t expect him to be so handsome. I’m unsure why I expected a man resembling Marlon Brando in The Godfather. Boris looks nothing like that. He seems like no one I’ve ever met.  

Tasha told me he’s just a few years shy of fifty. The only thing about his appearance that looks middle-aged is his salt-and-pepper hair—both on his head and the light dusting peeking out from the top of his dress shirt. 

I’m so nervous I could vomit, and the man doesn’t appear to have a care in the world. He sits comfortably, leaning back as he crooks his elbows and places his hands behind his head. I avert my gaze, afraid he’ll see my eyes skim across the broad landscape of his sculpted chest and perfectly defined pecs. It’s impossible to control my gaze. Since I walked into this room, my eyes have seemingly developed a mind of their own. 

“Thank you for seeing me. You must be a busy man, and I’m grateful you’ve taken time out of your schedule on such short notice,” I whisper, tucking the sides of my short dress before sitting, hoping it doesn’t ride up high enough to give him an accidental peep show. There are plenty of things I’d do to help find Scarlett, but I’m not sure if prostituting myself is one of them.  

“You caught me at a good time. I had the evening off, and my advisor told me you sounded frantic. I understand you’re worried about your friend,” Boris says, his stony expression lacking the requisite empathy. The man is toying with me. He knows why I’m here but he'll still make me beg for help.  

This will almost certainly be a disaster. I swear, Scarlett better be in danger. That girl will owe me big time when all this is over. 

I swallow the lump clogging my throat, summon my courage, and blurt out why I’m here. “Scarlett Rossi is my best friend. She’s like the sister I never had. My sister, Megan, is rotten to her core and nothing like Scarlett,” I ramble, too nervous to stop the needless words falling from my lips.  

Boris stares, his eyes narrowing with confusion. He parts his lips to speak, then pauses when he sees me take a deep breath and lean forward to continue my incoherent prattling.  

“Two days ago, Scarlett traveled to her grandmother’s house in Rye. That’s a ninety-minute drive with traffic. We messaged one another, averaging a text every minute. Then, her texts suddenly stopped. It worried me of course, but I naturally assumed she’d lost service. The countryside never has reliable signal. An hour later I called her grandmother, and she hadn’t arrived. I called back again and again with no success. When I reached out to her parents, they didn’t seem concerned and told me they would look into it and get back to me. Look into it?” I shout, then hold my fingers to my lips, embarrassed when my voice bounces off the walls after emerging twice as loud as I intended.  

Boris Volkov lifts one well-landscaped silver eyebrow and angles his head, glaring, like he’s only minutes away from fastening me into a straitjacket. He clears his throat and rests his clasped hands on the desk, his stern expression softening as he speaks. “What may I do for you, Miss Sheridan? You still haven’t told me why you’re here. How did you decide I was the person to help you find Scarlett?” The corner of his mouth tips into a slight grin, and my insides melt into pudding.  

I shrink in my seat and dab a tissue on my dewy brow. Boris Volkov is even more attractive than his hot-as-sin son. “Mr. Volkov—” he cuts me off and corrects my formality. 

“Call me Boris, please,” he suggests, although his stern gaze makes it feel more like a command. 

I nod, suck in a loud breath, and try to organize my thoughts. “Forgive me. Anxiety runs in my family. You’re very kind to tolerate this intrusion.” I hold my breath and say a silent prayer that this man doesn’t lose his temper when I accuse his son of criminal activity. It seems far-fetched since they’re known criminals, but you never know what offends people. 

My gaze meets his and my panicked heart sprouts wings. His soulful brown eyes steal my breath, holding it captive until I’m sure I’ll lose consciousness. That would be bad. 

“It’s fine.” Boris makes a weak attempt at soothing my nerves, but I appreciate it, nonetheless. “You obviously believe I can help you find your friend. Why? What does her disappearance have to do with me?” He leans back into his chair and exhales loudly, a sign of annoyance. 

My heart plummets and then shatters. I’m sure Boris knows his son is the person who took her. Tasha told me that when it comes to his men, especially his son, he knows all and sees all. This was a mistake of astronomical proportions. It was a last-ditch effort before heading to the cops again. They don’t believe she’s missing, but maybe I can try harder to convince them. Boris was my last hope, but he’s mocking my concerns. 

“Nothing. I apologize for wasting your time. This was an error in judgment, but I had a hunch, and I didn’t feel right if I didn’t pursue it.” I scramble to my feet, hook my purse strap over my shoulder, and bolt toward the door. Afraid to turn around for fear he’ll see the tears flooding my eyes, I shout my apologies and run. He raises his voice with a reply I can’t hear. My heels echoing against the marble floor drown out his voice. I holler again when I feel the vibrations of his heavy steps close behind me. “Please forgive me, Mr. Volkov. I’ll see myself out.” 

“Miss Sheridan, stop running.” Boris follows, and my short stride is no match for his long legs. He’s even scarier standing up. Which is why I need to leave before Boris finds a reason to hold me hostage. Maybe he’ll kill me for bothering him with something so dumb. According to rumors, he killed hundreds of people. What’s one more? 

“Mr. Volkov, I’m leaving now. I don’t know anything about your business. I won’t tell anyone where you live. There’s no need to harm me.” A flurry of nonsensical words falls from my lips as his strong hand clasps my waist and swings me into his arms. My palms land on his hard chest and I use whatever strength I can gather to push him away. Fortunately, he releases me before I make a greater fool of myself. 

“I’m not going to harm you.” Boris lifts my purse, gently placing the strap on my shoulder—an embarrassing consequence of losing my cool and scattering my belongings on the polished floor. The corner of his mouth curves into a subtle smile, and my flushed skin turns to gooseflesh. “I apologize for giving you a hard time. Truth be told, I’m impressed by your bravery and loyalty to your friend. Take a walk with me and I’ll tell you what I know.”


Chapter Three
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Iadmire her courage. It’s not every day a woman like Sybil ventures into Little Odessa and takes her life in her hands for the sake of friendship. These aren’t the scenic streets of Upper Manhattan or the quaint, idyllic neighborhoods in Park Slope. This is the real Brooklyn, the way it used to be before gentrification and corporations came in and turned it into a fucking Disneyland. A woman as beautiful as she shouldn’t wander into the wolf’s den at this hour of the night.  

Dangerous things can happen. 

“This could have been handled over a phone call. Why would you travel so far to ask me questions I’m unsure I can answer?” I place my hand on the small of her back and lead her into my landscaped garden, a sanctuary set apart from the reality of the heavily armed men guarding the house.  

Earlier today, I considered canceling this meeting. I’m a man, flesh and blood. Nothing good will come from exposing myself to such rabid temptation. After a few hours of consideration, I convinced myself I could be a parental figure. If Vivi were in need, I would hope someone would take her under their wing and help her however they could. The scenario seemed plausible. I’m not a weak man. I’ve spent my life defeating my adversaries. It’s a shame I can’t find the motivation to remove my hand from her back.  

Sybil flinches, her muscles stiffening at my touch. I expect her to move away, but she doesn’t. Instead of fleeing, like any woman of sound mind, she relaxes into my casual embrace and allows me to guide her farther, toward an empty bench. She takes the initiative to sit first, then hugs her chest, shivering from the light breeze in the air. I should return her to the warmth of the house, but if Bogdan is right about the mole, I wouldn’t want them leaking information about Sybil, possibly placing her in danger.  

I don’t know her well enough to be concerned about her safety, but as a man who values unwavering loyalty, her devotion to her friend is commendable. She took a chance coming here and I would hate for her to suffer consequences for her concern. 

“I didn’t believe you would speak to me over the phone. I’m not familiar with your line of business, but I assume you don’t discuss matters about kidnapped women with people you’ve never met or trust.” Her assumption about my business makes me grit my teeth, but I suppress my anger, realizing her implication comes from ignorance. She doesn’t know for sure that my son abducted her friend. She’s not technically wrong, but I don’t appreciate a woman I’ve only just met calling my son a criminal. 

“Kidnapped? I don’t—” I open my mouth to defend what little honor my son has, but the flowery aroma of her perfume layered over the scent of her dewy skin hits me like a drug, instantly intoxicating me into silence. 

Sybil’s eyes widen, perhaps fearing she’s insulted a man who holds her life in his hands. Is she too naïve to understand I could make her disappear? She swallows hard, and her plump bottom lip quivers as she sucks in a shaky breath. “You’re right. I don’t know if your son is involved but I know Scarlett was forced to end her friendship with Vasily. Her father worried their relationship would ruin his upcoming election. He sent her to her grandmother’s house in Rye, but her car was found empty on the side of the road, and no one has seen her or the men escorting her since. Her parents don’t seem overly concerned, and that’s incredibly uncharacteristic of them. They don’t want me going to the police, which makes me suspicious that a criminal organization is involved.” She wrings her delicate hands where they sit on her lap. 

“I see,” I murmur, wondering how to reply, and too fascinated by the small emerald on her right ring finger, oddly relieved it’s not gracing her left hand. Who gave it to her? Does she have a man in her life? Would it matter if she did? 

“Does your friend have feelings for my son? Would she go with him willingly?” I ask, attempting to buy myself more time before she wises up and runs for the hills. My son may be a thorn in my side, but he’s handsome. Women seem to love him enough to overlook his lunacy, although I can honestly say I’ve never seen him so unhinged over a woman as he appears to be over Scarlett Rossi. Poor girl. Maybe there is a legitimate reason for concern. 

Sybil drops her chin and fixes her gaze on a tiny loose thread on her skirt, winding it around her finger as she seemingly tries to decide how much she should share. The more time I spend in her company, the more my interest in her grows. She shows discretion, and someone like me needs a woman who can be discreet. The last woman I had a relationship with, Vivi’s mother, would have sung like a canary if the Feds ever offered her the opportunity.  

“Scarlett hasn’t shared very much with me on the matter. She’s been unusually tight-lipped. Maybe she believes I would judge her or worry about the consequences of falling for someone with a dangerous life. But I can tell you that ever since she met your son, she’s walked around with stars in her eyes.” Sybil straightens her shoulders as she takes a deep breath. Her chest presses against the confines of her cashmere cardigan, drawing my attention to the ample curves of her breasts. 

I shake my head, hoping against hope to dismiss the pornographic images forming in my sexually deprived mind. Sybil isn’t much older than my Vivi. I know because I spent the better half of last night stalking her online. She and Vivi are both twenty-three years old, only months apart. As much as I’d love to get to know her better, I’m not a man who frequents the nursery.  

She might be legal but that doesn’t make it appropriate. 

This is wrong. I know it isn’t right. But I’m not exactly a man who’s chosen the correct path in life. Why should this be any different?  

Because I’d look like a fool chasing a woman young enough to be my daughter. 

“If you truly don’t know anything about Scarlett’s whereabouts, I shouldn’t waste more of your time. I’m sure you’re a busy man, and I need to get back to Manhattan,” she mutters, looking from side to side as if she’s expecting an ambush. 

I lean closer, sniffing her hair while I gather my thoughts, hoping to say something to make her stay a bit longer. 

“I’ll be honest with you, Miss Sheridan—” 

“Sybil, please,” she corrects me, with a tentative smile that makes a low rumble vibrate in my chest. She’s a lovely breath of fresh air in my violent world, and making me like her. And that’s a problem. Sybil may look harmless, but she could be the most dangerous woman I’ve ever met. I’ll do stupid things to make her mine. 

“Sybil,” I pronounce her name, letting both syllables flow from my tongue like I’m practicing repeating it for the rest of my life. “I honestly don’t know my son’s current location. He’s been no-contact since he disappeared the morning your friend vanished. You’re not wrong to assume they’re together, but I don’t think Vasily would do anything to harm her. He claims to be in love with Scarlett.”  

I’m only now realizing Vasily’s infatuation with Scarlett Rossi might have been as serious as he implied. There’s no way he’d risk my wrath if she wasn't worth it. 

“But they’ve only just met. I don’t think people can fall so fast,” she muses, staring into space as she considers the possibility. 

I drop my gaze, examining every inch of her face to commit every line and freckle to memory. When her wide hazel eyes catch a glint of moonlight, she almost steals my breath from my lungs.  

Aware that I’m staring and unsure if this is a path I want to take, I save my opinion for another day. “Is there anything else I can do for you?” I ask, feeling a sudden urge to extricate myself from her side before I do something I’ll regret. 

Sybil clutches her purse to her lap and shifts her gaze to Gaspar, standing by the entrance to the house. He angles his head with curiosity, probably wondering if I’ve given him directions he couldn’t hear. 

“Does anyone else know more? Has anyone gotten word that they’re safe? Could a rival family have hurt your son and Scarlett in the process?” Her questions come one after another, but I have nothing to say. I stand, the volume of her voice rising as she follows me to her feet.  

“Nothing?” Her disappointment makes my heart ache. 

I’m not accustomed to comforting people but my arms itch to bring her into my embrace and soothe her fears. She’s a beautiful girl who has captured my interest and ignited my imagination, but I don’t know her well enough to divulge information about my son’s possible criminal activity. 

“My men are loyal. They don’t keep secrets from me. If Gaspar or any of my soldiers knew where Vasily was hiding, they would tell me immediately. And as much as I’d like to help you, I’m not a man who grants favors to strangers. You understand. Don’t you?” 

Sybil stares, confused, her long, dark lashes fluttering as she tries to decipher my words. “I don’t. What do you mean?” 

We walk past Gaspar who offers Sybil his arm, believing I want him to escort her to a waiting car. Without thinking, I snarl with rage and glare at his hand like I want to rip it clean off his body. He immediately backs off, lifting his palms in mock surrender before backing away. He’s trustworthy and already has his heart set on someone else, but I’d prefer to see Sybil out myself. Our conversation feels unfinished. 

“I’m not only a businessman, Miss Sheridan. I’m a leader in charge of over a hundred men who rely on me to care for their families. You probably only see me as a criminal, but I have responsibilities you couldn’t fathom. You have nothing to offer me, not even your friendship. We come from different worlds and after tonight, I doubt I will ever see you again. You can’t expect me to jeopardize my son’s freedom.” I take her hand in mine but refrain from looking into her sad eyes. I’m transfixed by her innocence and captivated by her beauty. I’ve never had such a hard time turning anyone away. 

“I promise I wouldn’t place your son in danger. No one else needs to know. Scarlett is like a sister to me, and I only want to ensure she’s all right.” Sybil sniffles as we step through the main door and walk across the cobblestone pathway towards my car. 

My driver will ensure she gets home safely. It should be me driving her back to Manhattan, wiping her tears and comforting her with the truth. But I don’t have the strength to spend an hour in a car alone with her. It would take almost nothing for her to break my resolve. 

“I’m sorry. You come from a family of lawyers with a long relationship with law enforcement, and I’d be a fool to trust someone I hardly know.” I lift her delicate hand to my lips, gaze into those gorgeous amber eyes, and then help her into the car. “I’m no fool, Sybil.” 

She stiffens as she slides into the backseat, lifting her gaze as she reclines into her seat. Her shy expression momentarily transforms into a mischievous smile before it quickly disappears. “I never said you were. You said I have nothing to offer, but that isn’t true. I know you don’t need my money, but perhaps you’ll discover there is something else you need from me.” 

My mind free-falls into the murky depths of depravity, imagining all the things I need from Sybil Sheridan. This little girl will be impossible to erase from my thoughts. As I close the door, signaling my driver to leave, I hear myself say one last word. “Perhaps.”


Chapter Four
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“What did I tell you?” Tasha pours creamer into her coffee and dips her special frother wand into her Minnie Mouse cup, inspecting her work with each buzz. When it’s to her liking, she smiles with satisfaction and makes her way to the tiny breakfast nook we’ve created in our kitchen. 

“Which part?” I lift my tired eyes and quirk a brow. 

Tasha has always been more practical than me. She’s just as worried about Scarlett as me, but told me I’d never get any information from a mob boss. Of course, she was right. She’s always right. 

“I had to take the chance. Her parents aren’t doing a damn thing. I feel like everyone’s abandoned her,” I murmur into a cup of hot tea, then sigh, running the events of yesterday evening in my mind. A sensible girl would consider it a colossal waste of time, but the nagging voice in my head tells me I’m on the right path. Scarlett deserves my tenacity. I’ve watched far too many episodes of Dateline to believe a story concocted by the alleged kidnapper’s father. That would be an amateur move. 

“Not that part. I still think that was a stupid move, but I know you’d never forgive yourself if you left any stone unturned. I meant Boris. Didn’t I tell you he was dreamy?” Tasha’s eyes widen as she sips coffee and then pauses to correct herself. “In a scary, crazy-ass kind of way.” 

I roll my eyes, trying hard to demonstrate I wasn’t affected by his gorgeous face and hot body. If I wasn’t so tired from staying up half the night dreaming about crawling into bed with him, instead of thinking of alternative ways to save my friend, I’d throw in a huff of disdain. “He’s a gangster, Tasha. I was so frightened that I hardly gave him a second glance.” I lie through my teeth and drown this blatant deception with a generous sip of Earl Grey tea. 

Tasha’s blue eyes narrow with suspicion as the corner of her mouth tips into a tiny grin meant to mock me. “You’re a terrible liar. Boris Volkov might be a ruthless killer, but he’s God’s gift to the single women of Brighton Beach. My mother would stab my father in his sleep if she thought she had a chance with him. She practically gushes like a teenager whenever she runs into him at Sergei’s, his brother’s restaurant. In fact, I’m starting to believe she times her visits on days she knows he’ll be there. Dear Lord, I think my mom is a stalker,” Tasha rambles as my chest tightens with jealousy, imagining the line of women he’s got parked outside his bedroom. 

If he’s such a lothario, why didn’t he make a move on me? 

A shiver of rage courses through me, quickly followed by waves of shame and rejection for not having motivated him to make the slightest effort. He could have at least suggested a quid pro quo—sex for information. I’d like to think I'd say no, but it would hardly be a sacrifice if it led me to my friend. I blow out a sharp breath laced with disappointment. 

What’s gotten into me? Why would I care if a brutal man like Boris finds me attractive? I don’t know what I expected him to do, but I always believed I wielded a teensy amount of feminine persuasion. 

“I don’t want to talk about Boris,” I snap, shuffling across our small kitchen to rummage through the fridge. My stomach is rumbling, but I don’t think it’s hunger. I haven’t spent enough energy to work one up. All I can think about is the man with piercing brown eyes who looked into my soul, saw the gaping wound, and still managed to deny me comfort or reassurance. 

Boris Volkov is a man of few words, and he uses them wisely. Everything about him was a pleasant surprise. Tasha warned me he was easy on the eyes and feared I’d get so distracted by his good looks I’d forget to ask about Scarlett. Easy on the eyes?  That’s the understatement of the year. I’ve never had a man stir up so many butterflies in such little time. Fortunately, I proved Tasha wrong and stayed focused on helping my friend.  

Boris was polite and thoughtful but didn’t tell me much more than I already knew. I can’t fault him for wanting to protect his son, and deep down, I don’t believe Vasily’s irrevocably harmed Scarlett. I know she was attracted to him, and she’s always had decent judgment regarding men.  

Which is why she never dates. 

Still, what if Vasily is holding Scarlett against her will? What if his passion is so great that he decides if he can’t have her, no one will? Was Boris trying to tell me Scarlett left of her own volition? Is my best friend in love with a Russian gangster?  

I wish I wasn’t such a judgmental hag. If I were less narrow-minded, Scarlett might have opened up and told me about her plans to run away. Then I wouldn’t be traipsing all over Brooklyn, cozying up to hot, dangerous men who make me believe they’re going to help, then leave me hanging in the wind.  

Maybe it wasn’t him. I haven’t spent enough time with men to tell when they’re genuinely trying to be of service or just hoping to jump in your pants. Tasha would insist it’s all the same. She says they provide one to earn the other. I don’t know about that, but I know the man everyone calls the Boogeyman of Brooklyn didn’t seem so scary to me.  

“Why are you so quiet? Have you tried to call her again? Have you considered she’s doing the Kalinka all over Westchester County, and you’re worrying yourself to death?” Tasha mumbles through a mouthful of yogurt, waving her spoon to scold me. 

“Are you serious? I told you two days ago that someone found her cell phone by the side of the road, about thirty minutes south of Rye. Where do you suggest I call? And what the hell is the Kalinka?” I snap, furrowing my brow as I open a loaf of bread and pop a slice into the toaster. It’s only for appearances’ sake. If I don’t eat before our big day, Tasha will spend the rest of the day trying to feed me.  

“It’s a Russian folk dance. It’s my euphemism for sex with a Russian man. Sorry, my mom and I made it up for the women who magically appear in Little Odessa in hopes of snagging a wealthy gangster. Never mind me.” Tasha scrapes the bottom of her cup of yogurt and savors her last bite. 

“Maybe she is. I don’t fault her for having a good time if she’s in love. I just wish she’d grab the nearest phone and give me a heads up—preferably before I leave for Spain. She knows I’m a worrier. It runs in my family,” I mutter, buttering my bread with angry swipes. I take a small bite, and my stomach grumbles with the first taste. I don’t remember the last time I ate, but I devour my toast so fast, I almost sink my teeth into my thumb. This is a horrible time to leave the country. How will I work when Scarlett is still missing? 

Tasha leaves the kitchen table and places her cup in the sink, nudging my elbow to pull my head back from the clouds. “If you’re that concerned about Scarlett, go to the police or threaten to go if her parents don’t tell you more about what they know. I bet they know where she is, and are either too scared of the Volkov Bratva or the New York Times to confess they’re complicit.” 

“Complicit?” I stare, confused. 

“You know what I mean. Senator Rossi may not be in on the kidnapping, but they’re going along with the cover-up. The man has the ear of the FBI, and congressional powers we can’t begin to understand. Why isn’t he moving heaven and earth and sending people to the four corners of the world to hunt her down? Think about it.” Tasha slaps my arm and pads into the hallway, reminding me we need to get to work soon. I’m spending the day at her place of employment, modeling new designs she’s created under the tutelage of designer John-Paul Armitage. It’s a big day for her, and I promised her I wouldn’t skip out, despite my desire to head to Westchester and retrace Scarlett’s steps again. 

“How long do you think this will take? Is this a whole-day kind of thing?” I flip the faucet and rinse our cups, placing each in the dishwasher. While I dry my hands, my mind again drifts to Boris’s thick forearms and strong hands. I bite my lip, imagining his prominent Adam’s apple and how it bounced every time he uttered something in Russian to one of his guards. It was so hot. As much as I questioned Scarlett’s taste for being attracted to a man like Vasily, I think I understand how irresistible danger can be.  

Obviously, I have lost my ever-loving mind. 

“Are you complaining about your favor?” Tasha returns to the kitchen, her peeved expression giving away her annoyance. “Are you trying to get out of it?” 

Momentarily confused by her question, I float back to the real world and try to piece together her words. “What are you saying?” 

“Sybil Sheridan, you promised you’d do this for me. I’m counting on you today, and as much as I know you want to continue this hunt for Scarlett, I need five hours of your uninterrupted time to pull this off. If I beat Joel and score the senior position, I’ll be one step closer to establishing my own line.” Tasha shakes her fist in the air and waits for me to reply. 

“Get off my ass. I said I would go, and I’m going. I only asked how long this would take. Sheesh,” I counter, rolling my eyes as I pass her in the hall and head to my room. Maybe this is the distraction I need. 


Chapter Five
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“What do you expect me to do?” Dante Serpico, the don of dons and leader of the Five Families, stuffs his hands into the pockets of his trench coat and stares across the Brooklyn Bridge into Manhattan. 

Pebble Beach, on the southern shore of the East River, like Pier One on the northern side, is neutral territory. The prick had the balls to summon me to a meeting early this morning, but I don’t take orders from him. He does it because he loves to get a rise out of me. 

“I don’t give a damn what you do,” I snap and shield my eyes from the setting sun. I made the bastard wait all day and now that he’s here, there’s no way I'll make his job easier. “Why is this your business anyway? This is a personal matter between my son and Scarlett Rossi. They ran away together because her father was sticking his big nose in his adult daughter’s life. The only thing that jackass thinks about is getting re-elected so that he can continue to fleece the American people,” I rant, pretending I know anything about my son’s situation. It’s still unclear if he kidnapped her or she went willingly. But that’s not information I’d ever share with Serpico. 

Gaspar idles nearby, close enough to observe but far enough not to hear our private conversation. His jaw ticks as he grits his teeth, straining his neck to listen and clearly uncomfortable in the presence of Serpico’s Sicilian goons. He may have been the wrong man to accompany me. His impatience with our enemies is legendary. The underworld gossip mill is saturated with stories of his violent outbursts and the men who’ve suffered the consequences of getting in his way.  

One of those men is Fabio Romano, the Serpico family’s most vicious hitman, standing less than fifteen feet away from him. Fortunately, both are less likely to be trigger-happy with their bosses inches away. One false move could drag us to war.  

“You know why it’s my business and what Senator Rossi means to the Five Families. There’s no way he’ll support their relationship, and you know it.” Dante groans and runs a shaky hand through his windswept hair. “I know we’ve had our differences. We’ve lost good men needlessly. I don’t want to lose more over something so trivial as your son’s love life. For the sake of peace and making our lives easier, please tell Vasily to bring her home today, before we’re forced to escalate the situation.” His overt threat makes me snarl and clench my jaw, instinctively baring my teeth like a junkyard dog. 

“Or what?” I cock my head, my eyes narrowing as I focus on his tightening lips. 

He’s not used to someone questioning his orders. Fabio Romano places his hand over the gun on his hip and Gaspar reaches for his weapon. Both men step forward, but Dante and I hold our arms out, preventing them from taking matters into their own hands. 

“You know what happens to people who cross me.” Dante’s pupils dilate as he sneers. He’s not bluffing, but he’s spent too much time with people terrified of him to understand that neither am I.  

“Don’t fucking threaten me, Dante,” I grit through clenched teeth, only loud enough for him to hear. “Or are you actually Daniel? Did your twin brother send you to do his dirty work?” 

Dante’s eyes widen before narrowing with fury. He takes a deep breath and clenches his fists at his sides, perhaps gathering the strength not to reply with a tirade of profanities. He’s not a man who typically loses his cool, but he didn’t expect I’d know his secret.  

“I don’t know what you think you know, but now is not the time to discuss my family. We’re focused on your son and avoiding a full-on war. I might cut you some slack, but the rest of the dons won’t appreciate Vasily jeopardizing our lucrative relationship with the senator,” Dante says, clearly still too uncomfortable by my revelation to look me in the eye. His pride won’t let him address it, but his anger is evident. 

I let out a small huff and then look over my shoulder, ensuring my men were not close enough to hear. “You know what I know. Your brother Daniel is alive, and you and he act as one. I’m utterly fascinated by how you pull it off. Does that mean your wife has two husbands? How exactly does that work?”  

Dante growls and lunges forward, taking hold of my lapels as he threatens. “Don’t talk about my wife. I’ve killed men for less.” 

I grasp his wrists, weakening his grip until I'm able to push him away without knocking him on his ass. He almost stumbles backward but regains his balance quickly. His men come charging forth, and mine follow suit, the raucous frightening tourists idling by the river's edge. 

“Don’t tell me how to deal with my son, you arrogant bastard. I won’t be lectured by a man who…” I stop before I say something I regret. “Well, you know what you do, Dante. Keep pestering me about Vasily, and everyone else will know, too.” 

Dante Serpico fakes a smile, his crooked grin fighting against the scowl he wore moments ago. “You’ve always been a little insane, Boris. It’s one of your many charms. I hope you haven’t lost your mind completely.” 

“Try me, Dante. Placate the senator. Tell him whatever you need to tell him, but stay off my back. There’s no need to panic. No doubt Senator Rossi will win his election and maintain the power you enjoy.” I signal Gaspar to call for my car, eager to leave before I wring Dante’s neck.  

Dante shakes his head, his nostrils flaring as he fights to regain his composure. He grits his teeth and hisses, “Do I have your assurance that Scarlett won’t be harmed?” He averts his gaze, adjusting his cufflinks and smoothing down the front of his jacket, distracting himself from whatever anger rages within. 

“You do,” I say as I turn and walk toward Bogdan, standing by my car with his arms crossed over his chest. He warned me not to come but curiosity got the best of me. I rarely get the opportunity to remind Dante Serpico that his power does not extend to Brooklyn. Although I have a feeling nothing I say or do would make him believe it. 

From the corner of my eye, I spot a team of bodyguards securing their don into the safety of his bulletproof vehicle, like Secret Service agents protecting the president. Dante’s men fawn over him as if he’s a god. That would never do for me. I’m a leader, not a king. I don’t expect or desire to be worshipped. My men are loyal because I fight alongside them and reward their allegiance with a fair portion of our spoils. 

“How did it go?” Bogdan smirks as he opens the car door, allowing me to enter first. He follows, shaking his head with disbelief when I tell him Dante wants me to command Vasily to return home today. That may have been my intention all along, but now that Serpico wants me to do it, I’ll have to rethink my plans.  

“Any news on where he is?” I ask about my son, wondering if anyone has finally tracked him down. 

Vasily knows how to take care of himself, and if any of my enemies harmed him, they would immediately claim responsibility. They’d want to take credit in hopes of igniting a war. No one is foolish enough to go against me because they know they’d lose. 

“We’re getting close, but if we don’t find him on our own, I have no doubt he’ll reappear soon. I froze his bank account and credit cards this morning,” Bogdan replies, his eyes focused on his phone instead of me. He scrolls, taps the screen, and reads aloud, “Please confirm Boris’s attendance tomorrow night and if he plans on bringing one of his men.” 

“Why didn’t you cancel for me? You know I hate Yarina’s dinner parties. I’ll have to pretend to be nice, hold my tongue, and swallow my rage for two hours to keep the peace. It’s intolerable, and I have much greater use for my time,” I gripe while I examine my phone for missed messages. 

Vasily is still missing in action, and I have yet to receive word about Vivi. It doesn’t seem right to attend a dinner party when both my children are off the radar. If only I could use that as an excuse. No one would fault me. Unfortunately, I can’t risk their safety.  

“You know why. Besides, it’s too late now. Pushkin and Grinkov will be there; I’m sure they know you will, too. If you decline at the last minute, it may appear as if you’re purposely avoiding them. It’s not a good idea to anger your new allies when you’ve just pissed off the Sicilians.” Bogdan reasons with me, reminding me of things I’d rather forget.  

As we drive into Brooklyn, meandering through the heavy traffic filled with ordinary citizens returning home from a hard day’s work, I pull my phone out of my pocket and tap on my favorite site. Sybil Sheridan’s face appears on her Instagram page. I’ve visited too many times to count, but I never tire of staring into her perfect amber eyes. She’s fucking stunning. The photo is new, from a perfume ad she shot in London. I know it’s a new image because I’ve seen every photo she’s ever taken, from cherished family photos on her family’s social media to her centerfold in last year’s Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue. That one alone kept me occupied for hours. 

I feel the corner of my mouth tip into an unavoidable smile as I trace my finger across the curves of her breasts and down the apex of her thighs. I don’t know what’s gotten into me. No woman has turned my head in twenty years. The last one who sparked my interest made me so miserable that I vowed I’d never fall in love again.  

And I won’t. This isn’t love. It’s a simmering obsession. A fixation that haunts me night and day. Sybil Sheridan is not an appropriate option for a long-term connection.  

“Tell Yarina I plan to take a guest,” I say without thinking, imagining Sybil on my arm, keeping company with the loveliest woman I’ve ever met. It would be foolish to expose someone as beautiful and innocent as her to the pack of jackals attending the dinner, but she may be the one person capable of making the evening bearable. 

Bogdan stiffens, his muscles tightening as his eyes shift from side to side, panic setting into his bones. “Oh, come on, I told you Pops and I are watching hockey on Thursday. I bought him box seat tickets for his birthday. They cost me a fortune and he’s been waiting weeks for it.” 

I lift my eyes from my phone and stare into Bogdan’s confused face. It’s a simple mistake. As my counselor, he typically accompanies me to meetings with other pakhans, ensuring I don’t lose my cool and destroy hard-won alliances. But this is different. Yarina’s dinners are never about business. 

“You’re not the date I had in mind,” I assure him, slipping my phone into my coat pocket. “Sybil Sheridan wants information. She insinuated she’d pay or barter for it. I don’t believe pretending to be my date for an evening is taking advantage of the situation.” 

Bogdan’s brow creases with curiosity as his mind struggles to comprehend my plan. “How is that not taking advantage?” 

I shrug, too eager to concern myself with ethics. I’m not a judge or politician. I’m a gangster. Pressuring a woman to have dinner with me is not even the worst thing I’ve done today. 

“This isn’t about sleeping with her. She’s too young for me.” I brazenly lie, still too uncomfortable with the age gap to admit I want her. Sybil is my daughter’s age, which means I’m old enough to be her father. As tantalizing as that might feel when I’m alone at night, scrolling through her photos, I’m not sure I’m ready to look like a foolish old man with a girlfriend half his age. I can’t afford to look ridiculous and weak when so many ruthless men are dying to take what’s mine. 

“I don’t believe a word you say.” Bogdan lifts an eyebrow and eyes me with justified suspicion.  

“I’m serious. This is about getting Yarina and her niece, Larissa, off my back while getting through a tortuous evening by enjoying the company of a woman who stirs my curiosity. She needs information from me and I’m not the kind of man to give someone something for nothing.” I keep talking, hoping to convince myself that this is nothing more than a quid pro quo. I am, after all, a businessman. 

"So, you’ll ask nicely and dangle information as an incentive?” Bogdan asks as he swipes through his phone. He turns the screen to face me and reveals a photo of Sybil in a microscopic bikini. He stares at my face and waits for me to react, probably wondering if my infamous anger will rear its ugly head and reveal my true intentions.  

I grit my teeth, trying to smile through boiling rage. “That’s precisely what I’m going to do. Now, get Sybil's picture off your phone before I toss you out into the street.” 


Chapter Six
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Some of the best hackers in the world come from Russia. I don’t know what they do or how they do it, but I’m grateful they exist. They’ve made my life so much easier and profoundly more profitable. And since they don’t like dealing with foreigners, I’m fortunate I’ve kept up my mother tongue.  

My favorite is a kid named Sasha, who operates out of St. Petersburg. At least, I think he does. They tend to keep their location secret for fear of prosecution. I understand that feeling. Most of my life has been spent operating in the shadows and living on the fringe of ordinary society. I always believed it was the lifestyle that suited me best. Now, I’m not so sure. For the first time, it feels like a hindrance. I find myself falling for a girl who wades through respectable society as easily as I tread through the New York underworld muck. 

Last night, I asked Sasha to investigate Sybil Sheridan. It’s the first time I’ve used him for personal reasons, and he was surprised by my request. He wasn't half as shocked as I was, but I’ve only ever used him for business and nothing involving women. I’ve done many distasteful things in my long career with the Bratva, but stalking women isn’t one of them. It’s not my style. At least, it wasn’t. Something about that little girl has awoken a side of me that I hardly recognize. Dark desires consume me. Images of Sybil, naked and ready to be used and worshiped, haunt me night and day. I can scarcely think of anything other than indulging in her tight flesh. 

I thought about it for hours before I sent Sasha a message. There is a long list of reasons I should leave well enough alone, take her silence as a sign, and distance myself from a woman who would never consider me an option, but I can’t. I’ve fought for everything I’ve ever wanted, and I’m damn sure I’ve never craved anything more than Sybil. 

She could be my undoing.  

The car pulls up to the curb in front of the little-known Italian fashion house of Lucia Leone. The designer is only a few years out of fashion school and struggling to get her brand off the ground. She can’t afford to pay top dollar for supermodels to showcase her clothes. Sybil offered her friend free services to get things rolling. That was kind of her. Thanks to Sasha, I read the emails detailing today’s plans and decided it was best to proposition Sybil in person. It’s bad enough that I’m using Yarina’s dinner to get to know her and woo her under false pretenses. That’s not my style. A real man makes his intentions known and claims his woman for all the world to see.  

When I know what I want, I go out and get it. But Sybil needs a gentler touch, at least for now. 

“Stay here and keep a lookout for anyone suspicious going into the store.” I offer my driver instructions, then exit from the backseat of the car, joining Gaspar, who is already standing on the sidewalk. 

He shifts his gaze from side to side, his eyes narrowing before he nods, giving me the all-clear to enter Lucia Leone’s establishment.  

“Hello, sir.” A young saleswoman greets me as I cross into the tiny lobby leading toward a showroom of white walls and black clothing. 

Below me, the checkboard tile announces my entrance, drawing attention from browsing customers who turn their heads in my direction. Young and old women stare with curious glances, a range of emotions playing on their faces. It’s doubtful anyone recognizes me, and that suits me fine. It’s best to remain anonymous. I’d rather not use my reputation to frighten people into complying with my wishes. I don’t appear in newspapers like Dante Serpico or crave media attention like Alexei Grinkov. The fewer people who recognize me, the better. 

Perhaps I simply look out of place.  

“Can I help you find something for your wife?” The saleswoman makes a natural assumption for a man my age, and my chest tightens with yearning. It’s the same longing I’ve felt since Sybil Sheridan walked out of my home, and I lacked the sense to stop her. 

I look past the saleswoman and stare at the stairway at the back of the store. Lucia Leone’s design studio is on the premises, and one of my men saw Sybil arrive twenty minutes ago. She’s here, somewhere on the second floor, and the only thing standing between us is the eager saleswoman asking me questions about a significant other who doesn’t exist.  

I consider using Gaspar to stage a distraction. His presence alone would frighten most shoppers into leaving and persuade every salesperson to follow him throughout the store. That would give me time to slip upstairs and find Sybil on my own. I play the scenario in my head and decide against it. In this instance, it might go smoother if I simply ask to speak to her and take it from there. 

“I wonder if you could help me,” I inquire politely, using a rarely seen smile to put her at ease. “Will you please tell Sybil Sheridan that Boris is here? She’s expecting me.” My poker face works. She doesn’t doubt me or attempt to clarify. With a simple nod, she spins on her heel and marches upstairs to the second floor.  

I release a sigh of relief and wait impatiently, pretending to shop for clothes and wondering how Sybil would look in a tiny black dress that catches my eye. It looks like nothing more than an over-glorified slip, but the thought of slipping the thin straps off her shoulders, cupping her naked breasts while my cock plunges in and out of her wet pussy makes my cock throb against my thigh. Maybe soon, we’ll come back together, and I’ll convince her to wear it while we fuck. 

I’m getting ahead of myself, but it’s been so long since a woman has aroused me to the point of distraction. I fear I’m much too eager to take things slow.  

“Mr. Volkov?” The familiar sound of Sybil’s voice, the one that’s replayed in my mind for the past three days, rouses me out of a lovesick daze. Warm amber eyes greet me, and the sweet smile on her lips makes my heart race like a thoroughbred stallion. 

For three days, I’ve stared longingly at her photos, tracing every perfect curve and memorizing the far-off look in her eyes, dumbstruck by her beauty. I yearned to be on the receiving end of her gaze and wished for another opportunity to put things in motion.  

As she draws closer, I wipe the foolish grin off my face and swallow hard, resolved to return to my natural state and take charge of the situation. “Miss Sheridan, forgive me for intruding on your work.” I take both her hands in mine and lead her into a corner, away from wandering shoppers attempting to eavesdrop on our conversation. Sybil fidgets, shifting her weight from one leg to another, her hands trembling in mine. “I think we can help one another.” 

Sybil lifts her chin, dropping her head back to look me in the eyes. Her wide gaze holds hope, like I’ve just given her the answer to her prayers. “Did you find Scarlett?” 

“No, but I know she’s safe. Four of my best men are hunting for their location, but my son must have powered off his and Scarlett’s electronics before they headed in whatever direction they were in to keep us from finding him.” I watch her wide-eyed and optimistic expression fall into sadness, and my heart stings with remorse. It’s an unfamiliar emotion. In life, I do what I have to do and stand by my decisions without regret. But this is different. I hate failing her. 

I don’t know where her friend is, but I have an idea. I received a message from my son’s bodyguard, Artem, who suggested the couple is tucked away in my safe house in Croton, less than an hour away. He doesn’t believe anyone has seen Vasily and Scarlett because they spend most of their day indoors, screwing their brains out. I should share information with Sybil immediately, but as soon as she feels secure in her friend’s safety, she won’t have much use for me. 

Will more time make a difference? I’d like to find out. 

“Oh, well, that’s something,” Sybil whispers as she flutters her eyelashes to hold back the start of tears. “Will you keep me posted?” Her trembling voice and quivering lip make me step closer, surrounding her in my hungry arms. The scent of her perfume steals my strength, and my embrace lingers, savoring every second with gluttonous delight. 

“If you have the time, we’ll conduct our own investigation,” I suggest, my heart racing as I wait for the answer I crave. 

Sybil has no reason to trust me. She may not know everything about me, but she alluded she’d heard of my reputation when she visited me at home.  

Sybil’s eyes grow as wide as saucers and her lips part with surprise before she finally replies, “You want me to help you? I thought you didn’t want me interfering with this?” 

“I misspoke in haste. You were obviously distressed, and I behaved somewhat inconsiderately of your feelings. I want to make it up to you by offering you an opportunity to help me. I have a few leads to explore, and I thought I should invite you to come along.” My mind jumps from one thought to another, but I keep my voice steady. This may be the closest I’ve ever come to a sincere apology, even if it is self-serving. 

“When could we get started? Soon?” She clasps her hands in front of her chest, emulating prayer. “I’m happy she’s safe, but I don’t think I’ll feel right until I see her in person.” 

I nod, hypnotized by the tender look of faith Sybil grants me. She bounces on the balls of her feet with hopeful enthusiasm, and my eyes focus on the subtle jiggle of her supple breasts. My mouth waters in tandem with my lengthening cock. I’m unsure how I’ll ever survive an evening alone with her without shredding her dress and burying my mouth in her pussy. 

“I understand. We can start tomorrow afternoon. Is there any chance you’re available this evening? I need to request a favor, if and only if you’re comfortable with it,” I say, aware that my stern expression leaves no room for argument. “I have a dinner party to attend at a friend's home. It appears everyone is taking a guest, and my earlier intention was to take Vasily. Will you accompany me? I can be at your apartment by 7:30. Yarina’s home is only a few blocks from yours.” 

“You know where I live?” she stammers, biting her lip as she wrings her hands, justifiably concerned that a mobster knows her address. 

“I know everything, Sybil. It’s my job to know everything,” I answer and use my thumb to lift her chin, hoping to gaze into her honey eyes once more before I leave. “It’s not business. Yarina holds these dinners as a neutral event, where allies and rivals break bread and try not to kill one another.” 

Sybil seductively licks her lips; at least, I want to believe it’s provocative, then nods. “Is it dangerous?” 

“I’ll never place you in danger, sweetheart. Trust me, Sybil. I’ll guard you with my life.”


Chapter Seven
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“Sybil, start from the beginning. You’re not making sense. Is this a date or a meeting to discuss Scarlett?” Tasha stands behind me, hands on her hips, and lectures me while I frantically look through my closet. 

There was nothing confusing about my sudden declaration. I expected questions and pushback, so I waited until an afternoon cocktail dulled her senses and stunted her overactive imagination. I’m not sure it did the trick. 

“It’s both. Boris needs a date for this dinner. I believe the hostess, Yarina Pavlova, is eager to set him up with her niece. He doesn’t want to lead anyone on and make them think he’s interested in more. I asked him for help, and this is a way to repay his kindness.” I stumble over my words, unsure how it might sound. 

Her wide, round eyes immediately tell me she’s misinterpreted my confession. 

“Are you exchanging favors?” Tasha asks, her voice sharp with judgment. 

I don’t blame her. It sounds salacious and suspicious, but his invitation makes me believe he took my offer seriously and in the manner it was intended. Boris assured me this wasn’t an actual date. He asked me to pretend to be his significant other, but set a firm boundary for my comfort. And I appreciate his consideration.  

Boris Volkov is a gorgeous man but far too old for me. He’s the type women call daddy. He spoils and worships their body, controlling every move in exchange for long nights of ecstasy perfected over years of experience. 

I wouldn’t stand a chance of retaining my resolve or virtue. I’m not particularly attached to the latter, but losing my V-card to a known criminal wouldn’t be the best introduction to sex. 

At least, not in theory. 

“What are you thinking about? Why are you taking so long to answer me? Did you offer him sex in exchange for information on Scarlett? I know you have daddy issues but Boris Volkov is not the man to solve them.” Tasha yanks the dress out of my hands and examines it closely. 

I received a black slip dress as a gift after filling a last-minute spot for Lucia Leone’s first fashion show this spring. I’ve been waiting for the right occasion to wear it out, and this is the first time anyone has given me one. It’s sleek and sexy, looking as if I’ve just slipped out of bed, then strapped on a pair of heels to go with my classy lingerie. It’s coquettish but not over-the-top sexy. It feels right. 

“Stop shouting at me. I’m trying to think which shoes would fit best with this dress. I’ve never played the part of a crime lord’s girlfriend. It needs to look believable. And I do not have daddy issues. My father is a horrible human being who never gave me a second glance unless it was to put me down. If anything, I should be repulsed by older men,” I mutter, my eyes drifting up and down my shoe rack, torn between peep-toe shoes and strappy sandals. Unable to choose, I grab both and head into the bedroom to change. 

Tasha follows me, waving my dress to get my attention. She’s relentless. 

“For crying out loud, woman. Didn’t you take psychology in college? You are the classic example of a woman who seeks out the affection of older men to compensate for their father’s neglect. Now answer me, Sybil. Scarlett would not want you to sacrifice yourself for her sake. I’m sure she’s safe. I think you underestimate the seductive power a man like Vasily Volkov wields. Scarlett doesn’t stand a chance. I suspect she’s getting railed up and down Westchester County and she’s too busy or weak to pick up a phone,” Tasha rants with a less-than-subtle accusation of prostitution. 

I roll my eyes at the fashion designer pretending to be Sigmund Freud. I would pretend to be offended if I wasn’t so frazzled by the stress of going out with a dangerous man twenty-five years my senior. But there’s no time for that. And I admit I’m behaving remarkably cagey. 

“Quit analyzing me. I don’t have daddy issues. Of course, I didn’t offer the man sex. I’m not a hooker, for heaven’s sake. Boris said we shouldn’t be there for more than two hours. The hostess wants to set him up with her niece, and he’s trying to avoid an awkward situation. I’ll be back before midnight,” I say while rummaging through my lingerie drawer in a mad search for the black bra and panty set I bought last month.  

“Wait a minute, did you say Yarina Pavlova?” Tasha angles her head and stares into space, her mind seemingly traveling a mile a minute. “I know that name. She comes from my old neighborhood but clawed her way out of Brighton Beach by marrying a geriatric billionaire who died a few years later. She loves entertaining mobsters because it gives her the illusion of power. You are dining with mobsters, Sybil. In fact, my cousin, Gavril, might be there. He’s recently taken over his father’s position as head of the family. I cannot believe you’d attend something like this. Your mother will kill you if she finds out you’re slumming. You know what a jerk she can be.” 

“My mother will be outraged by anyone who isn’t old money or a member of the New York Social Registry. She’d slip into a coma if she found out about Boris. That woman is all about appearances and family lineages. For heaven’s sake, she thinks my modeling career is scandalous. Fortunately, we’re not on speaking terms and she has no way of finding out.” I defend my position and minimize my fears because I want to go. 

Tasha has good reason to persuade me to cancel, but I’m choosing to ignore her warnings. No one could dissuade me from this date. It’s more than ensuring Scarlett’s safety. A big part of me wants to see Boris again. There is no hope of having a serious relationship with him, but one evening of pretending could do wonders for my confidence. I don’t remember the last time I felt passionate about anything, least of all a man. But that was before I met Boris Volkov. How on earth did a man twice my age turn my world upside down?  

Boris is a horrible choice for a partner. My mother would never approve. My father would disown me faster than I could finish pronouncing his name. I could never offer him more than a one-night stand.  

I swipe a bottle of lotion from my vanity and apply a dollop to my legs, massaging my calves while I quietly laugh. My naivete astounds me. I’m ninety-nine percent sure that dilemma will never come to life. I told Boris I would do him a favor, and he’s simply cashing that check. There’s nothing more to this than my overactive imagination and delusional wishes. He wants a pretty actress to play a part for a few hours. And that’s fine with me.  Fake or not, tonight is my first date in ages. It feels nice to dress up for more than work. 

“The sandals look better,” Tasha murmurs, handing me the alternative pair sitting on my bed and helping me fasten them on my feet. 

I adjust the strap on my heel, then strut across my bedroom carpet in nothing but lingerie and heels, pivoting in front of the mirror to catch a view from the back. After careful examination of my backside, I grab my lotion and smooth a few drops on my ass. It’s silly, really. No one will see my behind, but I want to be prepared, nonetheless. 

“You’re right, they work best.” I spot Tasha staring at my giddy enthusiasm from across the room and shrink, attempting to hamper my excitement before she calls me out. Tonight is supposed to be all about obligation, and I’m behaving like an infatuated schoolgirl going on her first date. 

“You like him, don’t you?” Tasha narrows her gaze, squinting so tightly I’m amazed she can still see. “I can see it in your eyes. A girl doesn’t lotion her ass for just anyone.”  

She makes a good point, but I’m not ready to confess the depths of my fantasies concerning the Boogeyman of Brooklyn. I place my hand on my palpitating heart wondering how he earned his grim moniker. Would he be a rough lover? Would he force me to my knees and feed me the big cock that almost threatened to make an appearance today? I still can’t get that delicious vision out of my head. 

I know I’m in over my head, but I want to see this through. Even if it becomes nothing more than a fond memory to revisit from time to time.  

Boris Volkov doesn’t scare me.  He intrigues me.  

“He’s handsome. You said yourself women lust after him. Last I checked, I have eyes. So, cut me some slack and let me enjoy an evening with the most attractive man I’ve ever met. It’s a fake date that ends tonight. Stop worrying so much,” I argue, hoping she understands my point of view. Tasha has more experience with this element of society, and I trust that she has my best interests at heart, but my sexual curiosity has reached its peak. I can’t miss this glorious opportunity. 

Tasha blows out a sharp breath and hands me the little black dress she’s been fanatically guarding. “But what if it doesn’t end tonight?  What if he wants more than you’re willing to give? You won’t be able to say no.” 

I hold the dress against my body and stare at Tasha’s face through the mirror. “I can take care of myself.”


Chapter Eight
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I’ve always had the willpower of a saint. That may be difficult to believe coming from a man like me, but a king knows how to rule himself. If I can’t control my vices, then I can’t effectively lead my men. Overindulgence is weakness, and I can’t afford to look vulnerable in front of brutal men who would sell their mother to replace me.  

In my line of work, a steely resolve is an occupational necessity. 

But that was before tonight.  

Everything changes the moment Sybil Sheridan steps out of her building, wearing the same slinky black dress that caught my attention in the Lucia Leone showroom. My imagination failed to do her justice. Lost in a daze, my greedy eyes devour the sight of her long, shapely legs gracefully descending the stoop, wearing stilettos that do nothing to slow her down. My gaze narrows as I focus on the tease of cleavage peeking out from her plunging neckline. I bite my lip and take a deep breath as I imagine my hands caressing her breasts gently, then slipping her tight nipples into my hungry mouth.  

I step out from the backseat, straighten my shoulders, and nervously adjust my tie, suddenly wishing I was twenty years younger. Our difference doesn’t negate my attraction, but it complicates matters. If things were different, if I were twenty-eight instead of forty-eight, nothing would keep me from openly pursuing Sybil. I would waste no time thoroughly claiming every part of her body before the end of our first date. My endless desire would surely surpass my sanity, and she’d have no escape. 

“How do I look?” Sybil holds her arms at her sides and twirls once, giving me the perfect view of her diminutive figure and mouthwatering ass. 

My cock thickens against my thigh, creating a noticeable bulge that is only slightly concealed by my jacket. There’s no sense attempting to hide my arousal. She’ll know soon enough how much I want her. 

“You’re stunning,” I say, gnashing my teeth to trap the growl rippling in my chest. As I stare at the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, the rest of the world falls away. Sybil is a once-in-a-lifetime catch, and she needs a man who never lets her forget it. 

I can be that man. 

Sybil’s cheeks are pink, and she drops her bashful gaze to the sidewalk. Her childlike innocence unintentionally stirs a dark need building inside me. It kindles my longing to praise and protect her, pleasure her body, and win her heart. 

I offer Sybil my hand, and she lays her delicate fingers against my palm, her bare skin warming mine until the blood coursing through my veins feels like liquid fire. My strength vanishes in an instant. The will I’ve built over decades crashes and burns, leaving a pile of smoldering ashes in its wake.  

“Is there anything I should know before we arrive?” Sybil stares out the window, seemingly fascinated by the passing cars, or perhaps trying to avoid the intensity of my gaze. She’s so lovely, I can’t make myself look away. 

“You’re with me, and everyone there will know as soon as we walk in. Stick close, and you’ll be fine. I’ll take care of you.” I let my hand travel across the leather seat and place it over hers, allowing my fingertips to graze her prickled skin. “Do you trust me?” 

Sybil nods, fluttering her lashes as she turns her head to look into my eyes. 

“Good girl,” I whisper, the words emerging without thought. 

Sybil’s lips part and a smile forms on her lips as she inhales a sharp breath. Her amber eyes twinkle like starlight, stealing the breath straight from my lungs. 

“Will there be other men like you there?” Sybil murmurs, almost stuttering as she asks. 

I understand her question and know why that would concern her. I’m used to being called a criminal. That’s what I am, and it’s the only life I’ve ever known. But I don’t want her to set me apart from the kind of man she’d consider suitable. 

“Like me?” I tease, and watch the color leave her face.  

“Oh, that’s not what I mean. I just meant that—” Sybil stammers nervously. Her shoulders tense with mortification, and she attempts to retract her question with a lie. “I was only curious about the guest list.” 

“I’m teasing you. I understand what you mean. And yes, there will be other criminals at dinner. We don't typically associate with anyone else.” I tighten my grip on her hand and expect her to pull away, but she doesn’t. Instead, her hand melts into mine, and she makes room for me to move closer. 

“I’m sorry. I’m out of my element and fear I’ll do something wrong that might get me killed. My friend, Tasha, grew up in Brighton Beach and put the fear of God in me earlier today. She’s worried about me.” Sybil pretends to smile, but the gesture never reaches her eyes. 

I silently debate mentioning I know all about Tasha. She comes from a once-rival family, and no doubt spent most of her youth hearing the worst of me. Nastasha Pushkina is Gavril Pushkin’s first cousin and daughter to a fallen pakhan. She and her widowed mother wanted nothing to do with our world after her father’s death and moved away when she was in her teens. I’m happy she’s done well for herself, but I don’t need her poisoning Sybil’s mind against me.

“It’s understandable to be concerned, but I wouldn’t have brought you if I thought you’d be harmed. You’re safe with me.” I lift her hand to my lips and point at the brownstone on the corner of the block. “That’s the place. We won’t stay long. I promise.”

"I trust you." Sybil smiles and uses her free hand to reach for her clutch. She removes a mirror from her small satin bag and rubs her lips together. There's nothing to fix. She looks like a goddess.

"Good girl."


Chapter Nine
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“Who is this?” An elegant woman with auburn hair pulled into a tight bun and wearing diamond earrings the size of nickels appears shocked to see me. She places her hand on her chest but seems to stop herself from releasing a full-on gasp. 

I assume Boris didn’t inform her his guest was a woman. Although she addresses herself to Boris, she keeps her eyes trained on me, letting her narrowed gaze examine me from top to bottom.  

I feel exposed and judged, but I stay silent, unsure how Boris plans to introduce me. I’d hate to say the wrong thing right out of the gate. With a fake smile plastered across my face, I follow him past the foyer with my hand in his and his eyes on me. Butterflies invade my tummy, taking flight every time our eyes lock. 

He’s fucking magnificent. I was a fool to believe I could resist his charm. Boris Volkov is all man, not a boy or one of the guys my parents try to encourage me to date, the ones who never interested me. I thought there was something wrong with me. It’s a relief to know they were just the wrong kind of men. 

“This is my girlfriend, Sybil Sheridan. Sybil, this is Yarina Pavlova, an old friend.” Boris’s introduction makes Yarina’s face contort with utter disgust. I’m unsure if she’s upset over our relationship or appalled that he’d use the word ‘old’ to describe her.  

“You know what I mean, Yarina. We’ve been friends for ages,” Boris corrects himself, but it’s not enough to wipe away her scowl. He doesn’t seem to care. He grins from ear to ear, showing off a perfect set of straight, white teeth. The man is flawless, an incredible specimen of masculinity and raw sex appeal. His scent makes my mouth water, and he looks like a god in a tailored suit. Everything about him screams perfection.  

Except for his profession. Leading a brutal crime family is more than a tiny imperfection. It’s a thousand red flags in one. 

“Girlfriend? Since when? Why didn’t you tell me you were seeing someone?” Yarina, who has yet to greet me, asks angrily, then twists her scowl into a smile that looks more fake than mine. She looks over her shoulder, as if expecting someone to appear, then nervously nudges us toward the dining room. 

As we walk away, a platinum-haired woman with too much makeup, who resembles a younger version of our host, appears at the top of the stairs, dressed to the nines in a tight red evening gown. She descends gracefully, too preoccupied with staring at Boris to notice he’s holding my hand. If that’s Larissa, I almost feel sorry for her. No one has told her presumed conquest has brought a date. 

“I didn’t know I had to keep you up to date on my love life,” Boris says, his stern expression serving as a reminder that he’s not the sort of man you scold. “I should think you’d be happy for me.” He looks at me, then her, raising an eyebrow as a warning that she better treat me politely. 

Her disappointment is palpable, and her expression remains unchanged.  

Yarina turns to the woman in the red dress and prods her toward us. “This is my niece, Larissa. Larissa, you remember, Boris, of course. This is his girlfriend, Sybil. They’ve only just arrived.” Yarina grits her teeth, her fury on full display as Larissa’s mouth falls open in shock. 

I swallow hard, uncomfortable being placed in the middle of a setup gone wrong, but unwilling to leave Boris’s side. Larissa looks thoroughly defeated but greets us both through pouty lips. Boris offers a look of sympathy and then guides me toward the dining room. 

“She really likes you. I feel bad for her,” I whisper as we tread slowly behind other guests, moving at a snail’s pace.  

“You shouldn’t. Larissa is a terrible person who is used to getting whatever she wants. She cozied up to my daughter, Vivi, and pretended to be her friend to get to me. When that didn’t work, she cut ties without explanation. 

“Oh, that’s horrible. True friends are hard to come by.” I grip his hand tighter, and he surprises me by lifting it to his lips. Boris plants a small kiss on my wrist and beams with pride as he wraps an arm around my waist, allowing a few fingers to graze the curve of my ass. 

I should protest. A lady would at least pretend to be offended, but I’m not sure I could pull off such a bold-faced lie. Every touch of his warm hands feels like heaven. Why in the world am I so attracted to this man? I’ve never liked the bad-boy type and he’s leaps and bounds worse than that. 

“You’re a good friend, sweetheart. You’ve gone above and beyond for Scarlett,” Boris murmurs as he guides me toward the far side of the room. 

I greet people as we walk, smiling awkwardly as my anxiety intensifies. Yarina and Larissa speak in hushed tones behind our backs. They’re not talking loud enough to discern the words, but I can tell by their tone that it’s not good. Boris made sure we arrived just in time for dinner. According to him, the less time we spend here, the better.  

“How long have you been together? Last time we spoke, you said a relationship didn’t interest you,” Larissa says as she rounds the dinner table and places herself directly across from Boris, her mountainous cleavage on full display. She came to play and brought the big guns with her.  

“Yes, I’m curious, too. I was almost certain you’d remain single forever,” Yarina chimes in, playfully leaning into the table while sipping from a flute of champagne. Guests in expensive suits and evening gowns fill the empty chairs around us, but her gaze remains focused on me. 

“Dobryy vecher.” A chorus of men and women greet one another with “Good evening” as they settle into their seats. Everyone here has met before. I’m the only newcomer. 

“Dobryy vecher.” Boris lifts his champagne glass and offers a quick nod to the man seated next to Larissa. Someone calls him Gavril and he resembles Tasha enough for me to assume he’s her cousin. She only recently told me about her family’s involvement in the Pushkin Bratva. Her father was the old don, or whatever they call themselves, but his death made her male cousins fight one another for the right to lead. Gavril won. He can’t be more than thirty years old. 

Boris angles his body toward me and slips his arm over the back of my chair. “We’ve known one another for a few months, but things only recently became serious. What can I say? It took the right woman to motivate me,” Boris answers Larissa, then turns to me, his bedroom eyes making me sway in my chair. 

“You’re the most beautiful woman here. No man can look away. I might have to put them all in their place.” Boris brushes the hair off my face and whispers in my ear. 

I can tell he’s annoyed with their disrespect but he’s doing an excellent job of keeping his cool.  

“Larissa can’t take her eyes off you,” I whisper against his cheek, purposefully illustrating my claim by openly flirting. I don’t know why it bugs me so much. This is meant to be a fake date, not the start of something more. He’s not really my boyfriend. But he’s not hers either. 

“She’s got nothing on you, baby girl. I’ve never felt so much pride sitting next to a woman. If only you were truly mine. I would never come down from this high.” His term of endearment makes me weak in the knees. His words make me flush with desire. 

I reach for my champagne to cool off and buy time to steady my racing heart. He’s a talented flirt. Much better than I could have imagined. But does he mean any of it? 

“You’re a model, aren’t you? I believe I saw your picture in Times Square last weekend. It’s an incredible photo but it does not do you justice.” A man on the other side of the table with piercing green eyes nods and lifts his glass as a sign of approval. 

I’m unsure if that was a question or comment, but I offer a slight smile, not knowing how to answer. 

The man is tall, dark, and handsome, but nowhere near as gorgeous as Boris. There is simply no comparison. 

Boris places a hand on my forearm and answers, “I agree. I’ve never seen a photograph of Sybil that is as gorgeous as the real thing. I’m a lucky man.” His hand drifts lower and slides across the silk fabric of my dress, gently caressing my thigh in a provocative manner. 

I could stop him. His fingertips are inches from my damp pussy and I’m sure this can be considered crossing the line. I know he’d remove his hand if I asked, but that’s the last thing I want right now. He needs to keep going. I want to know if he genuinely wants me the way I want him.  

“You’re too kind,” I reply, then take another gulp of champagne, hoping to douse the fire Boris is kindling—at least until we’re alone. 

“I didn’t realize you were dating an underwear model. That doesn’t seem like your type,” Larissa slurs her words and takes another swig of champagne. 

“I don’t model underwear,” I immediately clarify and move closer to Boris, intentionally rubbing our fake relationship in her face. 

Her pity party has gone too far. Thankfully, Boris jumps in before I lose my temper and make a scene in front of strangers. 

“Sybil is my type, no matter what she wears,” Boris shuts it down and returns to a conversation with Gavril Pushkin while letting his hand creep beneath my dress. 

I squirm in my seat, then shamelessly spread my thighs a few inches, offering him space to move. My behavior shocks me. I’ve suspended all my rules and become the newest resident of Tramp City. 

Alexei and Boris continue a conversation that began long before this evening. I didn’t think Boris’s baritone voice could get any hotter until he switches to Russian mid-sentence and slides a finger beneath the seam of my panties. 

I gasp, surprised by the invasion and mortified when his finger slides easily through my wet slit. I shudder and tear off a piece of bread, shoving it in my mouth to prevent me from making naughty sounds. I’m so slick he finds my swollen clit without delay and begins to trace tiny circles, building slow friction to keep me on edge. 

Boris turns to me, his eyes twinkling with mischief as he slides a finger inside my pussy. He leans toward me and fixes his angle, pumping his digit slowly while his thumb manipulates my hard bud. I bite my lip, holding back the inevitable tide that’s seconds from reaching the shore. 

“I think my good girl has turned bad,” Boris murmurs softly, teasing me mercilessly and making it impossible to keep a straight face. He’s so close, the scent of his skin and warmth of his breath making me imagine our naked bodies entwined, spinning out of control in the throes of ecstasy.  

Should I tell him I’m a virgin? Would my lack of experience ruin the moment? Maybe he’s talented enough to make up for the skills I lack. 

It typically takes forever to make myself climax, but Boris knew exactly where to touch me. He’s playing me like a virtuoso playing a violin. 

The conversation continues in Russian, and my mind locks onto every word spilling out from Boris’s full lips. I don’t know what he’s saying but it sounds rough and dominant. I imagine he’s saying nasty things to me. He’s asking me to call him daddy, calling me his baby girl, and demanding I come at his command. He threatens to spank my ass, my pussy, and promises I’ll regret it if I don’t give him what he wants. 

A tidal wave of transcendence washes over me like a roaring tsunami. I clasp Boris’s wrist, urging him to stop. When he only decreases his pace, I slam my legs shut and trap his hand. I bow my head, cover my face, and stiffen my body, terrified the full-body shudders will give me away. My climax comes like continuous bolts of lightning, shocking my senses and rendering me utterly useless to the world around me. When it finally subsides, Boris sidles closer and asks if I’m okay, then addresses the other partygoers. 

“I’m afraid Sybil doesn’t feel well. We should leave before it gets worse,” Boris announces our early departure and helps me out of my chair. “Thank you for your hospitality, Yarina. It’s always a pleasure to see you.” 

I wave and whimper an almost inaudible goodbye as we depart the dining room and pass through the foyer. 

With a wicked smile, Boris escorts me to his waiting car. 

Lord, help me. 


Chapter Ten
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Halfway through our sprint to the car, I lift Sybil into my arms and carry her the rest of the way. She clings to my jacket, holding me tight and pressing her delectable breasts against my chest. I take two steps at a time, eager to get her alone and all to myself. Common sense tells me to slow down. But logic flew out the window when this little girl shattered on my hand. 

I duck down and gently place my darling girl on the leather bench seat, following close and slamming the button to raise the privacy screen. Sybil brushes the tousled hair off her flushed face and scoots down, giving me room to slide beside her. It’s been years since I’ve held a woman in my arms, made love to her, or felt the world move every time she graced me with her presence. I’m falling in love with this little girl, and I have no idea if she’ll ever offer me more than sex. None of that matters tonight.  

“Boris…” Sybil breathes my name and lifts her hazel gaze to mine. Her darkened eyes, blushed cheeks, and cherry lips assure me that my baby girl is turned-on. 

If that weren’t enough, I can still smell the scent of her climax on my hand. I can’t believe she let me finger her pussy at the dinner table. Her burgeoning libido feeds my imagination. I’ll take so much pride in corrupting her. 

“Baby girl, your daddy’s here. And he wants to make you feel so good.” I groan, wrap my hand around her neck, and bring her lips to mine. Our mouths collide with intensity, dancing in sync as tongues intertwine and teeth playfully nibble. It feels like we’re on a quest for something that we may only find with each other, unsure if this is real, or imagined. In my heart, I know I’m exactly where I need to be and with the person I was always meant to love. 

Sybil whimpers between kisses, her tongue lapping against my bottom lip before sealing her mouth to mine once more. She pulls away and sighs. “Do you really want to be my daddy? Do you want me to be your baby girl?” she whispers, placing her hand on my chest to keep me still. “My father isn’t very nice to me. Will you be a good daddy? Better than him?” Sybil lifts her gaze, her lips plump and parted as she releases a breathy sigh of relief, like she’s wanted to ask that question for days. 

I bite my lip as I feel my control slip away into oblivion. I may never find it again. “I really want to be your daddy, baby girl,” I growl into her ear and let my greedy hands travel up her dress. My heart races, pumping all the blood from my brain into my rigid cock. I’m dizzy with lust and brimming with desire for my girl. “I’ll be your good daddy. The one you can count on. The one who puts you on his lap and meets all your needs. Do you want that?” 

Sybil nods and her puffy lips form a tiny pout. “I’ve always wanted a real daddy.” Her eyes hood with desire as she melts into my arms.  

I grit my teeth as a different kind of beast rises to the surface. Nothing has changed. She’s still an inappropriate choice for me and I could never fit into the only world she’s ever known, but that doesn’t matter anymore. I’m starting to believe it never did. She looks so young, ripe, and ready for her daddy’s touch; I could never deny her anything. And there’s no way in hell I’m going to deny myself the one thing I never knew I always wanted. 

I crawl forward and press my body into Sybil’s, our faces only a breath away. She leans back against the car door and holds her hands over her thighs, keeping me from lifting mine higher up her dress. I shake my head with a tsk and chide her for teasing me. “Be a good girl and show me your kitty. Daddy’s starving.” 

Sybil’s mouth tips upward into a tiny grin and she lifts her dress an inch, still holding me at bay. “No one has ever seen my kitty, Daddy. You’re the only man who’s ever touched me here.” She points a finger to the apex of her thighs and stares at me, waiting for my reply.  

A part of me expected this, and yet I’m not any less stunned. I’ve lived a horrible life filled with depravity and death. There is no world or situation where someone like me deserves someone like her. And yet here she is, offering me everything I want.  

With my eyes locked on hers, I gently move her hands and spread her thighs, slowly lifting her dress to her waist. Her black lacy panties come into view, and my cock grows harder, mercilessly digging into my zipper. “That’s my good girl. Do you want your daddy to make you feel good with his mouth?” I ask with a deep groan as I hook my thumbs into her panty straps and pull them down. The scent of her arousal hits me fast, and I feel my cock leaking precum onto my pants.  

“Yes, Daddy,” Sybil whimpers, her legs trembling as I spread them open. 

“Good girl,” I murmur, my eyes focused on her virgin pussy, pink and drenched with arousal. Overcome with lust, I lick my lips and bury my face against her inner thighs. My eyes take in every inch, savoring this moment and burning it to memory. “Baby girl, did you save this pretty pussy just for Daddy?”  

“Yes,” she squeals softly, squirming against the leather bench seat as my roaming tongue reaches her moist folds, slick with the sweetest honey I’ve ever tasted. I run my tongue through her wet slit again and again, awakened by lust and emboldened by unleashed desire.  

“Baby girl, you taste like heaven.” I lap harder, stroking her swollen clit with tiny lashes that make her hips arch off the seat. Her moans guide me, teaching me what pleases her. Her labored breath drives my pace as I savor every lick that brings my girl closer to the edge of bliss. I have a hell of a lot more stamina than a man her age, plus the experience and patience to learn every little thing that makes my girl reach the heights of ecstasy. 

“Daddy’s so good to me,” she cries as I tease her with my mouth, licking and sucking, using my finger to penetrate her virgin pussy, pumping into her tight channel and watching her bear down like she wants more. Her wish is my command.

I lick her hard little nub, lashing it relentlessly, spreading her legs to give me better access, and helping wrap her calves around my neck. I take her to edge over and over, until she begs me to come. 

“Please, please,” Sybil whimpers as tears cascade down both cheeks. “Daddy, please.” Those words finish me. 

I lick harder, faster, thrusting inside her with two thick fingers so she gets a taste of what’s to come. It takes less than a minute to hear the sweetest cry I’ve ever heard. My baby girl comes on my face, dousing my mouth and coating my beard with her thick honey. She cries louder, gasping with surprise as I continue to pet her clit and draw it out. Her dewy, flushed face makes my cock ache to be inside her. Her tiny yelps make me imagine fucking her until morning and filling her with so much seed it spills onto her thighs. I know it’s too much too soon, but there’s no going back now.


Chapter Eleven
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Whenever I imagined my first time, I pictured a king-size bed with satin sheets, candles, and rose petals sprinkled throughout the room. I envisioned being madly in love with a boy I’d known and loved for years. In my limited experience and stunted imagination, I visualized something sweeter and far less passionate, that would ultimately end with a ring and surprise proposal. 

This is so much better. 

Boris lifts his face from between my legs, his steely gaze fixed on mine. He pulls his fingers from my pussy and shows me the arousal dripping down his hand. I stare, fixated as he licks each digit, salaciously humming with satisfaction and making me blush. “I’ve wanted to do that since the day we met. You’re lucky I held out this long, baby girl,” Boris groans and crawls onto the seat on his knees. 

I gaze at the honey smeared across his face, and my heart swells with pride. He’s the most gorgeous man I’ve ever met, and now he’s tagged with my scent. If only he were truly mine. 

Boris unbuttons his pants and then stops, a look of disappointment flashing across his face. “Maybe we should go to your place where we can have the room to do this right. This is your first time, little girl, and Daddy should make it special.” 

My heart races with panic. Shaking my head, I lunge forward and reach for his zipper, surprising Boris with my naughty enthusiasm. He grips my trembling hands and holds me steady, smiling as he leans forward and seals his lips to mine. He kisses me slowly and cautiously, taking my face in his hands as if he’s handling a work of art. I reach for his shirt to hold myself steady, but my body feels too weak and overcome by his touch to hang on. 

“You’re such a greedy girl and so good at tempting Daddy. If you don’t behave yourself, I may have to put you over my knee,” Boris whispers between kisses and then tugs one strap off my shoulder. My breasts fall out from the slip dress, and the cool air makes my nipples tighten. He cups one gently, rolling my taut peaks through his fingers as he speaks. “Do you want me to claim this pussy here, in the backseat of my car?” It sounds like a question, but it doesn’t feel like one. His stern, commanding voice makes my skin turn to gooseflesh. It makes me hotter, wetter, and pliable to every whim. Whatever he asks is his. 

I nod once and crush my lips to his, my nimble fingers furiously unbuttoning his shirt to get to his chest. I spread it open and let my hands wander over his muscular pecs, eager to touch him, smell him, and feel the weight of his broad chest against my breasts. My mouth travels down to his neck while my fingers glide through the thin coat of salt-and-pepper hair covering his torso.  

“Use your words, baby girl. I need to hear you say it. Say you’re giving this pussy to me,” Boris hums, and I feel the vibration of his voice penetrate my skin. He cups my pussy roughly, dipping a finger into my wetness and using it to stroke my clit. Every flick makes me tingle with building lust.  His precision is exquisite. His technique is merciless. 

“It’s yours, Daddy. Please, take it.” The words fall from my lips with unchallenged certainty. There’s no room for second thoughts. I should wait. We should wait. But I’ve never wanted anything more in my life, and Boris Volkov is the only man capable of giving it to me. 

Boris returns to his knees and drops his gaze, his eyes wide with wonder and soft with affection. He takes a deep breath and begins to slowly unzip, taking his time as he struggles to get past the huge bulge tenting his pants. “You’ll need to be brave, baby girl. This may be too much cock for that tiny pussy.” 

“I’ll be brave,” I whisper, my eyes locked on the python creeping out of his pants. It’s long and thick, a massive slab of flesh determined to ruin my pussy for anyone else. Instead of feeling fear, I feel challenged. Desire and adrenaline course through my veins, urging me to reach out and verify it’s real. 

Boris beats me to it. He clasps my wrist and brings my hand to the base, coaxing me to pump his girthy shaft. 

“All of this is going inside you, baby girl.” Boris’s eyes narrow, like a predator moments from consuming its prey. He runs his fingers down my slit, penetrating my pussy before using the moisture to coat his cock. “And I’m not stopping until this pussy is filled to the brim with my cum. Are you sure you can take it all?” 

I shamelessly nod with enthusiasm and lunge forward, pushing him into a seated position while I place my legs on either side of his thighs. He doesn’t stop me or attempt to slow me down. Instead, he guides the head of his cock to my entrance and lets the tip penetrate my pussy, teasing me by running it through my folds. The act torments me.  

Boris uses his finger to brush the hair off my face and gazes lovingly into my eyes. “It’s yours, baby girl. Show your daddy how much you want it.”


Chapter Twelve
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My girl wastes no time climbing onto my cock and offering her virgin pussy to me. The sight almost stops my heart. Her tight grip nearly makes me come before we begin. The first two inches disappear, and the ache in my balls tempts me to thrust all the way in. Of course, I hold back, stopping to gaze at my beautiful girl’s honey eyes. She’s confident but bashful, and as much as she wants to show me how ready she feels, I’m not sure she knows what to do. 

“Do you need Daddy’s help, baby?” I ask and bring my mouth to hers, kissing her gently until our tongues meet and our shared desire makes us lose control. Sybil moans into our kiss, nodding as she bears down, taking my cock another two inches. 

“Good girl, Sybil. Good girl.” I dig my fingers into her ass cheeks and guide her down, careful not to get ahead of myself. This is her first time, and it’s up to me to ensure it’s a pleasurable experience. I want her to yearn for me. It’s my job to make sure she craves my cock night and day. “Tell me what I’m doing to you, baby. I want to hear you say it.” 

“Daddy’s going to fuck me,” she whispers into my ear, too bashful to say it out loud. 

“Daddy’s going to fuck you good, baby girl.” I lurch forward and lift my hips, guiding her down, stretching her tight pussy until I’m almost all the way. 

Sybil gasps, then lets her eyes fall closed, breathing in and out as her pussy finds another inch to swallow. She digs her nails into my shoulders and rests her forehead on my chin. 

“Daddy,” she whimpers, bouncing gently on my grateful cock. She grinds onto my lap, meeting my thrusts until it feels like we’re fused together, like a puzzle that’s finally complete. She wants more, but she doesn’t know what to do. She needs her Daddy to show her how to fuck. 

I place Sybil on her back and spread her thighs, covering her trembling body with mine. Her arms wind around my neck, and I lift her legs, placing them around my back. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, flushed, aroused, and ready for me. I ease inside her and watch her plump lips part as she cries out, pulling me closer so my naked chest covers her breasts. Her dewy warmth radiates into my skin. Her moans vibrate through my chest into my heart. Last week, I thought it was a useless muscle that never caused me anything but harm. Using it was a liability that resulted in endless complications. Not anymore. Holding Sybil in my arms feels like nothing but a privilege. Loving her and being loved by her would fill the gaping wound in my soul—the one I believed would never go away. 

“Are you going to break Daddy’s heart?” I thrust in and out, pumping my cock through her tight walls and dousing my balls with the slick arousal pouring out from her pussy. 

Sybil welcomes my pace and wraps her legs higher on my back, meeting each plunge with a cry to God. Sensing she’s close, I slip my hand between us and find her swollen clit. The first touch sends her hips flying into mine. The faster I stroke, the harder she wants it. Moaning wildly, she matches my moves, fucking me back with the same rabid need I have for her. 

“No, Daddy. I won’t. I promise,” she wails as the first orgasm hits her hard. Overcome by the ebb and flow of her climax, she arches her back and pushes her bouncing breasts in my face. I drop my head and cover her tight nipple with my mouth, sucking, licking, and nibbling on her puckered flesh until the strength of her second climax catches me by surprise. 

“Daddy, don’t stop! I’m coming!” Sybil begs for more as her body trembles with aftershocks. 

I drag out her orgasm, stroking her clit while my cock continues to ravage her sweet pussy. Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end. With every brutal thrust, my control fades, until her clenching pussy drags me over the cliff and squeezes every drop of cum from my balls. 

My gaze falls to the apex of her thighs, and I watch the load I just deposited trickle out onto the leather seats. The sight defies my imagination. 

“Is the car moving?” Sybil peers out the window as she attempts to re-dress. 

The car hasn’t moved in the last twenty minutes. When we arrived at her apartment, my driver made an executive decision and parked across the street. He's a good man. I'll have to add something extra to his paycheck. 

"You're home, little girl. Would you prefer I take you back to my place?" I ask, already knowing the answer. She's mentioned several times her friend is waiting up for her.

She shakes her head and runs her hand across my beard, giving it a light scratch before she kisses me tenderly. "I'll see you tomorrow, right? What time are you picking me up?"

"Baby girl, you are the embodiment of temptation and the greatest weakness I’ve every known. I'll be here first thing in the morning. Make sure you wear something I can pull over your head," I whisper into her ear before helping her out of the car. Tomorrow can't come soon enough.


Chapter Thirteen
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“Do you think they’re here?” Sybil lowers her sunglasses and stares through the windshield, scrutinizing the quaint two-story cabin peeking out of the dense woods. 

It’s one of my safe houses. For privacy’s sake, I own the fifteen acres surrounding the cabin and keep a caretaker, a young man named Ricardo, here most of the year. He’s a good kid and keeps the place stocked in case of emergencies. I called ahead and asked him to run a few errands to give me time alone with my girl.   

This is by far my prettiest safe house, and I assumed Vasily would have brought Scarlett here. He didn’t. I received word late last night that he’s twenty miles from here in Croton. He’s been right under my nose the entire time.  

I haven’t told Sybil. Maybe it’s cruel to keep her guessing, but I’m not ready to surrender her yet. She told me this morning that she made an outlandish excuse to her friend, Tasha, about why she arrived home so late. There was no mention of me or what took place in the back of my car. If she can’t tell her friend, then there’s a slim chance she’d tell her parents. And that means I’m her dirty secret.  

My pride dictates that I end this now. But my heart requires I give this a chance. And for that to happen, I need an excuse to stay by her side. For now, searching for Scarlett is all I have. I phoned my son early this morning and asked him to stay away longer. I even offered to pay for his wedding and an all-expenses-paid trip to Mexico to prolong my affair. It’s not my proudest moment, but all is fair in love and war. And I’ve had enough of war.  

“I’m not sure. A neighbor left a message informing me she saw activity at my place. Perhaps it’s them.” I bend the truth with a smile. It’s technically accurate. I have few neighbors, but the people who do live nearby tend to be in everyone’s business. The local busybody, Mrs. Sawyer, saw Ricardo trimming the rose bushes and somehow mistook his gardening for a possible armed robbery in action. I assured her he’s my guest, but I’m not sure she’ll let it go. She’s probably the main reason Vasily chose someplace else. 

I remove the key from the ignition and turn to Sybil, still scanning the perimeter in search of her friend. “This house is one of my many designated safe houses, and it’s best to keep a low profile and not attract attention. The few neighbors I have believe I’m a businessman from Manhattan, and I’d prefer to keep it that way.” I step out of my car and do my best to get to the other side of the vehicle before Sybil opens her door. She beats me to the punch, but I make it in time to help her out.  

This is a new side of me. As pakhan, I’m accustomed to having people wait on me hand and foot. I have loyal and dedicated staff who anticipate my every move and make sure I never ask twice for anything. But something about this little girl makes me want to cater to her every whim, in and out of the bedroom. 

“You’re such a gentleman,” Sybil exclaims as she kisses my cheek. How quickly she’s forgotten my ungentlemanly behavior last night. 

We walk hand in hand down the cobblestone trail that leads into the woods and toward the cabin. Ricardo’s meticulous upkeep gives her hope. Sybil squeezes my hand, then drops it, choosing to run the rest of the way. “I think we’ve found them,” she yells as she climbs onto the porch two steps at a time. Before I can reach her, she knocks lightly and calls through the heavy door. “Scarlett! It’s Sybil! Are you in there?”  

When she knocks again, I wrap my arm around her waist and whisper, “Give them a chance to answer. My son always carries a weapon with him, and he’s known to be trigger-happy. I’d hate to get caught in the crossfire.” 

“Oh no! What if we’ve caught them in the act?” Sybil ponders, creasing her brow with concern. “I don’t think I want to picture Scarlett like that.” 

“You little hypocrite,” I scold her, squeezing her tightly in my arms. “I’m sure she wouldn’t want to see what we did last night either.”  

Sybil’s face turns bright red as she lifts her arm to knock again. “Oh, hush. Scarlett wasn’t anywhere near the car. There was no chance we’d get caught.”  

“And if we did? What would you say?” I spin her around to face me and lift one eyebrow to demonstrate my suspicion. A more patient man wouldn’t ask so soon. But I planned to question her later today, and now seems as good of a time as any.  

“What if we did what?” Sybil plays coy, evading the question by tiptoeing toward a window and looking inside. She lifts her hands over her eyes to shade the glare and shifts her eyes back and forth, investigating for any signs of her friend.  

“You know what I’m asking, baby girl,” I say and follow her to the window. Sybil turns to face me, perhaps triggered by her favorite moniker. This is the first time I’ve used it all morning. 

“Yes,” she whispers, looking down at her shuffling feet. “Do you have a key?” 

I nod and pull my keychain from my pocket, brandishing it before inserting it into the knob. Sybil waits behind me, anxious to enter and see if Scarlett is here. We enter together and tread lightly through the foyer, surrounded by the smell of cedar and whatever Ricardo had for breakfast. Sybil follows her nose into the rustic-style kitchen fitted with every modern appliance and amenity. Except for the scent, it appears unused. It’s spotless. 

Sybil makes a quick inspection and surmises her friend couldn’t possibly be here. Her defeated expression makes my heart sting with regret. She should know the truth, and I’m a selfish bastard for keeping it from her. “This place is far too clean for Scarlett. She’s fussy, but not this fussy. How did someone get in to cook?”  

“I have a caretaker who comes and goes, servicing different properties. He must have been here earlier. Would you like to check the bedrooms?” I ask innocently, not considering the implications. I’m not anticipating sex at this hour of the day, but I certainly wouldn’t say no to it. 

Sybil smiles and glides across the polished floor toward me, swaying her hips coquettishly. “Didn’t you get enough last night?” 

I shake my head and yank her into my arms. “I will never get enough of you, baby girl. I won’t be happy until you’re in bed every night.” As soon as I hear the words I’ve spoken, I know nothing could be more accurate. 

Sybil Sheridan has stolen my heart in a matter of days. She’s rejuvenated me. I feel twenty years younger and more virile than ever. I understand her desire to keep me private, and I know my many transgressions are responsible for that, but I don’t want to be a secret.  

Her smile disappears, and a look of sadness clouds her features. “I lied earlier, Daddy. I’m sorry.”  

Her confession confuses me. I know everything about her and have no idea which part I’ve missed. I shake my head once and stare into her frightened doe eyes. “That’s disappointing, baby. Good girls don’t lie to their daddies.” I'm amazed at how easy this has become. I’ve never played daddy with anyone, but Sybil makes it feel like the most natural thing I’ve ever done. 

Sybil twirls a finger through her ponytail and nods with remorse. “I said I didn’t mention you to Tasha, but I did. She knew I’d had sex the moment I walked through the door, and I didn’t want to deny it. Tasha doesn’t think I should see you anymore. She says you’re charming now, but when I see the other side of you and learn who you really are, I’ll be in over my head and unable to get out.” She sighs and releases a shaky breath. “I didn’t want to tell you because I don’t know how I feel about all that. She’s not wrong. Is she?” 

Her question feels like a knife in my chest. Two weeks ago, I’d admit she wasn’t wrong. That’s who I was before Sybil Sheridan floated into my life like an angel. I don’t want to be that man anymore. 

I place a finger under her chin and lift her face. Her amber eyes meet mine, and a shudder travels through her, making her tremble. Without direction, she stands at attention, with her hand crossed in front of her stomach. 

“Do you believe her?” I ask, caressing her face while I wait for her reply. 

“No, Daddy. I don’t want to believe her. Should I?” Sybil looks straight ahead and avoids my stern gaze. 

“I’ve done a lot of bad things, baby girl. I’ve ordered others to do those same things over and over again. But I’ve always taken care of the people I love. You’re mine now. Do you remember what you said last night?” I ask, weaving my hand through her ponytail and pulling it gently. 

“I said I was yours,” she answers quickly. 

“You told me you wanted me to be your daddy? Did you mean it?”  

“Yes, Daddy. I meant it,” Sybil replies softly.  

“Then how are you going to make it up to me? How are you going to prove you really belong to me?” I thread my fingers through her hair, tightening my grip and nudging her downward. 

She complies without question and falls to her knees, enthusiastically accepting her fate. 

“I’m going to suck Daddy’s cock.” Sybil unzips my pants and pulls out my length. Her eyes widen with avarice, but she knows enough to wait for my permission. 

“Show me, baby. Show Daddy how much you want to make him come with your mouth,” I rasp, enamored with the sight of my cock on the tip of her tongue. I’ve thought about this moment and fantasized about how her mouth would feel swallowing me whole. 

Holding my shaft in her fist, Sybil twirls her tongue around the head and then across the hole, licking every evidence of precum she finds. She moans with satisfaction, drawing it out as she quenches her hunger. 

“This the first cock I’ve ever tasted,” she whispers under her breath, pumping her hand up and down, licking my bulbous head like it’s her favorite flavor of ice cream.   

“And it’s going to be the last,” I grunt, my knees weakening as I watch half of my cock disappear into her mouth. 

Sybil leans into my hips and bobs her head back and forth, taking me deeper with every pass. She groans with lust, angling her head to look me in the eyes and show me what a good girl she can be. She hollows her cheeks and swirls her tongue down my shaft, trying desperately to take more. Every moan vibrates into my flesh, sending shivers down my spine. 

I tighten my grip on her hair and help her take more, fucking her untrained mouth the way I ravaged her virgin pussy last night. 

Sybil doesn’t fight me or try to pull away. She takes me deep and lets me slide to the back of her throat, slurping, gagging, devouring every inch of my cock until her chin grazes my balls. 

My eyes roll back, and a groan of ecstasy escapes my lips. She looks so fucking good; I can’t keep my eyes off her pretty lips stretching as wide as they can to take her daddy’s cock.  

Sybil’s free hand reaches beneath her skirt and slips into her panties. She strokes her tight little bud and squeezes her thighs shut, gaining momentum, the closer she brings me to ecstasy. 

“Do you want Daddy to take care of that pussy, baby girl?” 

She nods but continues to take me deeper, lapping at my balls every chance she gets. My greedy little girl wants it all.  

With one yank, I pull her to her feet, spin her around, and bend her over the kitchen island. I lift her skirt over her ass, push her panties to one side, and thrust my cock all the way inside her. 

Sybil holds her arms out and curls them over the sink, seeking purchase to hold her steady. She’s so wet, her thighs gleam with arousal.  

“This is really what you wanted. Isn’t it?” I thrust hard, deep, angling my cock to hit the soft spot I discovered last night. It caught us by surprise, but when I hit it just right, my baby girl howls like a she-wolf. 

“Yes, Daddy. You know I love when you use my pussy. It’s all yours to take whenever you want.” Her voice trembles as I watch her wipe a tear off her cheek. 

Panic sets in, and I temper my pace, plunging slowly and relishing how perfectly her pussy sheaths my shaft. “Am I hurting you, baby girl?” 

Sybil shakes her head. “No, Daddy. I just don’t want this to end. I don’t…I don’t…” Her words turn into tiny yips, then tumble into screeching moans. My girl’s beautiful ass bounces, her hips rocking to the rhythm of her clenching pussy. Her legs give out, but I hold her steady and pillage her tight channel one thrust at a time. 

When it’s my turn to come, I keep my cock all the way in and spray her walls with rope after rope of hot seed, secretly hoping it’s enough to knock her up. If it doesn’t, I’ll keep trying tonight, tomorrow, and next week. I won’t be happy until I see my ring on her finger and her belly swollen with our baby.  

When I've spilled every drop of cum inside her, I turn her around and seal my lips to hers. “This will never end, baby girl. I've waited my whole life to find you, and I’m not foolish enough to let you slip through my fingers.” I wipe the tears from her face and lean my forehead on hers. “I’m not here to play around, sweetheart. I’m here to win your heart and hand.” 

Sybil nods and sinks her teeth into her bottom lip. “You have my heart,” she murmurs, then places my hand over her heart. “You stole it the moment we met.” 

My throat tightens with emotions I know I’ve never felt before. “I want you to go home today and pack your things, little girl. Your Daddy needs you close. He needs you in his bed, on his lap, and especially on his cock. And he’s not taking no for an answer."


Chapter Fourteen
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“You’ve lost your mind, Sybil Sheridan. Did you tell Boris Volkov I warned you to stay away from him?” Tasha appears out of nowhere to scold me, shaking her fist as she tries to catch up. 

I know she's furious when she switches her rant from English to Russian. I can't believe it got back to her so fast. He only dropped me off an hour ago. 

I open the door to our favorite coffee house and let her enter first. She wrinkles her nose and passes through, unraveling her scarf on the way to the front counter. Her scowl disappears and instantly becomes a fake smile when she greets the barista. She turns to me before she orders. “You’re buying my latte. That’s the least you can do after you put my mother in danger.” 

My eyes nearly fly out of my skull. I don’t believe it. Why would Boris do something like that? He knows it would get back to me before the end of the day. Before I jump to her conclusions, I slide behind her and order a cappuccino, still too stunned to ask for an explanation. While I pay for our coffees, Tasha wanders off in search of a table. She finds one by the front window and settles in, glaring at me until I reach my chair.  

“What happened? How did they threaten your mother? Did you call the police?” I ask, genuinely curious if her mother is okay. In my heart of hearts, I refuse to believe the man I’m falling for would hurt an innocent old lady. He wouldn’t. He couldn’t. 

“Earlier today, Gaspar Malakhov, one of Boris’s henchmen, arrived at my mother’s home carrying fresh pelmini from her favorite restaurant in Brighton Beach. He also brought borscht, syrniki, and blini. It was a feast, Sybil! The man is a known hitman and I found him chatting it up with my mother over a cup of hot tea. Do you how know odd it was finding giant Gaspar sitting at my mother’s breakfast table, sipping tea with his pinky in the air? He had to be there for a reason, and I think the Volkovs were sending me a message.” She lowers her voice, then leans back, making room for the server holding our coffees. 

I take my coffee and sit quietly, silently reviewing everything she told me and trying to figure out what part appeared threatening.  

“Are you going to say something?” she snaps while adding sugar to her latte.  

I take a slow sip to buy some time, then lift my head and stare, still utterly confused. “He took food. He spent time with her. How does that translate to the kiss of death? Maybe he was hitting on her,” I suggest the most reasonable conclusion. 

A loud gasp exits her slacked jaw. “What are you saying? My mother is almost fifty!” 

“I’ve met Gaspar, and he’s not a hitman. Boris told me he’s a bodyguard. That’s a big difference in their world. And he’s a very handsome man, complete with icy-blue eyes and muscles like Superman,” I say, my eyes drifting to the ceiling as I remember his massive arms and broad shoulders. 

Boris said Gaspar had his heart set on someone, maybe it’s Mrs. Pushkina.  

“You’ve been screwing this guy for two days, Sybil. You don’t know all the ins and outs of the Bratva. I’m telling you, it’s a message!” Tasha bangs her fist on the table and spills coffee into her saucer. “Besides, my mother doesn’t date. I wish she would, but not Gaspar Malakhov. He’s bad news.” 

I listen to the words coming out of her mouth but they don’t match her far-off expression. I think she’s hiding something but it’s always like pulling teeth to get her to confess the tiniest things. 

“Fifty isn’t dead, Tasha. Boris is almost fifty, and nothing about that man is dead,” I reply with a long sigh, remembering the way he fucked me in the kitchen, hallway, and front seat of his car on our way home. I still can’t believe no one saw us parked on the side of the road. The man is insatiable. And he’s turning me into his willing love slave. 

“Do you think he was there for you? Does he know you moved out of your mother’s place?” I ask, sensing the root of her outrage. “Have you and he ever—” I make a vulgar gesture with my hands to illustrate what I mean without saying it. She’s so touchy about these things. 

Tasha slaps my hand to one side and hisses, “Absolutely not! I haven’t seen him in ages. We’ve never done more than talk.” She looks over her shoulder, as if anyone we know is present. “And he gave me my first kiss. But it was innocent, just a peck on the lips. No tongue included. I don’t know what he thinks he’ll accomplish by feeding my mother Russian food. She can easily find it on the Lower East Side. I still think Boris was sending a message to shut me up.” She squirms in her chair and takes a long sip from her cup.  

“Well, I think Gaspar is hot. Not as hot as Boris, but in the vicinity. And he gets along with your mom. That’s a big deal. My parents are going to lose their shit when they find out I’m seeing him. They barely tolerate me as it is,” I whisper, noticing the table next to us is intently listening to our conversation. I don’t know why they’d care about two women spilling tea.  

They look like stockbrokers in formfitting suits with slicked-back hair. The only things that type of guys usually care about are stock tips and leads. I might be imagining it, but something about them unsettles me.  

“His age will be the least of their worries and you know it.” Tasha smirks, narrowing her gaze when she spots one of the brokers write something down. She tips her head to draw my attention to their table and blurts, “Those dickheads are listening and giving me the creeps.” She grabs her purse and slings it on her shoulder. “Let’s get out of here.” 

We hurry toward the door, huddled side by side as we push open the door and dash outside. Those men might be harmless, but it's essential to be proactive when you’re a young woman living in New York. Tasha takes my hand, giggling as she shouts, “What in the world were they doing? Taking notes to use on other women? Is that what the men of Manhattan have become?”  

I chuckle nervously and look over my shoulder, sensing someone is following us. There’s no one there, but I can’t shake the feeling that something is wrong. I pick up the pace and pull Tasha along, dragging her through the crosswalk like a ragdoll. “Hurry up. Those creeps could be following us.” 

Tasha takes the lead and scans the sidewalk. “I don’t see them. I think they were just being stalkerish, taking notes to ask one of us out.” She fumbles through her purse as she turns the corner onto our street. “Make sure they don’t see where we live.”  

The closer we get to our place, the more panic sets in. They didn’t look like men connected to Boris, but maybe they were from a rival gang. Could they have spied on us? Are they targeting me to use me against him? I don’t want to find out. 

“Sybil Sheridan, you need to come with me.” A man pops out from behind a tree, brandishing an FBI badge. It’s not real. My family have been lawyers since the Gilded Age, and I know what a genuine badge looks like. 

“Get away from me!” I push him to one side and make a run for it, leaving Tasha behind on our stoop. They don’t want her. Someone is after me and I refuse to be bait or collateral. I run at top speed and dig through my bag for my phone. There’s no reason I should trust Boris with my life, but I do. I know he’ll save me. I know Daddy will protect me. 

I tap his number and hear his voice come onto the receiver. But I don’t even get a chance to scream. 


Chapter Fifteen
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Iknow where I am the moment I open my eyes. It’s my old bedroom, the one I lived in before my parents sent me to boarding school when I was twelve. I haven’t slept here in years, and I haven’t spoken to my parents in the last six months. They made my life hell when I chose not to go into the family business, and after butting heads for years, I cut them off, choosing to live with Tasha instead of coming home. It saved my sanity, and my friendship with her and Scarlett rescued me from the pits of despair. 

The final piece is Boris. I know it sounds naïve. We’ve only known each other for a short time. But I don’t need months or years to recognize the other half of my soul.  

Why would they take me? Why would they use fake government agents to kidnap me off the streets and bring me home? I don’t rely on them for money, shelter, or emotional support. They’ve never had much to offer in the first place. It doesn’t make sense, but I will get to the bottom of this. 

I fumble out of bed and hold on to the wall to search for the light. My legs feel like Jell-O from the chloroform they used to knock me out, and there aren’t enough windows to allow for natural light. It always felt more like a cage than a bedroom—a place that always made me feel utterly alone. 

I run my hand along the wall and flip a switch that offers no more than a dim light, but enough to see my father sitting in the far corner of the room. 

The light startles him, but his blank expression gives nothing away. When his eyes adjust to the light, he sees me standing alone. The angry features and icy glare I’ve known all my life return immediately. He's disgusted with me. That’s nothing new. But for once, I might merit his wrath. I’ve brought shame to the family; nothing matters more than his name.   

I refuse to let him scare me like he did when I was younger. He doesn’t have that power over me anymore. “Why the hell am I here? Kidnapping and false imprisonment is a Class E Felony in the state of New York. If you don’t let me leave this instant, I’ll ensure you’re disbarred.” I don’t stutter or jumble my words like I used to in his presence. After years of emotional neglect and abuse, I no longer cower in fear.  

“Who do you think you’re talking to, little girl? I’m your father, and you’ll show me the respect I deserve. We brought you here to talk some sense into you,” my father shouts and rises from his chair, furious that I would have the audacity to threaten him. He storms toward me but stops inches away, close enough to intimidate me into silence. “I heard a peculiar story about you today, Sybil. A client of mine, Yarina Pavlova, told me she met you in the company of a man named Boris Volkov. She said you were very cozy, and she was certain he called you his girlfriend.” He sneers and bares his teeth with disgust. 

I’m familiar with that face. He’s directed it toward me since I was in diapers. 

I keep my gaze fixed on his, refraining from showing the fear that threatens to break me. I’ve come too far to let him see me cry. He won’t ever get that satisfaction again. “When did my love life become your business? I don’t live under your roof or take money from you. I’ve supported myself since I was seventeen.” 

My father’s face turns crimson. No one defies him, least of all me, the child he never wanted. “You may not be much, but you’re still a Sheridan. Volkov is a known criminal. He’s on countless watchlists. He’s only avoided prison because he has the money to pay off the right people. How dare you shame your family by consorting with someone like him? Do you have any idea the scandal you may create?” His arrogance has always astounded me. My father lives in another world, one that died off long ago. 

Before I can answer, my mother steps into the room. She’s just like my father. Everything is about image and upholding our family name. Both come from old New York families that clawed their way to the top by stepping on anyone who got in their way. They live in their own world and set their own rules. And they’re far too delusional to understand they’re no better than criminals.   

“Sybil, where did we go wrong?” My mother wrings her hands and bows her head as she moves deeper into the room. 

I don’t know who she thinks she’s fooling, but this isn’t my mother. There’s too much ice in her veins to show any genuine remorse.  

“Where do I begin?” I challenge her, unwilling to fall for their synchronized guilt trip. “You were a terrible mother. You were almost as bad as him.” I point to my father and match his energy by curling my lip with disdain. “Feel free to disown me, but let me out of here now.” I curl my fist and keep my voice steady, fearful I’m on the verge of a full-blown tantrum. Nothing is beneath me now. 

“How dare you!” My mother returns to her true, natural state. “It’s bad enough you embarrassed us by becoming a model, but now you’re seeing a man old enough to be your father. Your father and I expect you to end this before your scandal affects the firm.” 

I shake my head and cross my arms over my chest. “No.” Boris may be dangerous, but they don’t care about my safety. He may be too old for me, but that’s the least of their worries. They care about appearances and losing control over me. 

“No?” My mother furrows her brow in disbelief. “What do you mean no?” 

“It’s a noun, Mother. It means I’m denying your request. I won’t stop seeing him,” I say with no inflection in my voice. “I’m in love.” My confession comes without thought or reflection. It comes from my heart. I love Boris Volkov, and I won’t let the people who tormented me all my life keep me from him. 

My parents turn to one another, unable to comprehend how their scare tactics failed. I was always the pliable one. Sybil Sheridan used to be afraid of her own voice. Not anymore.  

As my parents ponder their next steps, lost in a haze of rage and confusion, someone knocks on the door. It’s a light tap, and takes two more to get through to them, but they finally move to see who it is. My mother brushes the hair out of her face with her fingers and smooths out her suit as she strides toward the door.  

“Mr. and Mrs. Sheridan…” The voice coming through sounds like one of the men who grabbed me off the street. It was one of the stalkers from the coffee house, probably someone who works at their firm. 

My mother peeks through a crack in the door. “What, Jason? I told you we’re busy.” 

“Mrs. Sheridan, there are five black SUVs parked outside and over twenty men openly carrying weapons. We don’t have the kind of manpower to handle this.” 

I can’t see him from where I’m standing, but I don’t need to see him to hear the fear in his voice. 

“Call the police. They know who we are,” my mother shouts prematurely. 

“Ma’am, will all due respect, those men wouldn’t be out there if they feared the police. These kinds of people have whole units under their payroll. The police will want to talk to your daughter and what story will she tell them? I’m not going to jail over this.” Her lackey wises up and gives her a dose of reality.

My father turns to me and commands me to cooperate. “She’ll do as she’s told or she’ll be disowned and disinherited.” 

A flood of memories returns, like a slideshow of my most miserable days. They’ve used that threat all my life and it’s always worked. They raised me to believe I was unlovable, so I always assumed they were right. But they weren’t. 

Daddy loves me. He’s here to save me. I’m not alone anymore.

I scoff, push my mother out of my way, and head to the door. “I’m done here. Now, let me out before I press charges.”


Chapter Sixteen


Four Weeks Later
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“You should be ashamed of yourself.” Vasily stands behind me and stares at me in the full-length mirror. “You’re old enough to be her father.” My son sounds like a broken record. He’s been singing the same tune since he reappeared two weeks ago, madly in love and newly engaged to Sybil’s friend, Scarlett. They marry next month, and I suspect he resents being overshadowed by his father’s last-minute nuptials. Plus, the little shit loves to antagonize me.  

“I feel many emotions today,” I reply, fastening my tie. “Shame is not one of them.”  

Vasily smirks and hands me the glass of vodka I asked him to hold. I take a sip and place it beside Sybil’s ring on my bureau. It’s a simple band to accompany the ten-carat diamond ring I bought her two weeks ago. After my divorce from Vasily’s mother twenty years ago, I swore I’d never marry again. That was before I met Sybil Sheridan. It was before I ate my words and met the woman I was always meant to marry.  

When you know, you know. A mere four weeks after I first laid eyes on my baby girl, I’m pledging my life and love to her. Nothing could make me happier. 

“Are you ready?” Vasily asks, handing me my cufflinks. He’s my best man, and Scarlett is Sybil’s maid of honor. Their wedding will be much grander than ours, with a ceremony at the Russian Orthodox Church in Upper Manhattan and a reception at the Ritz Carlton. Now that Senator Rossi’s campaign has ended in defeat, they’re finished hiding their relationship and want to start this chapter of their lives with a huge celebration. 

Sybil and I wanted something different.  

If my baby girl wanted a big wedding, I would have thrown her a wedding that makes Vasily’s look like a garden party. But she didn’t. Sybil wanted something small and intimate, followed by an elegant dinner. We’ll be surrounded by the people we love most, break bread, drink wine, and then leave for a honeymoon on our own private island. It’s a surprise. I didn’t expect to close on the property for another month, but an extra million motivated the seller to vacate the premises ahead of schedule. A private helicopter is waiting on standby to take us directly after dinner. 

“I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life,” I say, smiling from ear to ear as I think of watching Sybil walk down the aisle toward me. The only day that might eclipse this one is the day my beautiful girl makes me a father again.  

“Take a look at this before I take it to her room,” Gaspar interrupts us, holding the wedding gift I bought my Sybil. It’s a diamond necklace I specially designed for her to wear today. Thank goodness it arrived on time. 

I take the blue velvet box from Gaspar and snap it open. It’s a twenty-carat graduated cushion-cut necklace that matches her engagement ring. She’s not expecting anything this extravagant and will probably scold me for spending so much money, but my baby girl deserves to be spoiled by her daddy. Pampering Sybil has quickly become my favorite pastime. She’s always so grateful. 

“Why don’t you hand it to Scarlett and let her deliver it. I don’t want you to see the bride if I have to wait until the ceremony,” I say as I snap the box closed and place it in his hand. 

He gives me a knowing smile and exits the room. I’m due downstairs in five minutes, and there’s no time to lose. 

“Shall we?” Vasily points to the open door leading into the hall, then walks ahead. 

Halfway down the steps, my daughter Vivienne and her husband Andre appear. She recently returned from New Orleans and surprised me by announcing she’d married my old friend and one-time hitman Andre Balakov—the man I hired to find her. It was a bit of a shock, but I would be the world’s biggest hypocrite if I objected to their twenty-year age difference. I know better than anyone that age doesn’t matter. Two consenting adults can make those decisions on their own. 

“You look gorgeous, Dad. Sybil will surely swoon when she sees you.” Vivienne kisses me on the cheek, and Andre congratulates me before escorting my daughter into the ballroom.  

Sybil and I are marrying at our home, in a room decked out with every white flower known to man. Dimmed chandeliers provide a rosy glow, and rows of twinkling lights illuminate a wide path down the center of the room. My baby girl will look like an angel walking down the aisle, and I’ll be the lucky man at the end, waiting to claim her for eternity. 

“We’re ready to start.” Tasha flies by me and gestures for dawdling guests to take their seats. “The bride is on her way down.” 

My heart flutters with love as I dash to the end of the aisle and take my place. Vasily stands behind me, wishing me luck and reminding me to breathe. 

“This is it, old man. One more plunge into matrimony. I hope you have the stomach for it.” Vasily offers unwanted remarks, believing himself funny. 

I take a deep breath and exhale sharply, stifling a silly grin when the music finally begins. I focus on the back of the room and spot Sybil in a white slip dress reminiscent of the black dress she wore the night I first claimed my baby girl.

Her dark hair falls past her shoulders in soft waves and her rhinestone-studded sandals sparkle as she strolls past the twinkling lights. She’s wearing her wedding present and the diamond earrings I gave her last week. I can hardly believe my eyes. She’s the most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen. 

The closer she comes, the more I must resist the temptation to meet her halfway. A man like me, so underserving, can’t take any chances. 

“Settle down, Dad. Sybil isn’t going anywhere.” Vasily reads my mood and urges me to stay in position. 

But I can’t. Unwilling to wait longer, I charge down the aisle, lift Sybil off the ground, and cradle her in my arms. 

She gasps when her feet leave the floor, then leans her head against my chest, giggling softly. “You’re such an impatient man.” 

I carry Sybil to the end of the aisle and place her before the judge. “I am a man who loves his wife, and no matter what, I will always come for you, baby girl.”


Epilogue
Two Months Later
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“Daddy, we need to hurry. We’re almost there,” Sybil pants as her trembling body cries for release. We’re on our way to Vasily and Scarlett’s wedding and I only have a tiny window to satisfy my wife’s needs. I lift her onto my lap and hoist her leg over my forearm to spread her wide. She never tells me no. After two months of marriage, my baby girl still needs Daddy’s cock two to three times a day and I’m always happy to oblige. 

After all, what are daddies for?

“You know why this is happening, don’t you?” I drop her panties to her knees and shove my cock deep into her impossibly tight pussy. 

She squeals with pain and delight, then arches her back against my chest, leaning into me to create the perfect angle. Our hands and lips lock as I stretch her open with every plunge, loving how her pussy molds to my cock, squeezing me tighter and tighter until she milks me dry. 

“Yes!” she hollers as I hold nothing back, my brutal thrusts making her bounce wildly on my cock. “I tempted Daddy again. I’m always tempting my daddy.” 

“That’s right, but there’s no need to worry, baby girl. Daddy’s going to work his magic,” I groan through gritted teeth, enthralled by the movement of her body, grinding and gyrating, using my cock to reach her climax. My hands travel from her waist to her breasts, kneading each mound until I succeed in pulling her dress down and reintroduce her taut nipples to my greedy mouth. 

She whimpers for more, and I comply with pleasure. Daddy always gives his baby girl what she craves.  

“I love you, Daddy. You’re so good to me.” Sybil reaches over my head and threads her fingers through my gray hair. With our lips sealed, I thrust deeper, pumping in and out, losing myself in her kiss, savoring the feel of her warm, wet pussy swallowing my cock.  

“You’re good to me, baby. You’ve given me everything I want.” I rest my hand on the tiny bump on her abdomen, a reminder that our love is far more than hot, sweaty nights on our private island. I long to see her belly grow rounder and am eager to make more deti with the woman I love. 

After what happened with her parents, I made a final offer and closed on my island. Theirs was a futile attempt to bend Sybil to their will, but others could come. Yarina Pavlova made an enemy out of me and she’s connected well enough to cause problems in the future. If Tasha hadn’t run to Gaspar for help, those torturous eight hours could have turned to days. I’ll never live that nightmare again.

As soon as Vasily emerged from hiding, I handed over the reins and began to rehabilitate my image. Sybil deserves a peaceful life and that’s precisely what I plan to give her. Our island is close enough to the mainland to visit my older children and Sybil can visit her friends whenever she wants. Despite our imposed isolation, they’re as close as ever. 

Now that Vasily has taken over and I've left that world behind, my life is dedicated to the woman who saved my soul. We have a whole island to ourselves and a house big enough for our growing family. It’s my true paradise.

The Boogeyman of Brooklyn is retired. Sybil’s big bad daddy is here to stay.
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