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Chapter 1


The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, a low thrum that seemed to vibrate through the stale air of the conference room. Amber crossed her legs slowly, watching the fabric of her dress ride higher up her thighs, and studied the man across the table. Special Agent Marcus Webb had tired eyes, the kind that came from too many nights staring at case files, and he was doing a terrible job of not looking at her legs.

"You understand what we're asking," he said, his voice flat, professional. He ran a hand through his graying hair and cracked his knuckles against the mahogany table. "This isn't a date. It's an interrogation."

"I know what it is." She let her drawl stretch the words, watched his jaw tighten. "You want me to fuck a killer so he'll tell you where he buried the bodies."

He flinched. Just barely. "We don't have to call it—"

"It's what you're asking." She leaned forward, let her elbows rest on the table, and felt the weight of her breasts press against her forearms. "Call it what it is."

Webb's eyes dropped to her mouth, then away. He pulled a file from his briefcase and slid it across the table. "Jaxon Blake. Thirty-four years old. Execution scheduled for eighteen days from now. He's asked for one last request—a woman. His attorney contacted us, said he might be willing to trade information for... the visit."

She didn't open the file. Her fingers rested on it instead, tracing the edge. "And you came to me."

"You have the highest clearance. The most experience with... high-risk situations." He said it like it cost him something. "And you're the one who said yes."

"I haven't said yes yet."

"Your agency said you would."

She smiled, slow and sharp. "My agency doesn't speak for me."

Webb's eyes met hers then, and she saw something flicker there—frustration, maybe, or the beginning of respect. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a folded check, and slid it across the table. The number was written in crisp black ink, and her pulse quickened as she read it. More than she'd made in the last six months. Enough to pay off her student loans, enough to start over if she wanted to.

"That's what the Bureau is willing to offer," he said. "Plus expenses."

She looked at the check. Then at him. "What do you get out of this?"

"Closure." The word was sharp, bitten off. "Families who've been waiting years. Bodies in the ground. Answers." He leaned back in his chair, and for a moment, he looked old. "Blake has been sitting on this information for three years. He's never talked. His execution date is set, and he still won't talk. But his attorney says he has one weakness."

"Women."

"One woman. Before he goes, he wants to feel a warm body one last time. He's been in isolation for eight months. He's desperate enough to bargain."

She picked up the check and held it between two fingers. The paper was crisp, the ink still glossy. "And you think he'll actually tell you anything?"

"We have a team ready. Listening devices in the room. Cameras. If he gives you a name, a location, anything, we'll be recording." Webb paused, rubbed his temples. "But he's smart. He'll want something from you first. He'll want to... establish trust."

"You mean he'll want to fuck me before he talks."

Webb didn't answer. He didn't have to.

Amber set the check down and picked up the file instead. Opened it. The first photograph was a mugshot—Jaxon Blake staring into the camera with pale blue eyes that seemed to look through the lens, through the photographer, through the walls. Dark hair, sharp cheekbones, a jaw covered in stubble. He was handsome in a way that felt dangerous, the kind of handsome that got women into cars they shouldn't have gotten into.

"He's pretty," she said.

"He's killed eleven women that we know of," Webb said, his voice flat. "There are more. That's what we're hoping you'll find out."

She turned the page. Crime scene photos. A shallow grave in the woods. Another in a field. The victims' faces blurred, but she could still see their hair, their clothes, the way their hands were folded across their chests like they'd been posed.

She closed the file. "What's the security protocol?"

Webb's shoulders sagged, just slightly. He knew she was going to say yes. "Full search when you enter. They'll pat you down, check for wires, and recording devices. Then, a cavity search before you go into the cell."

"Cavity search." She tasted the words. "A gloved hand."

"Standard procedure for any visitor entering a maximum-security death row unit." He didn't meet her eyes. "They'll be thorough."

Something warm stirred in her stomach. She didn't let it show on her face. "And then I walk into his cell."

"And then you walk into his cell. You'll have fifteen minutes alone with him before the guards do a visual check. The listening devices will be active the entire time."

"Fifteen minutes." She smiled, slow and knowing. "That's not a lot of time for a dying man's last wish."

"It's all we can give you without raising suspicion." Webb stood and pushed his chair back. "He knows you're coming. He doesn't know about the Bureau's involvement—he thinks his attorney arranged it. Standard sex worker visit."

"Good." She stood too, smoothed her dress over her hips. "When do I go in?"

"Tomorrow. 0800 hours. You'll be processed at the prison annex. A car will pick you up at 0700." He handed her a business card with an address written on the back. "Don't be late."

She took the card and slipped it into her jacket pocket. "I'm never late."

Webb studied her for a moment, his tired eyes searching hers. "You're not nervous."

"I didn't say that."

"You're not showing it."

She tilted her head and let her hair fall over one shoulder. "I show what I want to show, Agent Webb. That's the job."

He nodded once and turned to leave. At the door, he paused. "Be careful, Ms. Patterson. He's charming. That's how he got them."

"I know what I'm doing."

"I hope so." The door closed behind him with a soft click, and she was alone.

Amber stood there for a long moment, her fingers still resting on the file. The check sat on the table, bright and impossible. She picked it up, folded it, and tucked it into her bra. Then she reached for the file, slid it into her bag, and walked out of the conference room.

The hallway was empty, the overhead lights flickering. She found her way to the exit, pushed through the heavy glass doors, and stepped into the cold morning air. The city was waking up around her—cars honking, a siren wailing in the distance, the smell of exhaust and concrete.

She lit a cigarette, inhaled deeply, and let the smoke curl from her lips. Tomorrow. She'd walk into a prison, let strangers touch her, let a killer look at her, and then she'd use her body to get what everyone needed.

Her pulse was racing. Her thighs were warm.

She crushed the cigarette under her heel and hailed a cab.

Tomorrow, she'd be ready.


Chapter 2


The morning came gray and cold, light filtering through the thin curtains of her apartment like it wasn't sure it wanted to commit. Amber lay still for a moment, her hand resting on her stomach, feeling the slow rise and fall of her breathing.

Today.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and stood. The floor was cold against her bare feet. She walked to the closet and pulled it open, running her fingers across the hangers until she found what she was looking for.

A black dress. Short. Tight. The kind that made men forget their own names. She'd worn it once to a client's penthouse, and he'd paid her double just to keep it on while he watched her touch herself.

She pulled it off the hanger and laid it on the bed. Then she reached for the lingerie drawer.

Black lace. Thin straps. A thong that was more string than fabric. She dressed slowly, deliberately, the silk sliding over her skin like a second layer of nerve endings. She stood in front of the mirror and turned, examining the curve of her hips, the way the fabric hugged her ass, the smooth expanse of her thighs.

Something to kill, she thought. And smiled.

She paired it with the leather jacket—battered, broken in, the shoulders worn soft from years of wear—and a pair of heeled boots that clicked against the hardwood floor like a countdown. Red lipstick, precise and sharp. A spritz of perfume behind each ear, between her breasts, across her wrists.

She looked at herself in the mirror one last time. Green eyes steady. Jaw set. The crescent scar above her eyebrow catching the light.

Ready.

The car was waiting outside, black and unmarked. The driver didn't speak. She slid into the back seat, crossing her legs, watching the city blur past the tinted windows. The prison rose on the horizon like a concrete fist, gray and windowless and absolute.

She felt her pulse quicken. Her thighs pressed together, just slightly.

The car pulled up to a checkpoint, then another. Gates opened and closed behind her like jaws. She stepped out into the cold air, and a female corrections officer was waiting at the entrance, her face neutral, her hands clasped behind her back.

"Amber Patterson?"

"That's me."

"Follow me."

The processing room was small and windowless, painted a shade of beige that felt designed to drain hope. A metal table. A chair bolted to the floor. A row of lockers along the wall where visitors stored their belongings.

"Everything goes in the locker," the officer said. "Purse, phone, jacket. Your dress stays on."

Amber shrugged off her jacket, folded it, and placed it in the open locker. Her purse followed. She slipped off her boots and placed them on the shelf. The officer handed her a pair of plastic sandals.

"Arms out."

She complied. The officer's hands moved over her body with clinical precision—shoulders, ribs, waist, hips. Down each leg. Up the inside of her thighs. The hands paused at her hips, pressed against the thin fabric of her dress, then continued.

"Turn."

She turned. The hands traveled down her back, over her ass, cupping each cheek with impersonal firmness. Then a pause. The officer stepped back.

"The cavity search will be conducted by Officer Torres. He'll be here in a moment."

Amber's breath caught, just slightly. She controlled it. "Okay."

The officer left. The door clicked shut. Amber stood alone in the small room, her arms crossed over her chest, her heart beating a rhythm she could feel in her throat.

The door opened again.

He was tall. Dark-haired, dark-eyed, with a jaw that could cut glass and shoulders that strained against his uniform. Mid-thirties. Handsome in a way that felt almost obscene in this place of concrete and metal and fluorescent light. His name tag read TORRES in crisp block letters, and he carried a clipboard in one hand, a pair of latex gloves in the other.

His eyes swept over her once—professional, assessing—and then he set the clipboard down and pulled on the gloves, the latex snapping against his wrists.

"Ms. Patterson." His voice was low, controlled. "You know the procedure?"

"I've been briefed."

"Good. I need you to remove your underwear and face the wall. Hands on the wall, feet shoulder-width apart, bend at the waist."

She felt the heat bloom in her chest, spread down through her stomach, and settle low in her belly. She reached under her dress, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong, and slid it down her thighs. The fabric caught on her knees, then fell to her ankles. She stepped out of it, folded it, and placed it on the chair.

Then she turned and faced the wall.

Her palms pressed against the cool concrete. She bent at the waist, felt the hem of her dress ride up over her ass, felt the air against her bare skin. She heard his footsteps behind her. The rustle of latex.

"Spread your legs wider."

She obeyed. Her thighs parted, and she felt herself open to him, exposed and vulnerable and something else—something hot and slick that she didn't want to name.

His hand touched her first. His fingers brushed the inside of her thigh, and she flinched, just slightly. Then his hand moved higher, and she felt the first finger press into her, slow and deliberate, sliding through the slick heat that had gathered there without her permission.

He paused.

"You're already wet."

His voice was flat, clinical, but she heard something beneath it—a flicker of surprise, maybe, or something darker. Her face burned. She didn't answer.

The finger pushed deeper. She felt it probe her walls, searching, his knuckle pressing against her entrance. Her breath came faster. She gripped the wall with her fingers, her nails scraping against the concrete.

"Standard procedure," he said, and his voice was still calm, still professional, but it was thicker now. Rougher. "I need to check every fold. Every ridge."

A second finger joined the first. She felt herself stretch around him, felt her body respond with a pulse of heat that made her knees weak. He pushed deeper, curling the fingers, pressing upward against the front wall of her cunt, and she bit her lip to keep from making a sound.

He knew. He had to know. She was dripping around his fingers, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in shallow pants. This wasn't a search anymore. This was something else.

"You're very tight," he said, and his voice was barely a murmur now, almost to himself. He moved his fingers in a slow circle, and she felt the pressure build, felt her body clench around him, felt the wet sound of his fingers moving inside her fill the small room.

She pressed her forehead against the concrete. Her hips pushed back against his hand, just slightly. An invitation.

He took it.

His fingers pushed deeper, harder, fucking her now with a rhythm that was anything but clinical. His thumb pressed against her clit through the thin fabric of her dress, and she gasped, her body jerking against the wall. He held her there, his fingers buried inside her, his thumb circling her clit with a pressure that made stars flicker behind her eyes.

"You're supposed to be searching me," she whispered, her voice ragged.

"I am." His breath was hot against her ear. He was closer now, his body pressed against her back, his uniform rough against her bare thighs. "Just being thorough."

His fingers curled again, hitting that spot inside her that made her gasp, and he pressed harder, held it, fucking her in slow, deep strokes that sent waves of heat rolling through her body. She felt herself clench around him, felt the orgasm building low and hot and inevitable.

"Don't come," he said, and his voice was a command now, sharp and absolute. "Not yet."

She whimpered. Actually fucking whimpered. She felt the shame bloom hot in her chest, but it mixed with the pleasure, twisted into something that made her even wetter. He pulled his fingers out slowly, deliberately, and she felt the emptiness like a physical ache.

He stepped back. She heard the latex snap as he peeled off the gloves. She stayed where she was, her forehead against the wall, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her thighs slick and trembling.

"You're clear," he said, and his voice was back to clinical, controlled, as if nothing had happened. "You can dress. Someone will escort you to the visitation block."

She heard the door open. Felt the rush of air. Heard it close again.

She was alone.

Amber straightened slowly, her legs shaky, her body still humming with unspent tension. She reached down and picked up her thong from the chair, held it in her hands for a moment. It was damp. She could feel the wetness on her fingers.

She pulled it up her legs, settled it over her hips. Adjusted her dress. Ran her fingers through her hair, smoothing it back into place. Looked at herself in the small mirror bolted to the wall.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were bright, hungry, dilated.

She looked like a woman who had just been fucked, or almost fucked, or denied at the very edge of being fucked by a man who had no right to touch her like that.

And she wanted more.

The door opened again. A different officer, older, her face lined and tired. "This way, Ms. Patterson."

Amber followed.


Chapter 3


The hallway was long and narrow, lined with doors that all looked the same. Their footsteps echoed against the concrete floor. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting everything in a flat, unforgiving white. She could smell the prison now—metal and sweat and something sour, like old fear baked into the walls.

They stopped at a heavy steel door. The officer swiped a card and punched in a code. The lock clicked open with a sound like a gunshot.

"He's in the last cell. You'll have fifteen minutes. The guards will be watching through the window at all times. If you feel unsafe, press the button next to the bed."

"The bed."

"His bed. Where you'll be doing this."

Amber nodded, her throat dry. The officer stepped aside, and she walked through the door, her heels clicking against the concrete, her pulse hammering in her ears.

The cell block was quiet. The other cells were empty, or the inmates were watching from behind their doors; she couldn't tell. She kept her eyes forward, her chin raised, her shoulders back.

She reached the last cell and stopped.

Through the bars, she could see him. Jaxon Blake. He was sitting on the edge of his bed, his hands resting on his knees, his pale blue eyes fixed on her like he'd been waiting his whole life for this moment.

He was more beautiful than his mugshot. The stubble, the scars, the tattoos that crawled up his arms and disappeared beneath his orange jumpsuit. He looked at her like he was already undressing her, already tasting her, already deciding what he was going to do with her.

And she felt her thighs press together, felt the wet heat that had never really gone away.

The guard unlocked the cell door. It slid open with a groan.

"Fifteen minutes," the guard said. "Clock starts now."

Amber stepped inside. The door slid closed behind her with a heavy, final click.

Jaxon Blake smiled, slow and knowing, and his eyes never left hers.

"I was starting to think you wouldn't come," he said.

She swallowed, her heart in her throat, her body already aching for something she shouldn't want.

"I'm here, aren't I?"

She felt his pale blue eyes roam over her, cataloging everything. The flush on her cheeks. The slight tremor in her hands. The way she pressed her thighs together without thinking.

"You smell like a woman who's been touched," he said, his voice low and smooth, like honey poured over gravel. "Who's been denied. Who's been left aching and wet and wanting more."

Her breath caught. She couldn't help it.

He stood slowly, unfolding himself from the bed like he had all the time in the world. He was bigger than she'd expected. Taller. His shoulders filled out the orange jumpsuit, and the tattoos that crawled up his arms seemed to move in the harsh fluorescent light, telling stories she couldn't read.

"The FBI sent you to get information out of me," he said, stepping closer. "They think a pretty girl can make me talk. That if you spread your legs for me, I'll give up my secrets like a lovesick teenager."

She held her ground. Met his eyes. "I'm not here for them. I'm here for the money."

"Liar." He said it softly, almost affectionately. "You're here because you wanted to know what it feels like to stand in front of a monster and not run. You wanted to feel the danger. To taste it. And now that you're here, you're wet."

Her pulse hammered. She didn't deny it.

He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could smell him—soap and sweat and something metallic, like old blood. He reached out and traced a finger down her arm, feather-light, raising goosebumps in its wake. "You're going to take your clothes off, Amber. And then I'm going to make you come until you forget your own name. And when I'm done, maybe I'll tell you where I buried them."

Her mouth went dry. "Maybe?"

"Maybe." He smiled, and there was nothing warm in it. "But if you want my secrets, you're going to have to earn them."

She reached for the zipper of her dress.

He watched her undress with the focused attention of a man studying a rare painting. She let the dress fall to the floor. Unhooked her bra. Stepped out of her thong, which was still damp from the cavity search.

"Turn around."

She obeyed. She heard him inhale slowly.

"You have a beautiful body, Amber. Strong. Tight. The kind of body that knows what it wants." He stepped closer, and she felt the heat of him at her back. "The guard who searched you—he touched you here, didn't he?" His hand settled on her hip. "And here?" His fingers traced down her stomach, teasing the edge of her curls.

She nodded, her throat tight.

"But he didn't let you come."

"No."

"Good." His lips brushed her ear. "That's for me."

He guided her to the narrow bed, his hands gentle but firm, and sat her on the edge. The mattress was thin and hard, the sheets scratchy institutional cotton. She watched as he knelt in front of her, his orange jumpsuit rustling, his pale blue eyes never leaving hers.

"Lie back."

She did. The metal frame creaked beneath her. The ceiling was close, painted a dull gray, with a single flickering light fixture. She focused on it, trying to steady her breathing, trying to pretend her heart wasn't trying to claw its way out of her chest.

And then she felt his mouth on her ankle.

It was barely a kiss, just the brush of his lips against the bone, but it sent a shock through her whole body. He worked his way up slowly, deliberately, his tongue tracing the line of her shin, the curve of her calf, the sensitive skin behind her knee. He took his time. He savored.

By the time he reached her thigh, she was trembling.

"Tell me what you want," he said, his breath hot against her skin.

"I want you to touch me."

"Where?"

"You know where."

He bit her thigh, hard enough to make her gasp, then licked the sting away. "Say it."

"My cunt," she breathed. "I want you to touch my cunt."

"Good girl."

He shifted, his mouth trailing up her stomach, over her ribs, pausing to circle her navel with his tongue. She felt the wet heat of him, the scrape of his stubble, the soft pressure of his lips. Her hands fisted in the thin sheet, her hips twitching, trying to find friction that wasn't there.

He reached her breasts and stopped.

He looked at them like he was considering a meal. Her nipples were already hard, tight, and aching, and she watched his pupils dilate as he took them in.

"I want to watch you come from my mouth on your nipple."

She almost laughed. "That's not—"

His tongue flicked across her left nipple, and the sentence died in her throat.

He did it again, slower, circling the bud until it was pebbled and sensitive, then closed his lips around it and sucked. The sensation shot straight through her, a hot wire running from her chest to her core. Her back arched off the bed. A sound escaped her—something between a gasp and a moan.

He hummed against her skin, pleased, and she felt the vibration in her bones.

His hand found her other breast, rolling the nipple between his thumb and forefinger, pinching just hard enough to send sparks across her vision. His mouth never stopped. He laved and sucked and bit gently, alternating between the two, building a rhythm that had her writhing on the thin mattress.

"Tell me," he murmured against her skin.

"It feels—fuck—it feels good."

"Tell me you're going to come."

"I can't." She shook her head, breathless. "I've never—not from just—"

He bit down on her nipple, a sharp pressure that made her cry out, and then his thumb pressed against her clit through the slick heat of her folds.

"You can," he said, his voice low and certain. "And you will."

He sucked her nipple into his mouth, hard and deep, a rhythmic pull that echoed the throb between her legs. His thumb circled her clit, wet and insistent, and she felt the pressure building, coiling in her gut, spreading through her thighs.

"That's it," he whispered. "Let it happen."

She felt it break over her like a wave, unexpected and overwhelming. Her vision went white. Her body seized, her back bowing off the bed, a raw cry tearing from her throat. He stayed with her through it, his mouth still working her nipple, drawing every last shudder out of her until she collapsed onto the mattress, gasping.

He pulled back, his lips wet, his eyes dark with hunger. "One."

She didn't have time to recover. His hand slid down her stomach, fingers parting her folds, and he groaned at the wetness he found. "Soaked. Absolutely soaked for me."

"Jaxon." His name fell from her lips like a plea.

"Three more, Amber. I want to start you out with four."

He pushed one finger into her, then two, the stretch making her gasp. He curled them immediately, finding that spot inside her with unerring accuracy, and her hips bucked against his hand. He fucked her with a steady, relentless rhythm, his palm pressing against her clit with every thrust.

She came the second time with a broken moan, clenching around his fingers, her body shaking.

He didn't stop.

"That's one. Two down." He twisted his wrist, angled his fingers differently, and pushed deeper. "Two to go."

She felt the third orgasm building before she was ready, climbing fast and hard. He was talking to her, his voice low and hypnotic, telling her what a good girl she was, how pretty she looked falling apart on his hand, how he'd dreamed of this since he saw her file. The words blurred into sensation, and she came again, her cry muffled by her own hand.

He pulled his hand away, and she whimpered at the emptiness.

"Turn over."

She obeyed, barely able to coordinate her limbs. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her face pressed into the thin pillow, her ass in the air. She heard him spit, felt the wetness as he spread it over her, and then his fingers were inside her again from behind, deeper this time, hitting a new angle that made her knees buckle.

"Last one," he said. "Come for me, Amber. Let me feel it."

His free hand pressed flat against her lower belly, pulling her back onto his fingers. He rubbed her clit in tight circles with his thumb, and she was so sensitive, so overstimulated, that it only took a few seconds before she was coming again, sobbing into the pillow as the orgasm ripped through her.

He eased his fingers out slowly, letting her feel every inch of the withdrawal.

She collapsed onto the mattress, her body limp, her mind blank.

She felt him lean down, felt his lips brush her ear. "Four."

She couldn't move. Could barely breathe. Her thighs were slick, her face was wet with tears she hadn't realized she'd shed, and every nerve in her body was singing.

"That's for the cavity search," he said, his voice soft and amused.


Chapter 4


Her body was still trembling, her mind a haze of aftershocks, when the heavy clang of a key in the cell door made her flinch. Two male guards stepped in, their boots loud on the concrete floor. One was stocky with a buzz cut, the other lean with a sneer that had settled into his face permanently.

"Time for the check," the stocky one said, his eyes sweeping over her sprawled form, taking in the slick mess between her thighs, the way her chest still heaved.

"Don't mind us," the lean one added, his voice dripping with mockery. "Just making sure the serial killer hasn't murdered his whore."

Amber felt a flash of shame, her arms moving to cover herself, but Jaxon's hand caught her wrist.

"Don't," he murmured, his voice low and calm. "Let them look."

She froze, her pulse hammering. The guards exchanged a look, their sneers faltering.

"You hear that?" the stocky one said. "He wants us to watch."

Jaxon smiled, slow and wolfish. He sat up on the bed, the cheap mattress groaning beneath him. His hand moved to the waistband of his orange jumpsuit, pulling it down just enough to free his cock. It was thick, heavy, already half-hard, and the sight of it made Amber's breath catch.

"You boys ever seen a real woman take a real man?" Jaxon's voice was silk over steel. He turned to Amber, his pale eyes holding hers. "Come here."

She didn't think. She crawled across the mattress, her limbs still weak, her thighs sticky. She knelt in front of him, her face level with his cock, and she could smell herself on his fingers, could taste the salt of his skin from earlier.

"Open your mouth," he said, and she did.

He guided the head of his cock past her lips, and she took him in, her tongue tracing the vein along the underside. He filled her mouth, thick and heavy, and she heard one of the guards curse under his breath. Jaxon's hand found the back of her head, not pushing, just resting there, possessive.

"That's it," he breathed. "Show them how a woman sucks a man's cock."

She obeyed, her head bobbing slowly, her lips tight around him. She took him deeper, relaxing her throat, and he groaned, his hips twitching. The guards were silent now, but she could feel their eyes on her, could hear the shift of their boots as they adjusted their stances.

Jaxon let her work for a long minute, his thumb stroking her cheek, before he pulled her off with a wet pop.

"Enough," he said, his voice rough. "I want to taste you again."

He pushed her back onto the mattress, her legs hanging over the edge. He knelt in front of her, spreading her thighs wide, and the guards had a perfect view. She saw the stocky one's hand move unconsciously to his crotch.

"Watch," Jaxon said, his voice carrying. "Watch me make her come."

He lowered his mouth to her cunt, and she gasped as his tongue found her clit. He was relentless, lapping at her with a hunger that made her toes curl, his fingers sliding inside her, curling and stroking. She was still sensitive from before, and every touch sent sparks through her nerves.

He sucked her clit into his mouth, hard, and she cried out, her hips bucking against his face. She could hear the wet sounds of his mouth, could hear the guards breathing heavier. The stocky one had unzipped his pants, his hand working his cock as he watched.

"That's it," Jaxon murmured against her. "Come for me, Amber. Let them see."

He pressed two fingers deep inside her, crooked them perfectly, and she shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with a scream that she couldn't hold back. Her body arched, her hands fisting the thin sheet, and she felt him lap at her through every pulse.

He didn't stop. He kept going, his tongue circling her clit, and she felt another wave building before the first had fully passed. "No—I can't—"

"You can," he said, his breath hot against her. "One more. For me."

He slid a third finger inside her, stretching her, and she was so wet she could hear the slick sound of him fucking her with his hand. His mouth never stopped, his tongue moving in tight, torturous circles, and she came again, a broken sob tearing from her throat.

The guards were both stroking themselves now, their eyes locked on the scene. The lean one had pressed himself against the bars, his forehead resting on the cold metal, his hand moving fast.

Jaxon pulled back, his chin glistening, his eyes dark. "You like watching?" he asked, his voice amused. "You like seeing a real man take what's his?"

The stocky one grunted, his hand speeding up. "Fuck, man."

"Then watch this," Jaxon said, and he pushed Amber onto her stomach, lifting her hips until she was on her hands and knees. She was shaking, her body raw and open, and she felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

He pushed inside her in one slow, thick thrust.

The sound she made was animal, her fingers clawing at the mattress. He was bigger than his fingers, fuller, and she felt herself stretching to accommodate him. He didn't stop until he was buried to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass.

"Fuck," one of the guards breathed.

Jaxon began to move, a deep, steady rhythm that rocked her whole body. Each thrust pushed her forward, her breasts swinging, her breath coming in ragged gasps. He reached around and found her clit, rubbing in tight circles, and she was so overstimulated she felt like she was drowning in sensation.

"You want to come again?" he asked, his voice strained. "Come on my cock. Let them see you fall apart."

She couldn't answer. All she could do was moan, her body taking over, her hips pushing back to meet his thrusts. He was fucking her hard now, the slap of skin loud in the small cell, and she could hear the guards' ragged breathing, their own frantic rhythms.

He leaned over her, his chest against her back, his mouth at her ear. "Come, Amber. Now."

She did. Her orgasm exploded through her, her cunt clenching around him, and she screamed his name as pleasure tore her apart. He followed her, his hips stuttering, a guttural groan escaping his throat as he came inside her, his cock pulsing with each hot spill.

They stayed still for a long moment, both of them breathing hard. Behind them, the guards were finishing, their sounds of release echoing off the concrete walls.

Jaxon pulled out slowly, his come leaking down her thighs. He sat back on the bed, pulling her with him so she lay limp across his chest. He looked at the guards, a slow smile spreading across his face.

The guards straightened, zipping their pants with awkward, hurried movements. The stocky one's face was flushed, his eyes avoiding hers. "Time's almost up, Blake," he said, his voice rougher than before.

Jaxon didn't look at them. His hand was still on her stomach, tracing lazy patterns through the cooling sweat. "Then leave," he said. "I want to say goodbye in private."

The guards exchanged a glance, but they were already moving, the cell door sliding shut with a heavy clang, their footsteps retreating down the corridor. They were alone again, the fluorescent hum the only sound.


Chapter 5


Jaxon's fingers slid lower, finding the slick mess between her thighs. He pushed two fingers inside her, slow, feeling his own come leaking out around them. "I'm not done with you yet," he murmured. "I want all of you."

She was too boneless to answer, her body still humming from the last orgasm. He rolled her onto her back, spreading her legs wide, and lowered his head between them. He gathered the mess of his come on his fingers and pushed it back inside her, watching her cunt take it.

"Gotta keep it in," he said, almost teasing. "Don't want to waste it."

His mouth replaced his fingers, his tongue pushing deep, tasting himself on her. She gasped, her hips twitching. He lapped at her slowly, deliberately, his tongue curling to scoop more of his seed into her, and she felt a fresh wave of heat building, impossible, she was too raw, too sensitive—

"Jaxon—"

"One more," he said against her. "Two more. As many as I can get before they take you away."

His fingers found her clit, circling in a rhythm she was beginning to know, and he sucked her into his mouth, the pressure perfect, devastating. She came again with a strangled cry, her body arching, her hands fisting in his hair. He didn't stop, his tongue working her through it, lapping up the new wetness, pushing another finger inside her, stretching her, filling her with himself.

She was trembling, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He lifted his head, his chin slick, his eyes dark and hungry. "Roll over," he said. "On your hands and knees."

She obeyed, her limbs heavy, her body no longer hers to command. He knelt behind her, and she felt his cock against her thigh, hard again, insistent. He didn't push inside immediately. He rubbed the head through her folds, coating himself in the mess of them, and she whimpered, empty and aching.

"Tell me what you want," he said, his voice low.

"I want you inside me."

"Where?"

She hesitated, and he slapped her ass, sharp, the sound cracking through the cell. "Say it."

"My pussy," she breathed. "I want your cock in my pussy."

He pushed into her in one smooth thrust, and she cried out, the stretch so familiar now, so right. He fucked her slow, deep, each stroke pushing his come deeper inside her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. She could feel every inch of him, could feel her own body clenching around him, trying to hold him there.

"You feel that?" he asked, his voice strained. "How wet you are? How full?"

She could only moan, her head hanging, her arms trembling. He reached around and found her clit, rubbing in tight circles, and she felt the pressure building again, a wave cresting, about to break—

He pulled out.

She sobbed at the loss, but he was already repositioning, the head of his cock pressing against a different entrance, tighter, hotter. "Shh," he said, his hand firm on her hip. "I've got you."

He pushed into her ass, slow, giving her time to adjust. The stretch was different, deeper, fuller, and she gasped, her fingers clawing at the thin mattress. He didn't stop until he was buried to the hilt, his hips flush against her, his breathing ragged.

"Look how well you take me," he murmured. "Every part of you."

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that pushed against her limits, each thrust a revelation. She felt him everywhere, felt the fullness in her ass, the pressure against her inner walls, his fingers still working her clit, relentless. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a sharp, electric current that lit up every nerve.

"I'm gonna come in your ass," he said, his voice rough. "And then I'm gonna fuck your pussy again, and then your ass again, until I decide I'm done. You understand?"

She nodded, a broken sound escaping her throat. He picked up the pace, his thrusts harder, faster, the slap of skin echoing off the concrete walls. She was lost, suspended in a sea of sensation, her body no longer hers.

He came with a guttural groan, his cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her ass with hot, thick release. She felt every spasm, felt herself clench around nothing, desperate for her own climax. He stayed inside her, his chest heaving, his forehead resting against her back.

"Not yet," he said, and pulled out.

He was hard again almost immediately, positioning himself at her cunt, pushing into the slick, well-used heat. He fucked her fast, pounding into her, his fingers digging into her hips, and she was so close, so close, the edge just out of reach.

"Come," he commanded, his voice breaking. "Come on my cock."

She did, her orgasm ripping through her with a scream that she couldn't hold back, her cunt clenching around him, milking him. He pulled out and pushed into her ass again, the angle perfect, and she felt another wave building, a different kind of climax, deeper, rawer.

"That's it," he breathed. "Let your ass come for me."

He thrust into her once, twice, three times, and she shattered, her body convulsing, a sound she'd never made before, tearing from her throat. It was a full-body orgasm, pulling from somewhere primal, and he followed her, his cock pulsing as he came inside her ass again, painting her from the inside.

They collapsed together, a tangle of sweat and come and trembling limbs. He wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her against his chest, and she felt the mess between her thighs, the evidence of what they'd done, what he'd taken from her and given back.

His lips brushed her ear. "We're not done," he said. "I've got things to tell you. But first—" He kissed her shoulder, his voice dropping to a whisper. "First, I want to hear you say my name."

She said his name.

"Jaxon."

It came out broken, raw, a sound she barely recognized as her own. She felt him tense behind her, his arm tightening around her waist, and then he was turning her, gently, carefully, his hands guiding her onto her back. The mattress was thin and hard beneath her, but she barely felt it. She only felt him, his weight shifting as he moved over her, his forearms bracketing her head, his face inches from hers.

The fluorescent light from the hallway caught his eyes, those pale blue irises that had looked through her when she first walked in. They weren't looking through her now. They were seeing her, all of her, and she couldn't look away.

He lowered his head and kissed her.

It was nothing like the other kisses—the demanding, taking, claiming kisses he'd pressed into her skin. This was slow, searching, his lips brushing hers like he was asking permission she'd already given. His tongue slid against hers, soft and warm, tasting of salt and something darker, something that might have been regret.

She kissed him back, her hand rising to cup his jaw, her thumb tracing the scar along his cheekbone. He closed his eyes, and for a moment, he wasn't a killer, wasn't a monster, wasn't a condemned man with seventeen days left to live. He was just a man, kissing her like she was the last thing he'd ever taste.

He pulled back, his forehead resting against hers, his breath warm on her lips. "Say it again."

"Jaxon."

He kissed her again, deeper this time, and she felt the shift in his body, the way he settled against her, his hips aligning with hers, his cock pressing against her thigh. He was hard again, and she was so wet, so open, the ache between her legs a constant thrum she'd stopped trying to name.

He reached down, guiding himself, and she felt the head of his cock slide through her folds, slick with the mess they'd made. He didn't push in. He just held there, at her entrance, his eyes locked on hers.

"I want to go slow," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Is that okay?"

She nodded, her throat tight. He pushed inside her, inch by inch, and she felt every millimeter of the stretch, the way her body opened for him, accepted him, welcomed him. He was so deep, filling a space she hadn't known was empty until he occupied it.

He began to move, a slow, rolling rhythm that rocked her into the mattress, each thrust a question she answered with her body. His hands found hers, their fingers interlacing, pressing into the thin mattress on either side of her head.

"Look at me," he breathed, and she did.

His pale eyes were dark now, pupils blown wide, his jaw tight. He was holding something back, some wild thing that wanted to take, to claim, to devour. But he held it, for her, his thrusts measured and deep, each one sending a ripple of pleasure through her exhausted body.

She felt it building again, a slow, deep heat that spread from where they were joined, pooling in her belly, radiating outward. It was different from the sharp, desperate climaxes he'd wrung from her before. This was softer, wider, a wave rising from somewhere quiet and patient.

"Jaxon," she said again, and his name was a prayer, a plea, a gift.

He lowered his head and kissed her neck, his lips trailing along her collarbone, his breath hot against her skin. His hips kept moving, that same slow, relentless rhythm, and she felt herself climbing, climbing, the wave cresting, about to break—

"Come with me," he said against her throat. "Please."

The please broke her. She came with a sob, her body arching against his, her hands gripping his, her cunt clenching around him in long, pulling waves. He followed her, his rhythm faltering, a low groan escaping his throat as he spilled into her, hot and full, his forehead pressed to hers, his breath ragged.

They lay there, tangled, trembling, the silence broken only by their breathing. He was still inside her, softening, and she felt the strange intimacy of it, the way they were still connected, still sharing the same breath, the same space.

He pulled out slowly, carefully, and she felt the warmth of his come leaking from her, the wetness spreading beneath her. He looked down at the mess, at the evidence of what they'd done, and something flickered in his eyes—guilt, maybe, or wonder.

"I'm sorry," he said, and the words were so unexpected she almost laughed.

"For what?"

He shook his head, his thumb tracing her hip bone. "For all of it. For what I'm going to do. For what I've already done."

She reached up, her hand finding his jaw, turning his face back to hers. "Tell me where they are," she said, her voice soft. "The bodies. Tell me, and I'll make sure their families know."

He was silent for a long moment, his eyes searching hers. Then he lowered his head, his lips brushing her ear, and he began to speak.

His voice was low, measured, each word precise as he recited the coordinates, the landmarks, the shallow graves hidden beneath years of leaves and silence. She felt the warmth of his breath against her ear, felt the weight of each confession settle into her bones, and she held them, every name, every location, every family that would finally get to bury their dead.


Chapter 6


When he finished, he pulled back, his pale eyes searching hers. There was no triumph in them, no relief. Just a quiet exhaustion, like he'd been carrying these secrets so long they'd become part of his skeleton, and now he'd handed them over, piece by piece, into her keeping.

"Thank you," she said, and she meant it.

He blinked, like the words surprised him. "You're the first person who's ever thanked me for anything."

She reached up, her fingers tracing the scar along his jawline. "You didn't have to tell me. You could have taken it to your grave."

"I know." He turned his head, pressing a kiss to her palm. "But I wanted you to know. All of it. Every ugly piece."

She watched him, this man who had buried women alive, who had snuffed out lives with the same hands that now cradled her face with impossible tenderness. She should hate him. She should feel nothing but revulsion, nothing but the cold efficiency of a job well done. But there was something else, something that coiled in her chest like smoke, warm and acrid and impossible to name.

She wanted to give him something. Something that wasn't information, wasn't a deal, wasn't a transaction between the FBI and a condemned man. Something that was just her, just this moment, just the two of them in this tiny cell with the fluorescent light humming above them.

"Roll onto your back," she said.

He raised an eyebrow, a flicker of surprise crossing his face. "What?"

"Roll over." She pushed at his shoulder, and he went, his body sliding off hers, settling onto the thin mattress. She rose above him, her thighs straddling his hips, the mess of their previous encounter slick and warm between her legs. She looked down at him, at the tattoos winding up his arms, at the scars that mapped his violent history, at the pale blue eyes that were watching her with something like wonder.

"You gave me what I came for," she said, her voice low, her hands pressing flat against his chest. "Now I'm going to give you something to remember."

His hands found her hips, his thumbs tracing circles on her skin. "You don't have to—"

"I know." She leaned forward, her hair brushing his face, her lips hovering above his. "I want to."

She kissed him, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against his, tasting herself on him, tasting the salt of his skin, the copper of something older. She felt his hands tighten on her hips, felt the tremor that ran through his body, and she poured everything she couldn't say into that kiss—the confusion, the conflict, the strange, twisted tenderness that had taken root in her chest.

She broke the kiss and sat up, her hands sliding down his chest, over his stomach, until she found him, already hard, already ready. She wrapped her fingers around his cock, feeling the weight of him, the heat of him, and she guided him to her entrance, watching his face as she sank down.

The sound he made was raw, broken, a groan that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside him. She took him inch by inch, her body opening for him, stretching to accommodate him, and when she was fully seated, she paused, letting him feel her, letting herself feel him.

He filled her completely, a fullness that bordered on too much, that pushed against some deep, secret place she'd never let anyone touch. She closed her eyes, breathing through it, letting her body adjust, and when she opened them again, he was watching her with an intensity that made her chest ache.

"Fuck," he breathed, the word barely audible.

She smiled, a slow, dangerous curve of her lips. "Not yet."

She began to move, a slow, rolling rhythm that rocked her against him, her hands braced on his chest for leverage. She watched his face, the way his jaw tightened, the way his eyes glazed over, the way his hands gripped her hips like she was the only thing anchoring him to the earth. She controlled the pace, the depth, the angle, and she used that power like a weapon, like a gift, like a benediction.

She rode him slowly, deliberately, each rise and fall a question she didn't need to speak. She watched the sweat bead on his forehead, watched the cords of his neck strain as he held himself back, and she felt a surge of something fierce and possessive, something that had nothing to do with the job and everything to do with this moment, this man, this impossible connection between a killer and a whore.

"Look at me," she said, and he did, those pale blue eyes finding hers, holding them. "I want you to remember this. Remember my face. Remember my body. Remember the way I feel around you."

His hands slid up her sides, over her ribs, cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. "I'll never forget," he said, and the words were a vow, a promise, a prayer.

She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest, her lips finding his ear. "Good."

She increased her pace, the rhythm becoming sharper, harder, the slap of their bodies filling the small cell. She felt the heat building, the familiar coil tightening in her belly, and she chased it, not for him, not for the job, but for herself, for the raw, animal pleasure of being alive in this moment, of feeling something so intensely it blotted out everything else.

His hands found her ass, gripping her, guiding her, and she let him, let him take control even as she maintained her position above him. He thrust up into her, meeting her movements, driving deeper, and she cried out, a sound that was half pleasure, half anguish, a sound that said everything she couldn't put into words.

"I'm going to come," he said, his voice strained, his body trembling beneath her. "Amber, I'm—"

"Not yet," she said, slowing, pulling back, denying them both. "Not until I say."

He groaned, his head falling back, his hands clenching on her hips. "You're going to kill me."

She laughed, a low, husky sound that surprised them both. "Not today."

She began to move again, a slow, torturous grind that drew out every sensation, every spark, every moment of contact. She watched his face, the way he struggled to hold on, the way his control frayed at the edges, and she held them both there, on the edge, suspended in the unbearable sweetness of almost.

"Now," she whispered, and she let go.

She rode him hard, fast, her body taking what it wanted, what it needed. She felt the orgasm building, cresting, breaking over her like a wave, and she let it take her, her body arching, her cry sharp and raw. She felt him follow, felt his release pulse inside her, hot and deep, and she collapsed against him, her forehead pressed to his, their breath mingling, their bodies still joined.

The silence that followed was heavy, thick with everything they'd done and everything they hadn't said. She lay on top of him, his arms wrapped around her, his come leaking from her, and she felt the weight of the moment pressing down on her, demanding something she didn't know how to give.

"I have to go," she said finally, her voice muffled against his chest.

His arms tightened around her. "I know."

She didn't move. Couldn't. Not yet. She listened to his heartbeat, steady and slow, and she thought about the date on the calendar, the seventeen days, the needle, the end. She thought about the bodies buried in the woods, the families who would finally get to say goodbye. She thought about the way he'd looked at her, like she was the last beautiful thing he'd ever see.

She pushed herself up, meeting his eyes. His face was calm, resigned, but there was something in his eyes, something raw and open that made her chest ache.

"Thank you," she said. "For all of it."

He reached up, his thumb tracing her lower lip. "You're the only real thing that's happened to me in years."

She kissed his thumb, then pulled away, climbing off him, her body protesting the separation. She found her clothes, pulled them on, her movements slow and mechanical. She didn't look back at him until she was fully dressed, until the armor was back in place, until she was Amber Patterson, sex worker, professional, woman who walked into cages and walked back out.

He was still on the bed, still watching her, his body bare and vulnerable, his come drying on her thighs. He looked smaller somehow, diminished, like the man who had dominated her an hour ago was a ghost she'd already left behind.

"Goodbye, Jaxon."

"Goodbye, Amber."

She walked to the door, knocked twice, and heard the locks disengage. The guard opened it, and she stepped through, into the harsh fluorescent light of the corridor, into the world where he would die in seventeen days and she would go on living, carrying his secrets and his touch and the memory of the way he'd said her name.

The door closed behind her, the lock engaging with a heavy click, and she stood in the hallway, her hands trembling, her body still aching with the ghost of him inside her. She pressed her palm to her stomach, feeling the warmth of his release, and she wondered if she'd ever feel that full again, that seen, that completely and utterly taken.

She walked down the corridor, her heels clicking on the concrete, and she didn't look back. She couldn't. Because if she looked back, she might go back, and she had a list of names to deliver, a list of families to give the closure they deserved.

But she knew, as she walked out of the prison and into the gray morning light, that she would carry Jaxon Blake with her for the rest of her life. That he had marked her in ways she couldn't explain, that he had touched something inside her she hadn't known was there, and that she would spend the next seventeen days counting down to a date that meant nothing to her and everything to him.

She got into the car where Marcus waited, his tired eyes assessing her, his mouth a thin line.

"You okay?" he asked, not meeting her eyes.

She thought about the way Jaxon had kissed her, slow and searching, like he was memorizing her. She thought about the way he'd said her name, like it was something sacred. She thought about the seventeen days, and the needle, and the end of the only man who had ever seen her, really seen her, and not looked away.

"No," she said. "But I will be."

She looked out the window as the prison shrank in the rearview mirror, and she let herself feel it—the loss, the confusion, the strange, aching tenderness for a man who had buried women alive. She didn't know what to do with it, didn't know how to reconcile the monster with the man who had held her like she mattered.

But she knew one thing for certain.

She would never forget him. Not the way he looked at her. Not the way he touched her. Not the way he'd made her feel like the only person in the world, even as the world was ending for both of them.

And maybe, in some twisted way, that was enough.

[image: ]

OEBPS/font_rsrcFE.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcFG.jpg





cover.jpeg
THE DEATH
ROW DOM

GRACE ONYX






OEBPS/font_rsrcFD.ttf


