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Chapter One

It was fucking loud. Sadie had no idea who owned this home, but she gave them silent thanks for allowing their space to be used as a den of iniquity tonight. Music blared from speakers placed in the corners of every room while neon lights flashed and hot, sweaty bodies moved against each other.

Sadie couldn’t tell if it was the drugs, booze, or music causing the walls to shake and her body to vibrate, and she didn’t care. All she cared about was her dancing partner’s grip on her hips.

She was smaller than your average girl, but that was nothing glittering six-inch heels couldn’t fix. The bass dropped, and Sadie swung her head around, feeling her long brown hair swish around in perfect rhythm with the way she and her date were gyrating.

The man she danced with was tall, handsome, and covered in several questionable tattoos. His wide, vibrant eyes reflected the neon lights flickering down through the room, and she got lost in the mirror image for a while.

He grinned at her with crooked, yellowed teeth and leaned close to her ear. “Wanna go upstairs?” He had to yell to be heard above the music and sounds of sin taking place around them.

“Hell, yes.” The man led Sadie out of the room and up to the second floor of the home. Her eyes trailed back to the party, where a sea of drug and alcohol fiends moved in unplanned synchronicity to the music. Everything felt so exhilarating at that moment, but Sadie knew it was just the coke.

They stumbled into the first bedroom they came across and started to make out the way teenagers would. It was all sloppy lips and tongues that probed in a way that suggested inexperience. But neither of them were inexperienced.

Sadie pushed the man down onto the bed and climbed on top of him. She’d learned by now that unless she took control, things wouldn’t go well for her. Some guys would try for foreplay and fail miserably, while others would shove their cocks inside her without even checking to make sure she was wet. Staying in control was the only way to ensure she had as good of a time as the penis-owners did.

The room vibrated as a techno song started downstairs, and Sadie ground her hips against the stranger’s. She hadn’t learned his name and intended to keep it that way. She’d learned that forming no attachments was the only way to survive.

Tattooed hands featuring snakes with nails embedded in their forked tongues reached up and grabbed her breasts. His touch was surprisingly tender, and it rubbed Sadie the wrong way. She placed her hand over his and gave her breasts a firm squeeze with his hands.

The man seemed to get the hint. He flipped them over and started sucking on her neck. “No marks,” Sadie said, her voice heavy with lust. She struggled out of her shirt, and he took her nipple in his mouth instead.

Within minutes, they were both unclothed and connected in a way that was intimate for some but purely transactional for Sadie. She let this stranger fuck her and laid in his arms when it was over until she caught her breath.

Sadie got out of bed and started redressing as the stranger’s eyes trailed down her body. He gave her a surprised, almost impressed look, but Sadie didn’t spare him a second glance. She knew she was more muscular than most women, with strong, well-defined calves and powerful thighs that could kill a man. Her job required a certain level of fitness, and she was proud of her toned body. She’d worked hard for it.

“Hey, wait. Can I get your number?” He propped himself up on one elbow and grinned. His eyes lingered on her breasts, trailed down to the zipper of her jeans, and then roamed back up to her face.

Sadie gave him a brief smile. “No.” She left the room without waiting to see the smile fall from his face and jogged back down the stairs. It was getting late, or early technically, and she needed to crash.

She knew she shouldn’t drive after being up all night with a cocktail of alcohol and coke in her system, but Sadie was no stranger to risky decisions. She blew past the group of party-goers and made her way out to her car.

Once she was a few minutes down the road, Sadie flipped on the radio. She sang along to the mindless, lust-filled music and drove to her motel with a dazed smile. He’d been a decent fuck, but no one she’d ever want to talk to again.

Sadie was a one-and-done type of girl these days. Meet a hot guy, fuck a hot guy, and then forget the hot guy. That was her new motto, and it’d been working pretty well for the past year.

Sure, she’d love to have a boyfriend one day, maybe even find a Dom that could handle her again, but that wouldn’t happen anytime soon. Sadie was still heartbroken over her last relationship, despite it ending over a year ago.

A wistful sigh built in her chest, but Sadie cleared her throat and turned up the music. There was no point in dwelling on the past. She focused on the music for the rest of her hour-long drive and tried to ignore the shuddering in her body as she started to come down from everything she’d ingested that night.

By the time she arrived at her motel, she felt close to sober. Her muscles ached, and her jaw felt especially tight. She’d had to remind herself to stop clenching her teeth a thousand times on the drive home. Sadie usually carried gum around, but she’d forgotten tonight.

She shielded her eyes against the fully risen sun as she climbed out of her car and made her way to the motel. She’d been staying at this motel for over a month now, ever since she’d lost her apartment.

This motel wasn’t the cheapest she could find and wasn’t close to her job. But it was in her hometown. Sadie had lived in Palmer, Alaska, for her entire life and she couldn’t imagine calling anywhere else home.

Working an hour away was a hassle, but it was a necessity. She didn’t want to run into people from her past too frequently, which she would if she worked anywhere in town. Plus, she usually made good money at the club, and no one cared if she popped a few pills or took a couple of shots during her shift.

Sadie opened the door to her motel room and stepped inside, tossing her keys back on the small wooden table next to the door. She didn’t bother to turn the light on as she closed and locked the door behind her.

It was a small room, but it was fine for her needs. There was a queen-sized bed, a small dresser with a TV on top of it, and a tiny bathroom. A mini-fridge sat next to the dresser, with a hotplate on top. Sadie worked long nights at the club and often found herself at a party afterward. This room just gave her somewhere safe to sleep.

She made her way into the bathroom and took a long, hot shower. The water rolled off her bare skin and glistened as it fell to the slick floor. The water mesmerized her, and she pictured herself in the middle of a tropical forest, standing under a waterfall, with the sounds of monkeys and exotic birds shrieking around her.

The water started to cool off after a while, and Sadie snapped herself out of the daydream. She finished her shower, brushed her teeth, and made her way over to the bed. Sadie picked up the remote and flicked through the channels until she found a soap opera.

She liked falling asleep to the sound of people talking. It made her feel less lonely. Sadie relaxed back against the pillows, pulled the blanket tight around her shaking body, and tried to sleep.

* * *

The music infused itself into the neon lights flashing down on the stage, and Sadie felt it pulse through her body as if it had replaced her heart. She loved this part. The pill she’d taken backstage helped hype her up for her performance, and she was entranced by the way her body moved against the pole.

She gripped the pole tight with her thighs, immune to the painful friction it caused by now, and wrapped her hands sensually above her head. Sadie pulled herself up, stuck her ass out, and moved her hips.

The lights changed from a deep purple to an intense green, and she took a deep breath, smelling sweat and adrenaline pouring out from the crowd. She reached the top of the pole and moved one hand underneath her, then maneuvered her body until she was upside down.

Sadie spread her legs wide until she did a full split and relished the pull in her muscles. She performed her set in a state of heightened tranquility, focusing on nothing but the sensations running through her body.

By the time her set was over, Sadie was sure she’d made more tips tonight than she ever had. It was clear to the crowd that she was feeling herself, and before she’d walked offstage, she’d crawled over to a man in a loose business suit and snatched a hundred-dollar bill out of his hand with her teeth. That move earned her a few more bills, and she hurried into the back with a bounce to her step and wide, shining eyes.

The other girls in the back gave her a nod and said nothing. Sadie knew she’d outperformed them tonight and they weren’t happy. It was hard to follow someone who’d been so connected to themselves, their performance, and the crowd.

Sadie stuffed her tips into her purse, then stuffed it in her locker. She needed to keep them safe until it was time to tip out tonight. There were horror stories of girls losing their tips or having them stolen and ending up paying out of pocket for performing at the end of the night. She definitely couldn’t afford that.

As the next performer’s show started, Sadie left the back and went to the bar. Cassidy was working at the bar tonight and grinned as Sadie approached. Cassidy was gorgeous and would’ve made an excellent dancer, but her body was too worn down from years of alcohol and drug abuse for that.

“Your usual?” Cassidy was mixing up a gin Martini, and Sadie just nodded. Her breath was still coming in quick gasps, and her body was buzzing from the pill. Sadie’s vision always seemed different after taking Adderall. She took in the flashing lights, lustful crowd, and bright lights behind the bar with sharp eyes. Everything felt so perfect.

“Thanks.” Sadie gulped down the Martini and tipped the empty glass toward the bartender. Cassidy grinned, refilled her glass, and then moved on to a customer.

“Well, that was quite the performance.” Sadie frowned as she turned around. That voice sounded familiar; she should have recognized his distinctive accent anywhere. It was slightly British but also old-fashioned. But she was still too high on her performance to make the connection. Her nose burned, and she inhaled sharply as she took in the man who’d spoken.

He hadn’t changed a bit. He was still tall, with a sharp jawline, broad shoulders, and matching dark hair and eyes. Elijah stared at her with dark, expressive eyes that narrowed as she made eye contact. She drank in his presence as the music in the club pushed itself through her body and reminded her of where she was.

“Elijah.” Sadie took a sip of her drink and set it down with a trembling hand. She hoped he hadn’t noticed.

“It’s been a long time, Sadie. I must say, I didn’t expect to see you here.” The way Elijah’s eyes traveled over her purple sequin top and black bikini shorts were full of appreciation. His gaze had too much familiarity, and Sadie wrapped her arms around herself. She’d never felt too exposed in the skimpy garments she wore at the club until now.

“Well, I can’t say I ever expected to see you at Emerald Lights.” Emerald Lights was the best club in Anchorage. It attracted a clientele of businessmen and rich college students. As far as adult clubs go, it was pretty safe, and Sadie rarely felt uncomfortable here, even though drunk guests occasionally slapped her ass. There were always bouncers around checking in to make sure the girls were okay.

However, this was not a place she’d expected to see Elijah. He always seemed so buttoned-up, composed, and untouchable. She couldn’t imagine what he was doing here, and it bothered her that he seemed to fit in just fine, even in a place where he shouldn’t.

Elijah gave her a small smile and said, “Yes, well, my brother insisted on having his bachelor party here.”

Sadie laughed and scanned the ground for Jacob, Elijah’s younger brother. She spotted him at a table in the corner, getting a private performance from Hope, one of the club’s top dancers.

“Seems like he’s having a nice time,” Sadie commented dryly. Elijah shrugged, and his eyes tightened as he focused on Sadie’s wild eyes and flushed skin.

“It appears he’s not the only one having a nice time tonight.” Sadie bristled a little at his tone. Elijah had no right to judge her, especially after all this time.

Sadie raised a finger to Cassidy, indicating she wanted another drink. Cassidy nodded, and Sadie turned her gaze back on Elijah with a coldness that she wished she had felt. “That’s why people come to this club. To have a nice time.”

Elijah crossed his arms over his chest, and Sadie focused on maintaining eye contact. She wouldn’t shy away from his gaze anymore, and she certainly wasn’t going to let him know how affected she was by his presence.

“So, you moved to Anchorage, then? I haven’t seen you around town in a while,” he asked, his tone irritatingly polite.

“That’s really none of your business.” Sadie’s heart picked up as Elijah frowned at her. She was being rude and knew it would get under Elijah’s skin. Manners were deeply important to Elijah. He stiffened, unimpressed.

“I see.” They stared at each other in complete silence as music blared and lights flashed around them. Cassidy placed another drink in front of Sadie, and Elijah’s mouth tightened as he glanced down at it. “Well, I suppose I should let you get back to your evening.”

“Yeah. Enjoy the bachelor party. I can give you tips on who gives the best lap dance if you want.” Sadie smirked at the subtle look of disgust that crossed Elijah’s face. Her stomach rolled at his obvious disapproval, but she hid her hurt well. It wasn’t the first time she’d seen him look at her that way. At least this time, she deserved it.

“I don’t feel it would be appropriate for you to offer us your services, given our history.” Elijah’s retort cut Sadie deeply. She took a large swallow of her drink to give her blurring vision a chance to refocus.

“You’re right. After all, I wouldn’t want to risk setting off Jacob’s temper if he didn’t like my performance.” Sadie ignored the way Elijah unfolded his arms and shifted closer to her.

His voice was low and packed with fury as he said, “Regardless of my brother’s behaviors while in the midst of a temper, at least he is capable of giving a sincere apology.”

Sadie stood and backed away from the bar. Elijah’s words were too harsh, and she could feel them crawling inside her mind, journeying deep into the recesses of her memories, where they forced their way into her own personal Pandora’s Box of awful moments.

“Well, let’s hope Christina is as forgiving of him as you are, then.” Without waiting for another scathing response, Sadie turned and made her way into the back. What the hell had she been thinking? She never should have engaged in a conversation with Elijah. Of course, he would bring up their past. He was still furious with her, and she couldn’t blame him. But there was nothing she could do about that.


Chapter Two

Elijah watched Sadie storm away and frowned. When his brother had insisted on having his bachelor party here, Elijah hadn’t been impressed. Still, knowing his brother’s proclivities for this type of entertainment, he couldn’t say he’d been surprised.

Seeing Sadie on stage had been more than a surprise. He was shocked to see her dancing tonight and even more shocked at the look in her eyes when he approached her at the bar. They were clouded and unable to focus on any one thing for long. It was obvious she was under the influence of something, and it pained him to see her return to the addiction he’d helped her overcome years ago.

Elijah’s muscles tensed and he had to work to keep his face from showing the displeasure he felt. Sadie didn’t belong here. She was a sweet, sensitive girl, and this world would eat her alive. She certainly shouldn’t be doing drugs, considering her family’s history of addiction. They’d been terrible to her, introducing her to drugs at a young age and encouraging her to steal for money. She’d eventually caught a charge for the drugs and been sentenced to community service. There, she’d met his brother, who’d introduced her to Elijah.

He’d broken up with her a little over a year ago, but Elijah had never stopped missing her. He could never understand why she’d lied to him that night and why she refused to tell him the truth or apologize when he caught her out. It wasn’t in her nature to be deceitful, especially to Elijah.

“Brother! I was wondering where you’d gotten off to.” Jacob’s voice rang too loudly in Elijah’s ear, and he sighed.

“Apologies, Jacob. I thought you were being well entertained in my absence.”

Jacob’s eyes glinted with mischief and alcohol. Elijah frowned at him. “My concern wasn’t for myself, brother. I saw you speaking with Sadie. She gave quite the performance.” Elijah narrowed his eyes, and Jacob quickly raised his hands in the air, laughing. “I see she’s still a touchy subject.”

“You will not speak of her. You will not look at her, Jacob. I mean it.”

“Touchy, touchy.” Jacob clucked his tongue, ignoring the dangerous way Elijah advanced toward him. “I thought you were over that broad by now.”

“You’re pushing your luck, Jacob.” Elijah stopped inches from his brother’s face and glared at him. His brother always pushed his limits, which never ended well for him. Jacob was fit and strong but not a match for his older brother. Sure, he had put up a good fight when they’d gotten into physical altercations in the past, but he’d never won. Thankfully, those occurrences were rare. Elijah had been something of a father figure to Jacob for most of their lives, though it didn’t stop his younger brother from pushing his buttons, on occasion.

“Sorry, brother. I didn’t mean to upset you,” Jacob touched Elijah’s arm and continued, “Why don’t we blow off some steam at Friday Night Fights? Luther’s third match starts in a couple of hours. We should go and show our support.”

Elijah smiled indulgently. “Brother, it is your bachelor party. You want to spend it at work?”

“It’s not work! It’s my passion. And I promised Luther I would make an appearance. You wouldn’t have me go back on my word, right, brother?”

“Jacob, why do I get the feeling you’re hoping to find a fight for yourself while we’re there?”

“Me?” Jacob smirked, his eyes twinkling mischievously. “I don’t know what you could possibly mean.”

“Very well. Let’s go.”

“Fantastic! I’ll let the boys know.” Jacob ran back to his group of friends, his hands gesturing wildly as he spoke. Elijah watched him with a small smile. His brother had come a long way since he’d gotten involved in the sport. Yet, despite the many lessons on self-control Elijah had provided his little brother, Jacob still had a difficult time controlling himself when in a highly emotional state. Elijah knew he likely wouldn’t feel the night had been a success until he’d found someone to trade punches with.

Jacob was a popular MMA fighter. He only took fights that appealed to him and had developed quite a fanbase. Like Elijah, he didn’t have to work at all, thanks to the trust funds their father had made available to them when they came of age. Unlike Elijah, he chose a risky line of work.

A short while later, they left the club and headed down to their local gym, which often hosted matches—Friday Night Fights.

* * *

“This is stupid,” Sadie muttered. Krysta rolled her eyes and gave Sadie a pointed look. Krysta was the only girl at Emerald Lights Sadie got along with, and she knew about Sadie’s situation. Unfortunately.

Sadie never wanted anyone to find out that she was homeless. She didn’t want their pity or misplaced advice. She certainly didn’t want to answer any awkward questions about why she didn’t try to stay with her family. Her parents were abusive alcoholics that fucked up her life by introducing her to drugs when she was thirteen.

All Sadie wanted to do was work until she had enough money saved up to get an apartment, and she was getting close. But Krysta didn’t give Sadie a pitying look when she found out. And the only advice she’d offered was practical.

But, despite how practical her advice was, it wasn’t always the most pleasant. Tonight, after all the performers tipped out and went to leave, Krysta approached her with a proposition. She’d been giving a private dance to a few men who explained they needed dates to an event tonight. And they were willing to pay a pretty penny for their company.

“Relax, Sadie. It’ll be fine.” Krysta took a deep drag off her cigarette and passed it to Sadie.

“Right. They better not be expecting anything more than our company.”

“Don’t be naive,” Krysta snapped, giving Sadie a sharp look. “They’re not paying us $500 each just to hang out with them. Just give him a blow job, and he’ll feel like he got his money’s worth.”

“Seriously? You expect me to blow this guy for money? That wasn’t the deal, Krysta.” Sadie passed the cigarette back, and Krysta rolled it between her fingers before taking another drag. Sadie was getting nervous. They were waiting outside the club for those guys to pick them up. Her feet itched to take her away from here, but the promise of so much money kept her rooted to the spot. She was only a couple of grand away from the amount she’d need to get an apartment. If she did this tonight, she could have somewhere to live within a couple of weeks.

“Look, just don’t make it a big deal. Who cares that they’re paying us? Brett and Steven are hot. I’m sure you’ve blown guys before for free just because they’re hot. This doesn’t have to be any different.” Sadie glanced over to her car hesitantly, and Krysta added, “Listen, I can give you some tips, if you want. I know how to make a man cum in less than five minutes.”

Sadie snorted. “I bet you do.”

Krysta grinned, showing faded yellow teeth that had clearly seen better days. “It’s not hard. Well, they need to be hard, but all you need to do is get them in your throat and swallow a couple of times. You do know how to deep throat, right?”

“Oh God.” Sadie groaned. How had she agreed to this? “I don’t know about this, Krys. It’s just too weird.”

“You’re just overthinking it.” Krysta threw her cigarette butt across the parking lot and pulled her purse off her shoulder. She dug through it for a moment, then pulled out a small baggie filled with little pink pills. She pulled one out and passed it to Sadie. “Here, this should help you with that.”

“Addy?” Sadie asked. Krysta nodded, and Sadie took the pill without hesitation. She grabbed her water bottle and took a few deep swallows. “Thanks. I really could use the money.”

“And who knows? Maybe they’ll be nice. Maybe they’ll come back to the club and give us big tips tomorrow night.” Krysta grinned as Sadie started to relax. “Or maybe they’ll be good fucks.”

Sadie gave Krysta a look, and the girls burst into laughter. When Krysta discovered Sadie’s situation, she’d been upfront with her. Sadie learned a little about Krysta’s past and the periods of homelessness she’d gone through in her life. It was nice to find a friend who wouldn’t judge her and was willing to help her.

Krysta was probably right. Sadie was just overthinking things. Ever since Elijah broke up with her last year, she’d moved from one man to the next without ever bothering to learn their names. She slept with whoever was around in an effort to purge his touch from her skin, his taste from her mouth, his love from her memories. There was no going back. And here was an opportunity to bury his memory under yet another layer of flesh. She’d be stupid not to take it, especially when it came with a $500 benefit.

A flashy silver BMW pulled up in front of the girls, and Sadie straightened. She could do this. Everything would be fine. After tonight, she’d be much closer to moving out of that stupid motel room. And spending the evening with a hot guy should help erase the memories seeing Elijah had sparked tonight.

* * *

The cool night air greeted Elijah’s face as they stepped out of the gym. Their group was rowdy and loud, still high on the adrenaline of the match. Jacob’s friend had dominated the event, as expected, and even Elijah was grinning broadly. It had been an excellent match.

“Man, did you see that takedown?” One of Jacob’s friends exclaimed, clapping Jacob on the shoulder.

“It was quite the match. I knew Luther would pull through,” Jacob said. Elijah smiled, pleased with how far his brother had come over the past couple of years. He’d been training Luther personally, and it had clearly paid off.

As they walked across the parking lot, the group’s laughter was abruptly cut short by a loud, taunting voice. “Well, if it isn’t the great Iron Fist,” the voice sneered.

Elijah turned to see The Phantom, the fighter his brother had defeated twice in the ring now, standing a few feet away with a group of his own friends. The look in The Phantom’s eyes was a mix of anger and drunken determination.

Sighing, Elijah turned to Jacob and said, “Do not let this fool bait you into a fight.”

But Jacob’s grin widened as he said, “Hello, Gregory. I hope your friend isn’t too shaken up by his defeat this evening. He put up a good fight. Unlike you.”

Rolling his eyes, Elijah stepped aside and removed his suit jacket as Gregory lunged for his brother. “Will you hold this for me, please?” he asked Brian, who took it immediately, laughing.

Gregory had his brother on the ground and Elijah hovered nearby, waiting. His brother was fairly intoxicated and struggling to protect his face in such a vulnerable position. He only waited a moment before intervening.

He grabbed The Phantom by the shoulders and yanked him off Jacob, throwing him to the ground with a force that knocked the wind out of him.

The Phantom scrambled to his feet, but Elijah was ready. With a swift, powerful punch, Elijah sent him sprawling back onto the pavement, unconscious. Elijah shook his hand out, staring down at his hand with displeasure. That was going to bruise.

Jacob sat up slowly, his lip split and his cheek bruised. He looked over at Gregory, then glanced up at Elijah. “Well done, brother!” he exclaimed, causing his group of friends to howl with laughter.

“I’m fairly certain I told you not to let him bait you into a fight,” Elijah lectured, holding out his hand. Jacob grasped it and stood, wincing.

“Yes, but it was worth it to watch you knock him out.” Jacob grinned like the Cheshire cat while Elijah rolled his eyes. He placed a hand on the side of his brother’s face, eyeing his injuries carefully. They were superficial and would heal quickly.

“Christina is going to kill you. You’d better hope she can cover those bruises because if you ruin her wedding photos, brother…” Elijah trailed off, enjoying the way his brother squirmed at the thought.

“I’ll pay to have them photoshopped.” Jacob grinned, clearly pleased with the solution.

“Christina won’t appreciate having her guests’ attention drawn to your face rather than her big day.”

“It’s my day, too!” Jacob frowned, and Elijah grinned at him. Christina was a force of nature and the only person who’d been able to tame his little brother. The way she had him wrapped around her finger was adorable.

“Yes, which is why we need to get you home before something else goes wrong tonight,” Elijah said.

Jacob went over to his group of friends and said his goodbyes, then returned to Elijah’s side, bouncing on his heels. He had too much energy for a man who’d been drinking for hours and had just been in a fight.

“Come on, Elijah, there must be something else we can do in town.” Jacob looked around as if he were expecting some form of entertainment to appear for him in the parking lot.

“Your friends are going home, Jacob.” Elijah pointed out, but Jacob merely shrugged.

“Didn’t much care if they came along or not, brother. I wanted to spend tonight with you.” Jacob threw his brother a smile with wide, innocent eyes, and Elijah shook his head. “Let’s find a diner and get something to eat. I’m starving.”

“You just got into a fight, Jacob, and you look like it. We should go home and put some ice on your face.”

“Don’t be such a downer. The night’s still young!”

“It is 2 o’clock in the morning, brother.” Elijah gave his brother a sharp look, and Jacob groaned. “Besides, the only diners open right now are dives, and I’m sure you’ll just find another thug to trade punches with.”

“Then let’s go to a party for a bit. The Sigma boys always throw parties on Friday nights. I bet I can get us into one.” Jacob stared at his brother with a wolfish grin, and Elijah knew there was no dissuading him. If he didn’t go along, Jacob would go alone and get into trouble. Christina would be furious, and Elijah certainly didn’t want to face her wrath in the morning.

“Alright. But just for a little while.”

“That’s the spirit!” Jacob slapped Elijah on the shoulder, pulled out his phone, and started texting.


Chapter Three

Sadie sipped her drink. She didn’t like to drink alcohol when she took stimulants. The alcohol tended to dull the hype stimulants gave her, but you didn’t go to a party hosted by the most popular fraternity in Anchorage without having a few beers.

Her date, Brett, was talking with some of his fraternity brothers and hadn’t bothered to make Sadie a part of the conversation. In terms of dates, this wasn’t the worst one Sadie had ever been on, but it was definitely one of the most boring.

She scanned the room for Krysta and saw her friend pressed against the wall while Steven made out with her neck. Krysta looked bored and raised her eyebrows when she caught Sadie’s eye. Sadie gave a little half-shrug, and their silent conversation was cut off as Steven raised his head to kiss Krysta.

There was a tremendous surge in rowdiness by the front door of the fraternity home, and Sadie winced as men thundered past her to greet another fraternity brother. She looked up at Brett and tried to give him a seductive look. All she wanted was to suck him off, get her money, and get lost. This party was boring, and Brett was even more dull than she’d expected.

He glanced down at her and finally seemed to remember she existed. His eyes, hazy with booze and pot, widened as he took in the expression she’d perfected while on stage. With parted lips, fluttering eyelashes, and heated cheeks, Sadie knew she looked like she was ready to get busy.

“You wanna go upstairs?” Brett’s friends wolf-whistled at them as Sadie nodded and reached for his hand. Brett led her through the crowd and past a large group of shouting, excited frat boys near the front door.

He led her upstairs and into a bedroom that reeked of weed and stale piss. Sadie wrinkled her nose but tried not to let her disgust show on her face. She just wanted to get this done.

Brett closed and locked the door behind him, then turned to her and engulfed her mouth in a kiss that was sloppy, possessive, and utterly disgusting. Maybe this wasn’t worth five hundred dollars.

But it was too late to back out, so Sadie tried to let her mind drift while he shoved his hand up her shirt. His palm was soft against her breasts and it made Sadie cringe. This was clearly a man who’d never worked a day in his life.

Sadie wanted to call this off. Her heart was pounding and little black spots danced across her vision. A panic attack was building, but it was too late to do anything. Brett was already leading her over to the bed, and his scent overwhelmed her. He smelled like a heavy cologne rich people would wear. Like leather and spices that were supposed to be masculine but came off as fake and contrived.

“Hey. Slow down.” Sadie tried to breathe as Brett threw her onto the bed and started yanking his belt through the loop of his pants. Her breath came in sharp, quick gasps, and she knew she was screwed. She rose on one elbow and held out a hand toward him, “Brett, I’m sorry, but I need a second.”

Brett froze, giving her a glassy look full of confusion. His expression cleared and he grinned, but it wasn’t a pleasant smile. “Hold on, babe. I got you.” He grabbed his jeans off the floor and pulled out his wallet. He placed a wad of bills on the bedside table and threw his wallet back on the ground. “It’s all yours once we’re done here. I always pay. You don’t gotta worry.”

Sadie took a deep breath to calm her nerves. She needed this money. “I wasn’t worried about that,” she said. Turning to the bedside table, she retrieved her purse and dug through it. She popped two pills, offered one to Brett, and tried to clear her mind.

* * *

Elijah stood in the background as Jacob bounced with excitement. His little brother had been the most popular member of this fraternity during his college years, and Elijah knew he was enjoying the attention.

If it had been up to Elijah, they would’ve gone home after the Friday Night Fights incident. But Jacob was reveling in the attention his fresh bruises and split lip were garnering from his frat brothers, so Elijah decided there was no harm in letting them build up his little brother’s ego for a while.

“Come on, I just want your number! Fine, be a bitch about it!” Elijah turned toward the furious voice and couldn’t believe his eyes. There was Sadie, dressed now in a tight black slip dress, rushing down the stairs of the fraternity house.

The man who’d shouted after her stomped down the stairs, his cheeks red and his hair splayed in all different directions. A surge of protectiveness urged Elijah forward, and he moved without conscious thought, intercepting Sadie when she reached the bottom of the stairs.

Sadie gasped and stared up at him with wide, unfocused eyes. She reached up and scrubbed at her face, her cheeks turning pink as her gaze darted away from him. Elijah turned his attention to the man who forced his way down the stairs and away from them.

“Did he hurt you?” Elijah’s voice was dangerous and quiet, his body coiled tight.

“What’s going on here?” Jacob came to join Elijah and frowned at the sight of Sadie. “Everything alright, love?” Jacob turned his gaze to Elijah, who nodded at the man who yelled at Sadie. “Right, be right back, then.”

“Wait!” Sadie grabbed Jacob’s arm before he could run after the man. “Don’t hurt Brett. We’re fine. I just didn’t want to give him my number, that’s all.”

Sadie’s voice wasn’t slurred, but she was clearly under the influence of something. Her eyes flickered over the room, and her legs shook as if she found it impossible to stand still. Elijah glanced at her hand, which still gripped Jacob’s arm, and she removed it immediately.

“What happened, Sadie?” Elijah asked.

“I-I- It’s nothing. Really. Don’t worry about it. I should go.” Sadie dodged around the brothers, jogged to the door, and pushed her way through several frat brothers who whistled after her.

“I’m going to go have a talk with Brett. I suggest you catch Sadie before she runs off.” Jacob turned and made his way over to Brett with a wide, fake smile plastered on his face. Elijah shook his head, knowing it was useless to try to stop his brother. They were both a little old-fashioned when it came to women, and the thought of a man taking advantage of a woman was enough to send either of them into a state of rage.

It was surprising that Jacob felt the desire to protect Sadie’s honor, given what had happened between her and Elijah. But no woman deserved to suffer at the hands of men, and Elijah knew Jacob would make that clear to Brett.

Turning, Elijah walked out of the frat house and scanned the crowd for Sadie. He went down the driveway and saw her walking down the street while carrying her heels. He sighed and jogged after her.

“Sadie.” His ex-girlfriend started at his voice and turned, one hand pressed to her chest.

“Elijah, you scared me.” As Elijah approached, he frowned. Her pupils were huge from a combination of fear and being under the influence. He didn’t like the gaunt look of her face or how she held herself angled away from him, as though she was expecting to be attacked. Her eyes darted around the street, and Elijah’s frown deepened.

“Sadie, what happened in there? Jacob is having a conversation with your friend, but we both know he isn’t the best at listening.” Sadie’s eyes widened, and she glanced back to the house, shifting on her bare feet.

“It was nothing. Brett just wanted more, but it wasn’t part of the deal. Whatever. It’s not a big deal. I should go explain–”

“You will do no such thing.” Elijah stepped to the side when she went to move around him, blocking her path. “You will come with me, and I will give you a ride home. You can tell me what happened on the way.”

Anger flashed in Sadie’s eyes like the strike of a match, and Elijah tried not to grin. She’d always had a bit of a temper. It’d taken him ages to teach her how to control that temper. He seemed forever destined to help those around him learn the art of self-control, not that he minded assuming such a role in the lives of those he cared for.

“I don’t have to do a fucking thing you say, Elijah. You don’t know me anymore, and you’re not my Dom. I’ll make my own way home, thanks.” She turned away from him and started walking down the street with her head high and shoulders thrown back, but Elijah noticed her wince as her feet came in contact with the hard asphalt.

Despite it being summer, it was still cold at this hour. There was no way Elijah would allow her to walk home barefoot, in the middle of the night, by herself.

He walked after her with calm, calculated steps. “Sadie Irene, it is the middle of the night. You will not walk home alone, barefoot, dressed like that.”

Sadie whirled around, her eyes wide and bright with real anger now. “Dressed like what?” The fury in Sadie’s voice turned to disgust as she stepped toward him and continued, “Dressed like a slut, you mean? That’s all I am, right? A dirty slut? That’s what you think happened last year, isn’t it? You think I lied to you about Marie’s birthday party so I could go fuck some other guy-”

“Enough.” Elijah didn’t raise his voice but lowered his tone, narrowed his eyes, and stepped toward her. He hadn’t been anyone’s Dom in a while, but that didn’t mean he’d forgotten how to get the attention of a wayward sub. “You will not say such awful things about yourself. While I have no idea what caused you to lie to me last year, I don’t believe it was anything like that. Speak to me like that again, and there will be consequences.”

Sadie’s mouth dropped open, and she shifted on her feet as though suddenly uncomfortable, her face flushed with arousal. “You don’t have the right to say that to me anymore, Elijah. We’re nothing to each other.”

Sadie squeezed her eyes shut in regret, and Elijah ignored the jab of pain her words caused him. She was upset, probably high, and not thinking straight. He wouldn’t hold that comment against her. He only wanted to get her home where she’d be warm and safe. She’d begun to shiver, and he was sure her feet were torn up by now.

“It’s late, you’re cold, and you’re barefoot. I wouldn’t allow any woman to walk home alone in this state, especially someone with whom I share a very intimate history. Follow me back to my car, now.” Elijah turned and started walking, not bothering to check that she was obeying him. He knew she would.

When he reached his car, Jacob waved at him and nodded at Sadie as she trailed silently behind Elijah. “Well, I spoke with Brett and set him straight about a few things. I see you’re offering Sadie a ride home, brother, so I’ll have one of my friends take me home in a while.”

“Jacob, you should get in the car,” Elijah warned his little brother. Jacob’s eyes sparkled with mischief, and Elijah clenched his jaw to stop himself from saying something he’d regret.

“I’d rather stay for a while. It seems my fraternity brothers would like to see a reenactment of tonight’s activities. I’m happy to oblige them.” Jacob turned and hurried back into the fraternity house without another word. Elijah sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. Christina was going to kill his brother for messing up their wedding pictures, and he wouldn’t blame her.

Elijah pulled out his keys and unlocked the car, then opened the passenger side door and held out a hand to help Sadie in. She stared at his hand with an odd expression, and Elijah waited patiently.

“You really don’t need to do this. I can get an Uber.” The desperation in Sadie’s voice gave Elijah pause. Did she not want him to know where she was living now? Sadie knew Elijah would never harm her. He was confident she wasn’t afraid of him. So what was she so afraid of?

“I do need to drive you home. I’d still like an explanation of what happened this evening, but you were right. You don’t owe me one.” Sadie’s mouth popped open in surprise. “Let me drive you home, Sadie. I just want to make sure you’re safe.”

“Well, it’s just…” Sadie stared at Elijah with wide, almost pleading eyes. There was clearly something she didn’t want him to know about, but Elijah couldn’t imagine what that would be. Besides that, it was nearing four o’clock in the morning at this point. Sadie was exhausted and shivering, and the tremors running through her body told him she was coming down hard from whatever she’d taken this evening.

The thought of Sadie running around a fraternity house on drugs made him nauseous, and he had to fight to keep his face calm. Anything could have happened to her tonight. Sadie was a sweet, kind woman who deserved much more than a life of getting high and putting herself into dangerous situations.

“Yes?” Elijah’s patience was wearing thin, so he grabbed her hand and gently guided her into the car. Sadie didn’t resist his touch, and he felt inexplicably pleased about that.

Elijah closed her door and went around to his side. He got in the car and started it, then turned the heat on full blast. He needed to get her warm. She was going to catch her death running around in the middle of the night without proper attire, especially if she was on something.

“I’ll need your address.” Elijah’s reminder was quiet, but firm. They may not be together anymore, and Sadie may not be his sub anymore, but they would have words on the drive to her home.

* * *

Sadie sat in the passenger seat of Elijah’s black BMW and frowned. How had she gotten herself into this mess? Everything was going fine with Brett, at first.

Sadie had gotten up to get dressed when he started badgering her with questions. He’d wanted to make things personal, and she’d tried to shut him down without hurting his feelings, but clearly, she hadn’t done a good job. Hopefully Jacob hadn’t hurt him.

Elijah’s eyes were burning a hole into the side of Sadie’s head, and she raised a shaking hand, smoothed it over her hair, and tried to calm her pounding heart.

“It’s the Motel 6 off 95 North,” she whispered, eyes trained on her feet. Elijah cleared his throat next to her but said nothing. He started the car and began driving.

They drove in silence for several minutes, but the air was too hot and thick with tension. Sadie couldn’t stand it. She began digging in her purse. Her hands shook as she pulled out a small baggie filled with pills.

Elijah’s hand darted over and ripped the bag out of her hands. Sadie gasped and shot him a furious look as he rolled down his window and tossed the bag outside.

“You will never do that in front of me.” The rage in his voice matched her own, but he remained carefully in control, as always, while Sadie couldn’t stop herself from exploding.

“What the fuck, Elijah! Those were mine! Do you have any idea how expensive–”

“I suggest you watch your tone, Sadie Irene,” Elijah said. The warning in his voice was clear, but Sadie was coming down too hard to care. She’d needed those pills.

“I don’t give a fuck about my tone–”

Elijah flipped on his blinker and veered the car to the side of the road. He put the engine in park and turned to her with burning eyes. His knuckles were white as he gripped the steering wheel.

“As you correctly pointed out earlier, I am no longer your Dom. However, I am still a Dom, you are still a sub, and you will show me some respect.” He didn’t raise his voice, but he’d never had to yell to get his point across. Sadie shivered and leaned back against the seat.

“I wanted those,” she muttered, picking at her cuticles.

Elijah sighed. “Despite the unfortunate way our relationship ended, I would never dream of speaking to you with such contempt. While we are no longer together, I still care about you. Your lifestyle is your choice, but I will not allow you to harm yourself in my presence, which includes taking illegal drugs.”

Sadie shrank against her seat as Elijah scolded her, feeling small and cold despite the heat blasting through the car’s vents.

“I have always been there for you, Sadie. I don’t know what has happened to you in the time we’ve been apart, but if you need help, I will help you.”

Sadie glanced up and shrank away from the intensity in Elijah’s eyes. She turned her head to hide her conflicting emotions. “I’m fine, Elijah. Really,” she said.

Elijah reached out and placed his hand on her arm for a moment. She refused to look at him. He sighed and removed his hand. “Sadie, you are clearly not fine. I understand if you don’t wish to share your struggles with me. But I expect you not to lie to me. Is that clear?”

His voice deepened, and Sadie flinched. Lies had ruined their relationship. She cleared her throat and tried to make up for her behavior in the only way she could. “Yes, sir.”

The atmosphere shifted between them, like the moment before rainfall when the air felt heavy and desperate for release. Sadie’s skin prickled as she waited for his response. She hoped that would be enough for him to stop scolding her. Her cheeks were warm with humiliation, and she had to sit on her hands to keep herself from tearing her cuticles apart.

“Thank you, Sadie. I will get you back to your hotel,” Elijah said. The rest of the drive passed in tense silence.

Sadie directed him to park in front of her room once they’d pulled into the motel parking lot. They sat in silence for a moment.

“Well, thanks for the ride, I guess. I’m still pissed you tossed my pills, though,” Sadie said, unable to help herself. She looked up at Elijah and was surprised to see amusement in his eyes, though it was easily overshadowed by the way he pursed his lips in concern.

“Sadie, please be honest with me. Do you need help?”

“No, I’m fine. Really. I’ll have enough money saved up to get an apartment soon. This works for now.”

“You know that you can contact me if you need anything. My number hasn’t changed.”

Warmth spread through Sadie’s shaking limbs. She sucked in a deep breath and tried to stomp down the emotions being close to Elijah brought up. “I know.”

Elijah nodded. He leaned forward as if he wanted to say more but apparently thought better of it. He got out of the car, came around to Sadie’s side, and opened her door. She climbed out, taking his proffered hand.

Electricity shot through her at his touch. For a moment, she wished she’d pushed him harder in the car. Swore, threw a tantrum, or did something to piss him off. Maybe he would have punished her and she could have forgiven herself for acting like a prostitute tonight.

“Bye, Elijah.”

“Goodbye, Sadie.”

Sadie let herself into her room and watched through the window as Elijah stood next to his car for a minute and gathered himself before climbing back in. She watched him drive away, and a pang of regret almost knocked her to the floor.

Instead, Sadie shook herself off and made her way to the mini-fridge. She pulled out a bottle of whiskey and took several deep swallows. The golden liquid burned her throat and settled like acid in her empty stomach. It ate away the pain and confusion of the evening.

Not bothering to get undressed, Sadie climbed into bed, the bottle cradled in her arms, and tried to drink enough to forget the events of the evening.


Chapter Four

The bathroom spun as Sadie gasped for breath. She pulled her head out of the toilet and reached for a towel with trembling hands. This was the worst hangover she’d ever experienced.

A knock on her door made Sadie’s heart leap. Finally.

She stumbled out of the bathroom and threw the door open, her muscles screaming. Krysta stood just outside and wrinkled her nose.

“Jesus Christ, you smell disgusting.” Krysta walked inside, a large bag slung over her shoulder. She dropped the bag on the bed as Sadie closed the door and hurried to Krysta’s side.

“Did you bring something? Anything? I think I’m dying.”

“You’re not dying. You’re withdrawing.” Krysta dug through the bag and pulled out a bottle of vodka and a small bag of pills. She pulled out a pill and handed it to Sadie. “Here.”

Sadie popped the pill in her mouth and washed it down with the vodka. For a moment, her stomach rolled in protest, but it settled as the burn from the vodka spread out.

“Thank you.”

“What the hell happened last night? Brett was pissed. He said you freaked out.”

“Everything was fine! But he started asking me about myself and he wanted my number. I guess I did kind of freak out.”

“Yeah, well, he went to our boss and complained.”

“What? But this didn’t even happen at the club!”

Krysta shrugged and sat heavily on the bed. She took the bottle from Sadie and took a long pull before passing it back. “Doesn’t matter. He’s a high-paying customer with a lot of friends. You’re done at the club.”

Sadie’s mouth popped open. “They can’t just fire me like that!”

“Alaska’s an at-will state. They don’t need a reason to fire you.”

Sadie dropped onto the bed beside Krysta and groaned. Her eyes were too dry and irritated to produce tears. She laid limp on the bed, defeated.

“Look, we’ll find you another job. There are other clubs in Anchorage.”

“No, I don’t want to work in another club.”

“So what do you want?”

“I don’t know. I need some time to think.”

* * *

Elijah smiled as he scrolled through the pictures Jacob had sent him. He was one week into his month-long honeymoon with Christina, and they were clearly having a marvelous time. It was wonderful to see his brother so happy and in love. If it caused a twinge of jealousy over Elijah’s lack in the love department, he didn’t acknowledge it.

He put down his phone and turned his attention back to the paperwork on his desk. He’d just acquired a new restaurant and needed to familiarize himself with their business model before he paid them a visit.

Restaurants weren’t easy investments, which was why Elijah had chosen them. He enjoyed the challenge. He enjoyed transforming his investments from bankrupt disasters into carefully controlled successes. There would always be some chaos in restaurants, especially in the kitchens, but so long as they followed a strict plan, they were almost always guaranteed to succeed.

His phone rang, and he glanced at it without interest, expecting a call from one of his restaurants, which could likely wait. His eyebrows rose at the unfamiliar number.

Elijah answered the phone, his heart sinking as an automated voice from a local jail asked if he would accept charges for the call. Jacob was on his honeymoon, and Elijah couldn’t think of anyone else who would call him from jail. Regardless, he told the voice he accepted the charges.

“Hi ‘Lijah,” Sadie hiccuped and giggled. “What are you doing?”

“Excuse me?” Elijah demanded. She sounded beyond intoxicated. All thoughts of the paperwork in front of him flew out of his mind.

“I was just wondering if you were busy. Like right now. Not later.”

“And why were you wondering that?”

“I’m kinda in jail. Wanna bail me out?” Sadie laughed, and he knew she must be completely out of her mind.

“What do you mean you’re in jail?” he demanded, his tone low and dangerous.

“You know! Big building, bars on the windows, horrible outfits.” Her flippant tone infuriated Elijah, but he tried to stay in control. He pinched the bridge of his nose and leaned back, silently praying for patience.

“Sadie Irene, what did you do?”

“Nothing!” she whined. “I was just outside and the police stopped me. I guess it’s illegal to be drunk in public now.” Elijah gritted his teeth as she scoffed, as if she’d done nothing wrong.

“Give me the address. Now.”

An hour later, Elijah sat in his car with Sadie slumped in the passenger seat beside him, looking wrecked. He’d picked her up from jail, paid her bond, and apologized deeply to the police officers who’d had to deal with her recalcitrant behavior.

She’d swore at the officers on her way out: “Thanks for fucking up my day!” It had taken every ounce of self-control Elijah possessed not to smack her then and there.

Now that she was seated in his car, she seemed less eager to be disrespectful. Her eyes were downcast and she was once again picking at her cuticles–a nervous habit he thought she’d overcome during their time together.

Elijah let out a slow, deep breath. He turned to Sadie and kept his hands firmly on the steering wheel as he said, “Would you like to tell me what happened?” She shook her head and shrugged. He blew out a breath and said, “Fine. Should I take you back to the hotel?”

“I’m not staying there anymore,” she said. She glanced at him and continued, “Just drop me off at a liquor store somewhere.”

Elijah’s nostrils flared and he gaped at her for a moment. Taking another deep breath to control the anger swirling in his chest, he said, “There is absolutely no chance of that happening. Tell me where you’re staying.”

Sadie’s shoulders slumped, and she turned away from him. She stared out the window, and Elijah sighed, running a hand through his hair. He started the car and drove. Twenty minutes later, he pulled into a small diner.

He shut the car off, turned to Sadie, and said, “I’ll get you something to eat. I expect you to be in this car when I return. If you are not, I will go looking for you. Am I making myself clear?”

She flinched and curled up in the passenger seat. He waited, his eyes trained on her shaking form with growing concern. After a while, she looked up at him with haunted, bloodshot eyes. “What?” she asked.

Elijah clenched his jaw and repeated himself sharply. She winced and nodded. Elijah would have preferred a more direct answer, but he supposed that was the best he was going to get from her at that moment.

He went inside, ordered her favorite breakfast, and returned quickly, relieved to find her in the same position as when he’d left. Elijah offered her the food, but she clamped a hand over her mouth and shook her head.

The sun started to set as they sat in the parking lot. For once, Elijah didn’t know what to say or how to help. After a while, he asked, “Would you like me to drive you home now?”

Sadie burst into tears. Elijah’s chest tightened, and he placed a hand on her shaking shoulder. She cried in great, heaving sobs, and Elijah’s worry grew. He turned to her and eased her forward until her head rested against his chest.

Her shaking body felt small and impossibly fragile in his arms. Elijah couldn’t remember ever seeing her this broken and vulnerable, even when he’d ended their relationship. He let her cry for several minutes and rubbed soothing circles on her back.

When she started to catch her breath, Elijah handed her a couple of napkins. She pulled away and cleaned her face, then blew her nose. She sat back in the passenger seat, taking deep, unsteady breaths as Elijah watched helplessly.

It wasn’t a feeling Elijah was accustomed to, and he struggled to find the right words to say to make her feel better. But he didn’t know what was wrong or how he could help.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“There’s no need to apologize. Will you tell me what’s upset you?” Sadie gave Elijah a look and his lips twitched. “Aside from the obvious imprisonment, of course.”

“I fucked everything up.” Sadie’s voice was quiet, but Elijah could hear the regret and disgust coloring her tone. He hated to see her in so much pain.

“What happened?”

“My job fired me after that frat party. I didn’t want to run out of money by wasting it on the motel room with no income. So, I tried to stay with my friend, Krysta, but she kicked me out a couple of days ago. I slept in the woods last night.”

Elijah clenched his fists in his lap and frowned. “Why did your friend kick you out?”

Sadie looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “Do I have to tell you?” she asked, her voice trembling. More tears rolled down her cheeks, and Elijah reached out to wipe them away.

“That depends. If you would like my help, I expect you to be honest with me. If you don’t want my help and you can’t be honest with me, then I will find another accommodation for you.”

“Like what?”

“A rehab facility. Or a homeless shelter.”

Sadie flinched, her eyes wide. She swallowed and squeezed her eyes shut. Elijah watched as she began picking at the skin around her nails and was tempted to stop her, but decided to let it go for now.

“I stole from her.”

“What did you steal?”

“Pills.”

Elijah took a deep breath and leaned back in his seat. He needed to handle this situation with care. Sadie was clearly in a bad state. A lecture would do her no good at that moment.

“I see,” he said mildly. Sadie curled tighter into herself and coughed.

“I’m sorry.”

“It is not me you should apologize to for that.”

“Not for that. Well, not just for that. I’m sorry for what happened between us. I should have told you the truth. But I couldn’t. I still can’t.”

Elijah inhaled sharply, and his hands twitched in his lap. It infuriated him that she still felt she needed to keep whatever happened last year a secret from him. Perhaps part of the fault was his. If he’d been more open and less strict with her, maybe she would have told him the truth. But she’d never feared a punishment from him before. At least, no more than a sub should fear punishment from her Dom.

“We will discuss that another time. I expect you will tell me the truth eventually. For now, we need to decide what we’re going to do.”

Sadie dropped her head on her knees and groaned. “Please don’t take me to rehab or a shelter. I just need a couple of weeks to get back on my feet. Elijah, please.”

Tension pulsed through Elijah’s arms, and his muscles ached from sitting in the car for so long. He stared at the bags under Sadie’s eyes and the sallow appearance of her skin. He certainly didn’t want to leave her in the care of strangers, but he couldn’t allow her to continue going like this if she were going to stay with him.

“Sadie, look at me, please,” Elijah said. She turned to him with tear-stained cheeks. The open look of fear and vulnerability solidified his decision. “I am willing to give you a place to stay for a while. However, while you are in my care, you must follow my rules. I trust you remember them.”

Sadie nodded. Elijah waited to see if she would say anything. When she didn’t, he continued, “I expect complete honesty from you. There will be no alcohol or drugs while you are living with me. I will contact Dr. Paisely so she can oversee your withdrawals. You will do as you are told. Should you break any of these rules, there will be consequences.”

It was a lot for Sadie to take in, and Elijah waited as she processed what he’d said. She knew him well enough that he didn’t feel the need to go over an extensive list of rules, but it felt prudent to cover the basics.

After a while, Sadie whispered, “What kind of consequences?”

“What would you agree to?” Elijah countered. She stared at him, unflinching, and he knew then how badly affected she’d been without a firm hand to guide her. “Perhaps we should go by the old list of agreed-upon consequences. Would you agree with that?” Sadie swallowed hard, and Elijah added, “I want to make it clear that I am not forcing you to agree to this. Should our arrangement become disagreeable for any reason, you are welcome to leave at any time.”

“Are you going to punish me for this?” Sadie asked. When Elijah raised his eyebrows in question, she continued, “For losing my job and stealing from Krys and getting arrested.”

Elijah stared at her for a long moment, contemplating the possibility. After a while, he said, “No. I don’t think that would be appropriate. We had no agreement when you did those things. But, if you choose to come to my home, we will have an agreement. Breaking it will lead to consequences.”

Sadie’s eyebrows drew together as she lost herself in thought. Elijah’s patience was waning, but he didn’t push her. Eventually, she said, “Okay. Yes, I agree.”

* * *

“Hey, Sadie, table three’s ready for their check!” Marcia patted Sadie’s shoulder as she scooted around the diner’s counter and headed to the register.

“Got it,” Sadie said. She headed to table three and placed the check on their table. “I hope you guys enjoyed your dinner. Do you need a to-go container for that?”

“Yes, please.”

“I’ll be right back.”

Sadie grabbed a to-go container from the back and brought it to her table. They were her last customers this evening, and a few minutes later, she stood outside the brightly lit diner, shivering in the cool night air.

She walked around the corner of the building and lit a cigarette while waiting for Elijah to pick her up. The past week had been so strange. The first few days were awful, thanks to horrible withdrawals and medicine that barely took the edge off.

But by the end of the fourth day, she’d felt better. Elijah got her a job at his diner, and this was the end of her second shift. It was fun work. She enjoyed it, for the most part. But she still craved the escape of whiskey and the excitement of her old life. It would take a while to stop wishing she could pop a pill whenever she got bored.

Elijah’s headlights cut across the parking lot. Sadie dropped her cigarette in the ashtray and walked over to the car. She got in and cringed away from the scorching look he gave her. Before he could start lecturing her, she said, “You heard the doctor! Cigarettes are harder to quit than anything else.”

“I also heard her offer you a prescription that could help curb the cravings,” Elijah said. He reached into the glovebox and pulled out a small packet of baby wipes. “I am willing to make certain allowances for you, but I meant what I said. You have one more week to quit.”

Sadie took the wipes from him and scrubbed her face and hands, although she knew it wouldn’t make much difference. Even showering didn’t get rid of the smell properly most of the time.

“Yeah, yeah, I know. I’ll quit,” she muttered. Elijah’s hand wrapped around her wrist and she froze. She gave him her best wide-eyed expression. Despite their agreement, Sadie hadn’t completely reverted to the obedient sub he’d known and loved back in the day. She’d changed too much for that. She could tell it bothered him when she gave him an attitude, and it gave her a thrill, like splashing ice water on her face after a deep sleep. Being with him made her feel alive again. She wondered how far she could push him before he punished her for it.

Elijah waited to speak until she made eye contact. She shrank away from the hunger in his eyes. He grinned and said, “Sometimes, Sadie Irene, I wonder if you try to rile me on purpose.”

Her face flushed. Of course, he’d noticed. Elijah took the wipes from her and placed them into the pocket of his door, which was lined with a bag. He loved to keep things neat and tidy. Maybe casually leaving trash in his car would get her the spanking she’d started to crave.

“You have a meeting to attend tonight,” Elijah said, changing the subject. Sadie groaned and crossed her arms over her chest. She hated the NA meetings Elijah made her go to. They were boring and she didn’t usually pay attention. Maybe that was why she found them so boring.

They pulled up to the building where the meetings were held. Elijah turned and held out a hand. Sadie handed over her tips. They’d agreed she wouldn’t hold on to her money for now. She was too tempted to buy alcohol and other things. It was better to let Elijah put them in a savings account for her.

The meeting went much the same as the others. She tried to listen as people shared their struggles and successes, but her eyes kept drooping. By the time the meeting was over, she had drank three cups of coffee.

Every day fell into an easy routine. Sadie would wake up, share breakfast with Elijah, work out in his personal gym, go to work, hit an NA or AA meeting, then go home, shower, and sleep.

She managed to quit cigarettes before Elijah’s deadline, though she wasn’t happy about it. He’d bought her nicotine patches and encouraged her to follow the doctor’s advice on tapering off slowly.

Today had started like any other day. A couple of hours before Sadie’s shift ended, Elijah called to let her know he couldn’t drive her to the meeting tonight. She agreed to get a ride from Alan, one of the cooks, even though it meant waiting an hour after her shift before they could leave for the meeting.

Elijah had apologized, but it couldn’t be helped. He was preparing a new restaurant to open tomorrow and he’d insisted on everything being perfect. As Sadie stood outside the diner, shivering and craving a cigarette, she saw a familiar face.

“Sadie! Why didn’t you tell me you got a new job?” Krysta asked as she approached.

Sadie blew out a breath and launched into an apology. “Krys, I am so sorry. I was in a bad way. I know I broke your trust–”

“Stop.” Krysta waved a hand and pulled Sadie into a tight hug. “We’ve all been there. How about you make it up to me? I’m a little short on cash. Got anything?”

Sadie pulled back from Krysta and frowned. Her friend’s eyes were glassy, and her permanent smile implied she was rolling. Sadie assumed she needed money to pick up more of whatever she was on.

“Well, are you okay? Do you need a place to crash tonight?”

“No, I’m going to a party in a while, and then I’ll head home. But I spent the last of my cash on the order I’m about to pick up. I’d love to get some party favors while I’m there tonight. Can you help me out?”

Sadie sighed, relieved. Krysta was usually good with her money. She gave herself a strict allowance each week and put the rest of her money toward bills and savings. “Yeah, I can help,” Sadie said. She reached into her pocket and passed the $60 she’d made from tips today to Krysta.

Her friend grinned and pocketed the money. “Thanks, boo. I have to get going but hit me up sometime. Don’t be a stranger.”

Krysta walked inside and went to the counter. Sadie watched through the window as she paid for a large order and charmed the new dishwasher to help her bring it outside and load it into her car.

A breeze kicked up as Krysta pulled out. She beeped and waved at Sadie before taking off. Sadie sighed. Part of her wished she were going to the party with Krysta tonight. But things were going so well with Elijah. They seemed to grow closer each day. She didn’t want to mess anything up.

She went back inside to wait for Alan to finish up his shift. The meeting was long and boring, as usual. Sadie scanned the parking lot for Elijah’s car after the meeting and found him parked close to the building.

She climbed in, smiled, and said, “Hey. How’s the restaurant?”

“It’s perfect. Ready for the grand opening tomorrow. How was your day?”

“It was good. I ran into Krysta–” Sadie cut herself off and squeezed her eyes shut. She hadn’t realized it at the time, but she’d made a huge mistake. She opened her eyes and dropped her gaze to her lap.

“Yes?” There was a warning in Elijah’s voice. Sadie sighed and picked at her fingers.

“I wasn’t thinking. I just wanted to apologize for what happened when I was living with her. She was really cool about it, but then she asked if she could borrow some money…” Sadie trailed off. She risked a glance at Elijah’s face. His dark eyes burned into hers and she turned her attention back to her hands.

“I see. You gave her your tip money?” Sadie nodded. “Do you know what she intended to do with the money?” Sadie gave a small, slow nod. Elijah inhaled, gripped the steering wheel, and continued, “What was it for?”

“…party favors,” Sadie whispered.

“You mean drugs?” Elijah asked, his voice tinged with anger. Sadie bit her lip and turned to look out the window. This was a disaster. Elijah was going to kill her. “An answer, please.”

“Yes, sir,” Sadie whispered, hoping the small show of submission would demonstrate her remorse. She hadn’t been thinking about the consequences of giving Krys the tips. All she’d wanted to do was make amends with her friend. How could she have been so stupid?

“I see.” His tone was calm again. Sadie risked a glance at him again. Elijah’s face was tight, his eyes focused on the dashboard.

She swallowed hard. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking–”

“That appears to be a common problem for you. I intend to correct that.” The words were sharp. They burrowed into Sadie’s subconscious, and she flinched. As much as she’d been hoping to goad him into a punishment, this wasn’t at all what she’d had in mind.

“Elijah, please…” Sadie trailed off. What was she supposed to do? Ask him not to punish her? To go easy on her? She’d broken the rules. And a big part of her welcomed the punishment. It had been ages since she’d felt someone else take control physically. Despite the rising anxiety, she could feel dampness soaking into her panties. Her face flamed. Would Elijah notice when he punished her?

“It would be best if you didn’t speak until we arrive home.”


Chapter Five

The silence was eerie as they drove home. Elijah tried to take slow, deep breaths. He knew it was crucial to approach this from a place of calmness and concern rather than anger. After all, Sadie’s intentions had been good. She’d wanted to make amends with her friends. But she’d gone about it in a very poor manner.

When they got home, Elijah guided Sadie out of the car and told her to wait in her room. He didn’t miss the rising heat in her cheeks or the brightness in her eyes. Since she’d moved in, there had been moments of her pushing him. Elijah could always tell when she intentionally pushed his buttons. He could imagine why the structure he was providing after her lifestyle at the club appealed to her. Her reaction, testing the boundaries, was completely natural.

He’d been inclined to punish her a few times since she’d moved in, but there hadn’t been a real reason to do that. Until tonight. Elijah went into his office and shut the door. He took several minutes to gather his thoughts and decide how to approach this.

Not only had she broken the rules, but she’d been implicit in encouraging her friend’s addiction. That couldn’t be tolerated. He sighed and paced the room. When Sadie moved in, Elijah had expected to punish her at some point. But he hadn’t expected it to be for something quite this serious.

After half an hour, he knocked on Sadie’s door. Her timid voice called for him to come in. He entered and shut the door behind him. Sadie sat on her bed and picked at her hands in her lap. She was the picture of remorse, but Elijah didn’t allow that to sway him from what he needed to do.

He walked forward until he was standing in front of her and cleared his throat. He waited until she looked at him and said, “Sadie, tell me why you’re about to be punished.”

She groaned, and Elijah repressed a smile. She’d always hated this part. But it was important to Elijah to ensure they were on the same page. He never wanted her to feel he was punishing her unfairly.

“Because I gave Krysta my tip money,” she mumbled.

Elijah shook his head and sat down beside her. “It’s more than that,” he said. “Not only did you break the rules by giving Krysta your tips, but you also provided her with the means to continue her addiction. As her friend, you should have advised her to be safe. She could get hurt or be taken advantage of while she’s under the influence. That wouldn’t be her fault or yours, but our actions have unintended consequences. You gave her what she needed to put herself in an unsafe situation.”

Tears dripped down Sadie’s cheeks as he spoke. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think about any of that. I was just trying to make up for stealing from her.”

“I understand. But you need to start thinking about the bigger picture. I will help you do that.” Sadie nodded as Elijah spoke. He reached out and patted her hand, satisfied he’d made his point.

“What are you going to do?” Sadie asked.

“Punish you,” Elijah said. He stood and Sadie’s wide eyes followed him. Her cheeks were flushed and she’d stopped picking at her hands. Elijah could tell she was turned on, and he couldn’t deny the rising urge he felt to take her. But this wasn’t the time.

He gestured for her to follow him and took them across the room, where a wooden desk was pushed against the wall. Elijah pulled out the chair and nodded at it.

Sadie’s mouth dropped open, and she stared between the chair and Elijah for several seconds. “You’re going to whip me?” Her voice trembled with disbelief and fear. Elijah shifted and tried to control the arousal he could feel stirring.

“Yes.” They stared at each other for several seconds. Elijah kept his expression cool and controlled while a range of emotions flickered over Sadie’s face. She bit her lip and took a half step back, then seemed to think better of it and stepped up to the chair. She hesitated and leaned back. “Get into position, Sadie. I won’t tell you again.”

She whimpered. It was barely audible, but it was adorable, and Elijah’s arousal grew increasingly uncomfortable. Sadie leaned forward, draping herself over the back of the chair. Her body shook as she gripped the sides of the seat.

Elijah had only whipped Sadie once before. It wasn’t a punishment he considered lightly and he remembered vividly the effect it’d had on her. He’d specifically chosen it tonight to make a point. He wanted Sadie to know he was serious about their arrangement. This seemed to be the best method to convey that.

A tremor ran through his hands as he undid his belt buckle and pulled the thick leather through the loops of his slacks. A couple of deep breaths eased the uncertainty pulsing through his limbs. He stood to the side and placed a hand lightly on Sadie’s back. The touch was meant to reassure her rather than restrain her, but it could serve both purposes if necessary.

“Try to be still.” Elijah reminded her, his voice firm. Her back shuddered with rapid breaths underneath his hand, and he decided there was no point in delaying this any further.

He brought the belt down across the middle of her ass. Even through the jeans, he could see her muscles clench. Normally, Elijah would have instructed her to remove those, but as it was her first punishment in a while and they weren’t in a romantic relationship, he’d decided to allow her to keep them on. The second swat fell on top of the first, and she groaned, her body freezing underneath his hand.

“Remember to breathe,” Elijah said. He brought the belt down again and fell into a familiar and steady rhythm. He covered her ass and the top of her thighs with steady swats. Her legs started to shake as he went over her thighs for a third time, and she cried out, her hand lifting off the seat.

“Elijah, please! I’m sorry.”

“I have no doubt you’re remorseful. Hopefully, you will remember this the next time you consider breaking the rules.”

Sadie started to shake. A couple of swats later, she began crying openly. He brought the belt down over her ass and thighs once more, making sure the final round was firmer than those before it. She squirmed over the back of the chair, and her hands slid over the seat in desperation.

The first time he’d whipped her like this, Sadie hadn’t been able to keep herself still. Elijah had needed to stop the punishment before he was done and put her over his knee to hold her in place. He was relieved he didn’t need to do that again. It was better to get the punishment over with rather than having to take a break in the midst of things.

He stepped back and put his belt back on, watching Sadie as she continued to cry. Her hands gripped the seat as she held herself in position. Her body was tense as she waited for his instructions. It had taken him a while to teach her to stay in position after punishment until told otherwise, and it was gratifying to see she’d retained that lesson.

He didn’t make her wait long. “You may stand up now, Sadie.” She pushed herself up slowly and buried her face in her hands. Her shoulders were rolled forward, and they shook with the force of her tears.

Elijah reached out and pulled her against him. She buried her face in his chest and grabbed fistfuls of his shirt as she cried. Elijah wrapped her in his arms, holding her tight against him.

He reached up a hand and stroked her hair as she started to calm. “Everything’s alright now, Sadie. I forgive you.” She shuddered. “You’re a good girl, Sadie. It’s alright.”

After a moment, Elijah pulled back and led Sadie to her bed. He laid down and held out his arms, unsurprised when she hesitated. He would leave if she requested it, but aftercare was just as important as the punishment itself, and Elijah knew she needed his comfort right now.

She climbed onto the bed, curled up against him, and rested her head on his chest. Elijah wrapped his arms around her and held her until she fell asleep.

* * *

Bright light streamed through the window and turned the back of Sadie’s eyelids bright red. It was impossible to ignore. She opened her eyes and winced. Climbing out of bed jolted the pain in her backside, bringing tears to her eyes.

Elijah had whipped her last night. She almost couldn’t believe it. A part of her had considered running before he could go through with it. A whipping seemed too severe for what she’d done. But she was glad she didn’t run. She hadn’t had truly restful sleep since before he’d broken up with her until last night.

Falling asleep in his arms was too intimate. How were they supposed to keep to a formal arrangement when things like that happened? How was she supposed to face him after last night?

Sadie grabbed some clothes and headed into the bathroom attached to her room. She turned on the water until steam poured out and stepped underneath, relishing the pain as it burned her skin. She angled her body so the water wouldn’t touch her ass or the backs of her thighs. They burned enough on their own.

After a while, she stepped out and wrapped herself in a towel. She walked over to the full-length mirror, dropped the towel, and turned to the side. She clapped a hand over her mouth to keep herself from gasping aloud. Her ass and thighs were badly bruised. Dark splotches in varying shades of purple covered her bottom. Elijah hadn’t gone easy on her. Sadie couldn’t think of a time when she’d been bruised this badly after one of his punishments.

She turned away from the mirror, dried herself off, and dressed. She chose a long-sleeve shirt today and a loose pair of leggings. Heading over to the bed, Sadie picked up her phone off the bedside table and unlocked it.

She had a text from Elijah. Her heart thundered as she opened it and read, ‘Come to my study when you’re up.’

The phone dropped from her hands as she froze. There was no way he was going to punish her again, right? He probably just wanted to check in and make sure she was okay.

Grabbing the phone, Sadie checked the time and felt her stomach drop. It was 10:30 am and Elijah had texted her three hours ago. She groaned and rushed through her morning routine before darting out the door.

She was so engrossed in her worries that she didn’t even notice Jacob until she’d smacked face-first into his chest.

“Whoa, easy there, love,” he said, laughing. He placed his hands on her shoulders to steady her and smiled.

Sadie’s face burned. Had he been here last night? Did he know? The twinkle in Jacob’s eye suggested he knew, but then again, he was always up to some kind of mischief.

“I’m so sorry, Jake!” The nickname slipped out without conscious thought. Sadie mentally berated herself. She was acting too familiar with him.

“No harm done, love. I was just on my way out after visiting my brother.”

“I didn’t realize you were back from your honeymoon already.”

“Well, we were supposed to stay another two weeks, but Christina came down with something and suggested we come home. There was no point in her being sick in Hawaii, right? We’ll go back another time.”

“Oh. I hope she feels better soon.”

“You know, Christina. A few more days and she’ll be right as rain again,” he said. Jacob tightened his hold on her shoulders, his expression turning serious. “Are you alright, love? I hear my brother was rather hard on you last night.”

“Oh God,” Sadie groaned, dropping her head forward to avoid Jacob’s eyes.

“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. None of us can live up to St. Elijah’s expectations all the time,” Jacob comforted her. Sadie glanced up, and he winked.

“Yeah, well, I really messed up. I don’t know why he doesn’t hate me.”

“There are two things I’ve learned about our Elijah over the years. First, he respects honesty above all else. Second, when in doubt, a little groveling goes a long way.” Jacob winked again, clapped his hands on her shoulders, and continued down the hall.

Sadie stayed frozen in the hall, her eyes glistening with tears. He’d said our Elijah, just like he used to, as if Sadie were part of the family again. But it wouldn’t be that easy. If she wanted to be with Elijah again, she’d have to tell him the truth. And that would destroy him.

The sound of the heavy front door closing echoed down the hall, and Sadie urged herself forward. She arrived outside of Elijah’s office and hesitated. She knocked, waiting for his acknowledgment, and went inside.

He was seated behind his desk with his laptop open in front of him. He closed it when she entered and pointed to the chair in front of his desk. Sadie sat down slowly, hissing under her breath as her bruises made contact with the seat.

“Good morning, Sadie. I trust you slept well.”

“Yes, sir,” Sadie said, her eyes trained on the desk. It was made of beautiful hardwood with a clean and smooth finish.

Elijah cleared his throat and said, “I wanted to speak with you this morning. Last night was intense. It’s important to me that you know I didn’t punish you out of anger or a desire to hurt you.”

Sadie’s eyes shot up to meet Elijah’s. His face was pinched with concern, and there were bags under his eyes. “Of course. I know that. You weren’t too hard on me.”

“No?”

“Maybe a little,” Sadie laughed. “But I needed it.”

“I agree.” They shared a smile that teetered dangerously on the edge of flirting.

They felt so close at that moment. Sadie ran with it. “I have today off from the diner.” It was a flimsy olive branch, but she had to try. So far, they’d only spent time together for meals, work, her meetings, and her punishment last night. They used to have so much fun together. She missed that.

Elijah raised his eyebrows as his smile deepened. “Yes, I’m aware. Were you asking about my plans?” Sadie nodded, and he continued, “I have a busy day. The restaurant I acquired recently is opening for a test run in less than two hours.”

Sadie’s heart sank. How had she forgotten that? “That’s right. I’m sorry. I won’t keep you then.”

She stood and went to leave when Elijah called her name. She turned, noting the amusement in his eyes.

“You’re welcome to come along if you wish.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want to be in the way.”

“You won’t be in the way. You will be by my side.”

* * *

Sadie laughed and covered her mouth with her hand as Elijah barked orders at the nervous employees in front of him. It was hilarious watching other people experience his displeasure, especially when they weren’t used to his strict, perfectionist nature.

Elijah cut himself off to give Sadie a death glare and she coughed, smirking. He licked his lips and turned back to the employees, giving instructions in short, clipped tones. He stalked off toward the kitchen, and Sadie approached the frazzled group.

“Hey guys, try not to stress. Elijah’s stressing enough for everyone.” One of the girl’s eyes darted toward the back, and Sadie laughed. “Seriously, his bark is worse than his bite. He’s a good guy, and he just wants to make sure everything goes perfectly. Just focus on the basics. Greet the customers and make them happy, that’s all.”

“But the POS system is down,” Paula, one of the new, younger waitresses, whispered.

“Did you tell Elijah?” Sadie asked, frowning.

“No. I was too nervous,” Paula said.

Sadie grimaced. Elijah would be pissed if he found out about that. “Okay, let’s see if we can fix it ourselves.”

Paula brought Sadie over to the POS system and showed her the problem. Sadie spent the next half an hour on the phone with the customer support team. They managed to solve the issue. Paula immediately grabbed her and brought her to the large promotional poster outside, which was barely hanging on by a thread from the awning over the restaurant.

Sadie sighed and shouted for someone to get her a ladder. She climbed up and reattached the poster, then spent the rest of the grand opening putting out similar fires. By the time the restaurant was closed, she felt exhausted and accomplished.

She and Elijah sat at an empty table, sharing a quick meal as the servers hurried around them, cleaning up from a busy evening. Elijah gazed at her with warmth, and Sadie squirmed in her seat, feeling unusually pleased with herself.

“You did an excellent job tonight. You were confident and self-assured. I couldn’t have done this without you.”

The words danced between them and sewed themselves into Sadie’s mind. “Thank you. I’m glad I could help. I had a really good time.”

“You are one of the strongest women I’ve ever met, Sadie. The way you took over when problems arose was admirable.”

“You taught me how to be the best version of myself.”

“And it appears you continue to teach me how to be a better man.”

Sadie’s mouth popped open. Elijah leaned forward and kissed her, his movements gentle and tender. Sadie kissed him back more forcefully, eager to taste him again. To feel like she belonged again.

They lost themselves in each other and forgot about the people cleaning up around them. The sounds of dishes clattering in the kitchen faded away until all Sadie could hear was her blood roaring in her ears, demanding more.

“Well, now, that’s the spirit!” A familiar voice spoke. Sadie and Elijah broke apart and stared at Jacob, who stood next to their table, clapping.

“Jacob.” Elijah’s voice was low with warning, but his little brother grinned and clapped Elijah on the shoulder.

“What? I told you I’d stop by to see how your big night went. Clearly, it was a success.” The mirthful look in Jacob’s eyes made Sadie blush. He was going to tease them about this for weeks.

Sadie turned to Elijah and said, “Maybe we should head home and let the staff finish up here. It’s getting late.”

“Oh yes, head on home, then. I’m sure you both will think of something fun to do there.” Jacob roared with laughter as Elijah stood up and took a step toward him. Jacob held up his hands and said, “Very well, I’ll leave you both to it, then.”

He winked at Sadie and left, still chuckling. Sadie’s face burned, but she laughed. She’d missed Jacob’s antics. Elijah held his hand to her and led her to his car. They were quiet on the drive home as unspoken tension buzzed between them.

They made it into the house and Elijah slammed the door shut, then pushed Sadie against it. She groaned as he wrapped his hand around her throat and kissed her hard. She reached out, grazing his shoulder, and he grasped her wrist in his other hand.

Elijah pulled back and led Sadie into her room, kicking the door shut behind him. He threw her on the bed, and she giggled. The force of it had surprised her, and it only increased her excitement to see him loosen the iron grip on self-control he normally maintained.

He climbed on top of her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. He hovered above her mouth for a moment and said, “Are you sure?”

“For the love of God, Elijah. Please fuck me.”

The look in his eyes instantly darkened and he took her mouth with his again. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them on either side of his head as he moved his mouth down to her neck, sucking on the spot that had always sent her crazy.

She writhed beneath him, panting. “Elijah, I’m not kidding. I don’t need much foreplay today–”

“Sadie Irene, be quiet,” he growled. She shivered and ground her hips against him as he brought his mouth lower and paid attention to her nipples.

Suddenly, he sat back and began removing his clothes. Sadie took the hint and tossed her’s aside. Elijah looked around the room for a minute, then grinned at Sadie. “Do you trust me?” he asked.

“Always.”

Elijah reached down and removed his belt from his pants. Sadie’s heart raced, and her skin became slick from sweat. “Turn over,” he ordered and Sadie didn’t hesitate.

His hand caressed the bruises on her ass and thighs. She flinched and moaned at his touch as the pain morphed with her desire, becoming an indescribable sensation of need.

“Put your hands behind your back.” Sadie did as she was told, and Elijah restrained them in the small of her back with his belt.

He pushed a finger inside of her and she wriggled, desperate for more. A moment later, she felt him at her entrance and sighed in relief as he entered her. He started slowly, ramping up the intensity after a moment. Sadie squirmed underneath him, strained against his belt, and panted hard.

“Please, Elijah,” she whimpered.

“Please, what?” His movements slowed as her arousal built, teasing her. She tried to push back against him but he held her down, clicking his tongue.

“Please touch me,” she said, her voice breathy.

“I am touching you,” he said. She could hear the devious smirk in his voice. “Unless there is somewhere specific you were hoping to be touched?”

Sadie groaned and writhed underneath him, but it was no use. He held her in place effortlessly, buried deep inside of her, setting her nerves on fire.

“Please… my clit… Elijah,” she whined, her tone desperate and needy.

“Oh, I see. You were hoping I would allow you to cum tonight.”

Sadie froze. “Elijah?”

He chuckled above her. “You are not to cum without my permission, Sadie Irene. I don’t believe I’ve given you permission. Yet.”

Before she could respond, he grabbed her hips, lifted her up, and fucked her. Sadie cried out and squirmed in his grasp, desperate to get some pressure on her most sensitive spot. He ignored her cries and pleas, fucking her until he found his release.

Afterward, he lowered her hips back onto the bed and slid out. He kneeled behind her and panted while she writhed madly in front of him, begging senselessly for release. After a moment, Elijah released her hands and flipped her back onto her front.

Her hands shot down, but Elijah caught them and pinned them against the bed. He placed a gentle kiss on her mouth and smiled as she fought against him.

“My sweet, Sadie. You know what you need to say to get what you want.”

She groaned, but didn’t resist. “Please make me cum, sir. Please. I’m begging you.”

“Good girl.” He kissed her again. “You will keep your hands behind your head. If you move them, I will spank you, and you will not be allowed to cum today. Do you understand?”

Sadie moaned. It felt like she was going to explode. “Yes, sir. I understand. Please, sir. Please.”

Elijah released her hands, and Sadie stuffed them behind her head as quickly as she could. Elijah’s warm breath ghosted over her clit, nearly sending her over the edge. “You will not come until I say.” He warned her. She nodded, her entire body vibrating.

His tongue swirled around her clit, and she yelled, nearly losing control. Elijah’s strong hands grabbed her hips and held her in place while he gently licked and sucked her most sensitive spot.

Sadie screamed, thrashing underneath him. “Please! Please let me cum, sir. Please. I don’t want to disobey you, but I don’t think I can stop it. Please, please, please…”

“You may cum now.”

The world around her fractured as pleasure spiked through her exhausted body. She groaned, thrashing underneath Elijah’s hands as he held her firmly in place. Her hands slipped out from behind her head and wrapped themselves in Elijah’s hair, holding his head in the perfect spot while her orgasm ripped through her body.

When it was finally over, she lay still, panting and covered in a thick sheen of sweat. She looked down to see Elijah grinning at her with her hands still twisted in his hair. She released his hair immediately and laughed.

“Elijah–ah!” He flipped her over and gave her several sharp swats.

“I told you to keep your hands behind your head, Sadie.”

“Yes, sir. Sorry.” She didn’t sound very sorry, even to her own ears. Elijah chuckled and delivered a few more swats, then flipped her over again.

She grinned up at him, in a state of total relaxation. Elijah laid down beside her and she curled up against his chest, sighing. They laid in each other’s arms for a while, relishing the moment.

After a while, Elijah stood and held out his hand. “I believe we could both use a shower,” he said, eyes sparkling.


Chapter Six

Elijah panted and brought a towel up to his head to wipe away the excess sweat. He loved everything about working out except for the sweat. He hated to feel unclean, but the soothing ache he achieved in his muscles was worth the minor irritation.

Jacob sat down on the bench beside him and grinned. “Well, that was an invigorating spar! It seemed as though you needed to release some tension, brother. Which, I found rather odd, since I assumed you relieved plenty of tension with Sadie last night.”

Elijah turned and gave Jacob a sharp look. His brother laughed and bumped his shoulder jovially. “Watch it, brother.”

“Come on, then. Tell me all about it. Are you and Sadie together again?”

“I don’t know,” Elijah sighed. He turned to his brother and confided, “I want to try to make things work with her again. But she still hasn’t opened up about what happened last year.”

Jacob frowned and nodded. “Have you asked her recently?” Elijah shook his head, deep in thought. “Perhaps it’s time for a chat. I always thought it odd that Sadie lied to you. It’s unlike her.”

“I agree. Which makes me more nervous. What could possibly be so bad that she would continue to lie to me, even after all this time? Despite our relationship ending?”

“Perhaps it’s not as bad as it seems. Sadie is a stubborn girl. Once she lied, she might not have been willing to talk about it. It could be something very minor.”

“I highly doubt that, Jacob.”

“Had she ever lied to you before?”

“No.”

“Well, then you don’t know how she would react in a situation like that, right? Perhaps she was embarrassed.”

“If only it were that simple.” Elijah hung his head in his hands. Jacob placed a hand on his brother’s back and patted him a few times.

“There’s only one way to find out, brother. I imagine you resumed your role as her Dom once she moved back in, yes? Order her to tell you.”

Elijah raised his head and gave Jacob a conflicted look. “But if she refuses, there is no coming back from that.”

Jacob sighed and said, “At least then you’d know it was over.”

* * *

“That was hilarious! I can’t believe you took me to see that,” Sadie laughed as she walked down the street with Elijah. They’d had an amazing day together. He’d surprised her with a picnic in the park for lunch and taken her to a movie afterward.

They were heading home now, and the world had that mystical feeling it always obtained when the sun sank below the horizon, but it hadn’t truly darkened yet. She loved this twilight time when only the moon and a few stars were visible.

“I’m glad you had a nice time,” Elijah said. He smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. He had seemed distracted all day, and Sadie was growing concerned. She felt closer to him than ever after the events of the last couple of weeks, and especially after the last few days.

They arrived at the car, and Elijah held her door open for her, as always. She slid into the car and yawned. On the drive home, they held hands like they used to and Sadie’s heart surged with joy. Maybe things could really work out this time.

When they arrived home, Elijah brought them into the kitchen. He poured them each a glass of sparkling cider, and they moved into the living room. He lit the fireplace, and they sat on the couch together.

Elijah stared into the fire, unmoving and lost in thought. Sadie set her glass down on the table in front of her and pressed her hand against his arm. He turned to look at her, and she asked, “Is everything okay?”

“Sadie, I have enjoyed our time together over the last couple of weeks. I believe you have as well.” Sadie nodded, but her throat closed up and her heart began pounding. This didn’t sound good. “I’m interested in pursuing a relationship with you again. But we must clear up our issues from the past first.”

“Elijah–”

“Let me finish, please. When we ended our relationship, I was quite distraught. It isn’t in your nature to be deceitful, especially to me. Even then, I knew it had to be something serious for you to maintain your silence. But, if our relationship has a chance at succeeding, I need you to be honest with me. I will not judge you, and I will not punish you for maintaining your silence.” Sadie swallowed. He continued, “Please, tell me the truth. Was it something to do with drugs? Did that start back then?”

“I wish it were that simple,” Sadie muttered. Elijah raised his eyebrows. She took her hand off his arm and sighed. “I want to tell you the truth. I really do. But I don’t want to hurt you.”

Elijah cupped her cheek and stared into her eyes. The intensity of his gaze burned through her, leaving her cold and nervous. “Lies are a plague. Their infection ruined us. The truth will set us free.”

Sadie’s eyes welled with tears. She nodded and stood. Her feet carried her across the room and she started pacing as she finally revealed the dark truth she’d been holding inside all this time.

“You remember my friend, Marie?”

“The one who had the birthday party.”

“Yes, except there was no birthday party.” Sadie paused, watching for Elijah’s reaction. He simply nodded, and she rushed to continue, “I told you she had a birthday party because I needed time alone with her, and I couldn’t tell anyone why.”

Sadie began picking at her fingers again and chewing on her bottom lip. Elijah prompted her gently, “Please continue.”

“Marie was in a relationship with an older man. He gave her a lot of money and bought her nice things. But he was mean to her. He beat her. And he’s a well-known guy. He threatened her and said he would ruin her career if she tried to leave him. She worked so hard to become a journalist. She was terrified.”

Her pacing intensified. “She finally broke down one night and told me everything. She showed me a ton of texts where he threatened her. I helped her pack up her things while he was at a function that night and drove her to the airport. She’s with her mom in Texas now.”

“But why wouldn’t you just tell me this?” Elijah asked, mystified.

“I knew you’d want to know who she was dating. And I couldn’t tell you that. I still don’t want to tell you.” Sadie wrung her hands and begged, “Please, can’t this just be enough?”

Elijah stood and approached her, his eyes flickering between hers. “No, this is not enough. You will tell me the full story, Sadie Irene. That is an order.”

Sadie swallowed as her knees threatened to buckle. She swiped away an errant tear and blurted, “It was your dad. That’s why I couldn’t tell you. He was having an affair with Marie. I know how much you look up to him–”

“Stop.” Elijah held up a hand, his face contorted with fury. Sadie froze. The room seemed to spin as she waited, her lungs bursting. “My father has been married to my mother, quite happily, for over thirty years. He is a hard man, but he would never hurt a woman like that.”

“Elijah–”

“Quiet,” he snapped. Sadie’s mouth clamped shut as her worst fear came to life. She knew how deeply Elijah valued familial bonds. Despite the way their father had treated Elijah and Jacob growing up, Elijah still held a deep respect for his father. She knew this was a mistake. She should have made something else up.

Panicked, Sadie desperately tried to salvage the situation. “This is why I didn’t want to say anything! But I’m telling you the truth. Please believe me.”

Elijah turned away from her. His shoulders were set in a rigid line as he spoke, “I would understand if you had said you weren’t ready to divulge the truth to me yet, if you had asked for more time. But to make up such abhorrent lies is unforgivable. I want you out of my home within the week. Go to your room. Now.”

Sobs rose in Sadie’s throat. Humiliated, she turned and fled from the room.

* * *

“This is a disaster. I can’t believe she would say something like that. It was an outrageous accusation!” Elijah raged, pacing around Jacob’s living room. Christina was upstairs, still recovering from whatever illness she’d come down with, while Jacob tried to console his brother in the living room.

“Brother, I know this will sound strange coming from me, but I’d like to recommend some restraint here.”

“Restraint? I think I showed significant restraint!”

“Why’s that? Because you didn’t hit her?”

Elijah glared at Jacob and raised a finger at him. “I am not in the mood for games, Jacob.”

Jacob stepped closer to his brother and swatted his finger out of the air. “Neither am I, brother. I should be tending to my sick wife. Instead, I am desperately trying to help you remove your head from your ass.”

Elijah’s jaw dropped. “Excuse me?”

“You see the world in black and white, brother. People are either good or bad, honest or deceitful. Our father–”

“Our father is a good man!”

“Our father is a perfectionist like you who beat us when we disobeyed him!” Jacob stepped closer, his face inches away from Elijah’s, who stared at his brother in shock. “He is a charitable man, yes. But he was also absent, forcing you to take on the role of father while he and mother ignored you and loathed me. He had unrealistic expectations that we could never meet, and he punished us brutally when we inevitably failed to achieve the goals he set for us.”

Elijah stepped away from Jacob and scrubbed a hand over his face. He dropped heavily onto the loveseat and sighed. “You think it’s possible he did what she said?”

“I actually think it’s quite likely. She should have come to me first. But she didn’t want to hurt your feelings. Which is why she kept this secret from you in the first place.”

“You believe she wished to protect me?”

“Brother, you are incredibly intelligent. And very dense. Of course, she wanted to protect you. Your worldview is very fragile, Elijah. That includes your view of our father. She didn’t want to shatter your image of him.”

Elijah placed his head in his hands and blinked back the tears pressing against his eyes. He dug his palms into his eyes, then stood back up. “I need to know the truth,” he said.

“Then we shall figure it out. Let me get dear old dad on the phone,” Jacob said, pulling out his phone and looking up their father’s contact.

“Wait!” Elijah reached forward and snatched the phone out of Jacob’s hands. His little brother gave him a severe look.

“You seriously overestimate my patience, brother.”

“I feel like a child, Jacob. How can I ask our father if he did such a terrible thing?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll do it.” Jacob snatched the phone back, pressed call, and held it up to his ear. Elijah moved forward, intending to grab the phone again, but Jacob dodged him and held up a hand in warning.

Elijah could barely hear the ringing over his own heartbeat. He couldn’t believe this was happening. After a moment, Jacob nodded at him and spoke into the phone, “Father! How are you on this lovely evening?”

Elijah blew out a breath and clenched his jaw. Jacob shrugged and listened to their father for a while. Eventually, he took the phone away from his ear, pressed the speaker button, and said, “I actually have something rather sensitive to ask you. Last year, were you having an affair with a woman named Marie?”

The phone went silent, and the tension in the room spiked unbearably. Elijah squeezed his eyes shut and pinched the bridge of his nose. He shouldn’t have involved Jacob. His little brother had zero tact.

“Why would you ask me such a thing?” Their father answered after a long pause.

“So, that’s a yes, then?” Jacob asked, his hand trembling. “See, Elijah ran into his old girlfriend, Sadie. You remember her, yes? Supposedly, last year, she helped Marie escape an abusive relationship with you. Is that true?”

“Son, you have no right to ask me something like that. I suggest you tell Elijah’s whore to keep her mouth shut.”

Elijah surged forward and ripped the phone out of Jacob’s hand. “Don’t ever call her that,” he snarled.

His father sighed. “Listen, son, Sadie was never a good option for you. She comes from a family of low-class laborers. A Sewell simply can’t marry trailer trash. It wouldn’t just impact your reputation, but mine and your mother’s as well.”

“How dare you–” Elijah began, spitting with rage.

Jacob stepped forward and pried the phone from Elijah’s grip. “Father, just answer the question. Please.”

“I was never in a relationship with that girl.”

“Marcus, what’s going on?”

“It’s the boys, Lena. Don’t worry about it.”

“I heard yelling–”

“Mother!” Jacob called jovially. “Wonderful! Perhaps you can clear up this mess for us. Elijah has recently reconnected with his ex-girlfriend, Sadie. I’m sure you remember her. She told him an interesting story about an affair father supposedly had last year. Is that the truth?”

Muffled whispering came through the phone, and Elijah spasmed, but Jacob held up a hand to caution him. After a moment, their mother spoke, “No, your father didn’t have an affair.” She sighed and continued, “Listen, love, your father and I agreed that it was best if Sadie and Elijah’s relationship ended–”

“What gave you that right?” Elijah demanded.

“We are your parents! We are the reason you are a successful businessman rather than some lowlife working for minimum wage like your little girlfriend!” His father’s voice bellowed over the line.

“Please. We just want to know what happened,” Jacob spoke softly, the unlikely voice of reason in this storm.

“Your father and I discussed the situation,” their mother said, “and we agreed it would be best if the relationship didn’t continue. Your father contacted Marie and paid her a significant amount of money to present that story to Sadie and move to Texas with her mother. We expected Sadie to tell Elijah everything. We assumed he would set her straight about our family’s values, and the relationship would end. Had he come to us, we would have encouraged him to end the relationship. I never expected her to hide it from him, but it worked out for the best.”

“I cannot believe this,” Elijah muttered.

“Elijah, your father and I–”

“Are manipulative people who destroyed a woman’s life! Do you have any idea what became of her after our relationship ended?”

“She became exactly what she was meant to, and you should take heed of the path her life took without you. Because that is who she truly is, son.”

Elijah looked at Jacob with wide, wild eyes, completely broken. Jacob nodded and said, “Well, thanks for clearing that up. Have a pleasant evening. We will be busy cleaning up your mess.” The venom in his voice was impressive as he jabbed the button to end the call and stuffed the phone in his pocket.

Jacob jolted forward and placed his hands on Elijah’s shoulders. “Steady, Elijah. We can fix this–”

“I yelled at her, Jacob. I called her a liar and told her to leave. She will never forgive me.” Elijah turned and sat heavily on the couch. Jacob sat beside him and put his hand on his shoulder. The firepit crackled as Elijah stared across the living room, his eyes unfocused. “I let her in. I don’t let people in,” he said, his voice shaking. “ I’ve spent my entire life taking care of others, helping you reign in your anger, being a mediator between you and father. Outside of you, brother, she is all I have.”

“Elijah–”

“Yes, I have my investments and I quite enjoy my work. But they are meaningless compared to the people I love.”

“We will fix this, brother,” Jacob said quietly. “You will go to her and apologize. Wait here for a moment. I need to tell Christina that I’m going out.”

“You’re coming with me?”

“Always, brother.”

* * *

Less than an hour later, they pulled up to Elijah’s house. Elijah jumped out of Jacob’s car and ran into the house with his brother close behind. He ran to Sadie’s room and flung open the door.

Her room was deserted. All of her belongings were gone and there was no sign of her. Elijah looked around the room and dropped onto the bed. Jacob approached him and sat heavily beside him.

“Elijah–”

“Not now, Jake.” Tears streamed down Elijah’s face as Jacob patted his shoulder.

“We should try to call her, brother.”

“She hates me.”

“I doubt that. But we should hurry. She has very little money and nowhere to go. She could be in danger.”

Elijah smacked his hand against his forehead. How could he have been so selfish, wallowing in self-pity, when Sadie could be wandering the streets alone in the middle of the night?

“You’re right.” Elijah pulled out his phone and tried to call Sadie, but she didn’t answer. Jacob tried from his phone next, with the same result. “What should we do?”

“Go looking for her, I suppose. Any idea where she might be?”

“I worry she might have contacted one of her friends from the club, but I don’t know any of their phone numbers or addresses.”

“Leave it to me, brother.”

Jacob got on the phone and started contacting some of his less reputable friends, asking if anyone had seen Sadie and if they’d keep an eye out for her. Elijah sat on the bed, feeling completely useless. He had no idea where Sadie would have gone. He didn’t even know where to begin looking for her. She could be anywhere. And if she got hurt, he would never forgive himself.

“You saw her?” Jacob snapped his fingers, getting Elijah’s attention. “When?” Elijah stood and waited by Jacob’s side, his body trembling. “Excellent. Thanks, Derek. I owe you one.”

“Who was that?”

“An old mate from college. He said Sadie arrived at a party an hour ago with Krysta. They’re still there now. He said he’ll keep an eye on them until we arrive, but we need to go right now.”

“I’ll drive.”


Chapter Seven

Sadie lost herself in the music. It was familiar. The drugs were working their way through her system, gluing together all the broken pieces until she barely noticed them anymore.

She moved against Krysta, dancing to the beat of whatever techno song was playing. Lights flashed from the ceiling, and she drank them in, letting them fill her up until she was as weightless as they were.

Everything was perfect in that moment. She forgot about her horrible argument with Elijah. All that mattered was the alcohol in her veins and the music vibrating under her skin.

“Sadie. Hey, look at me,” Krysta grabbed Sadie’s shoulders and shook her until her eyes focused. “Elijah is here.”

“What? Where?” Sadie glanced around the room. Her heart raced as she spotted him and Jacob talking to a man by the door, who pointed in their direction. “Fuck,” Sadie hissed.

She turned and fled from the room, bursting into the kitchen where other party-goers laughed as she sprinted past them and out the back door. Sadie laughed as she began running down the street. She felt so free, as if she were flying down the pavement.

“Sadie Irene, stop!”

Elijah’s voice echoed in her head until it became distorted, like a horrible game of telephone her mind was playing with itself. She continued running, though the laughter had died in her throat.

Her heart pounded and her body was covered in sweat. She didn’t see the tiny pebble in the pitch black and it sent her flying. Time seemed to slow down until she hit the pavement and the pain woke her up.

“Damn it! Sadie!”

She was surrounded in an instant. Elijah’s hands grabbed her shoulder while Jacob hovered behind him, their shouts distant and grainy to her ears.

Elijah rolled her over and Sadie frowned at him. “Why did you crash the party? I was having fun. Go away.”

Jacob gave her a severe look, and she pouted at him. He was usually on her side. Elijah’s hands grabbed her face and forced her to look at him. “What did you take, Sadie? Tell me.”

“None of your business,” she said, sticking out her tongue at him childishly. He growled and began digging through her handbag, as if looking for evidence. She laughed and said, “Sorry, but I don’t have any pills for you to throw away this time.”

“What?” Jacob demanded, his gaze flickering between them.

“Not now, Jacob! She’s out of her mind.” Elijah barked. He set down her handbag and inspected the scraps on her hands and knees. She let him. “They’re not deep. We can take care of her at home. Get the car, Jacob. Now!”

Jacob began jogging back toward the house while Elijah helped Sadie sit up. Sadie stared at him as the reality of the situation began to sink in. “Elijah? What are you doing here?”

Elijah’s eyes darkened, and she shrank back. “Sadie Irene, if you want any chance of reconciliation with me, you will be honest. What did you take tonight?”

“Just vodka. And Adderall.”

“Anything else?” His voice was sharp, and Sadie’s eyes filled with tears.

“No, sir,” she whispered. Elijah nodded and pulled her into a tight embrace. She cried against his shoulder, hopelessly confused. “Why are you here? I thought you hated me.”

“I spoke to my parents tonight. They informed me of what happened.”

“You believe me?”

“It’s more complicated than that, Sadie. But yes, I know you weren’t lying to me earlier.” Elijah pushed Sadie away with gentle hands. She was shocked to see tears on his face. He swallowed hard and said, “I am so sorry, Sadie. The way I spoke to you earlier was inexcusable. Can you ever forgive me?” Her mouth popped open and she stared at Elijah silently. His face creased as he said, “Please, Sadie. I’m so sorry. I will make it up to you, if you allow it.”

Jacob pulled over with the car and jumped out. “Do you need help getting her in, brother?”

“No, I’ve got her.” Elijah stood and swept Sadie into his arms. She curled against his chest and pressed her ear against his chest, listening to the wild beat of his heart.

Elijah slid her into the car, buckled her seatbelt, and climbed in beside her. Jacob got into the diver’s seat and pulled off. Sadie felt like she was in a dream as they pulled up to Elijah’s house. She hadn’t thought she’d ever see it again.

He helped her inside and brought her into the living room. Jacob brought her a blanket, and then the three of them sat. The brothers explained the phone call with their parents and a massive headache began behind Sadie’s eyes.

After they’d explained what their parents said, Elijah turned to her and said, “Would you like to call Marie to confirm this?”

“No, sir,” she whispered. Marie had stopped talking to her very shortly after she’d moved. It had killed Sadie at the time, losing Marie right as she lost Elijah. Her parents had died when she was barely eighteen, and then she’d lost the only people left in the world that she considered family. It had broken her, and she’d never understood why Marie never answered her calls or texts after that.

“I think you should lie down, love. It’s been a trying night.” Jacob leaned forward and placed a hand on her knee. He was concerned, and Sadie couldn’t blame him. She probably looked like a coked-out zombie.

“I need vodka,” she croaked, her throat aching.

“Absolutely not,” Elijah said, just as Jacob said,

“Coming right up.” The brothers stared at each other for a moment. “Brother, she’s had an awful night–”

“And resorting to addictive behaviors will not help the situation.” Elijah turned to Sadie and softened his tone, “You need rest and water. I’ll take you to your room.”

“I can stay?”

“Do you want to stay?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. I want you here.” Elijah stood and turned to Jacob. Jacob stood and they embraced for a moment. “Thank you for everything you did tonight, brother. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

“Likely crashed and burned,” Jacob joked as he pulled back. Elijah sighed and Jacob clapped his shoulder. “I’ll be off, then. Call me tomorrow.”

As Jacob left, Elijah helped Sadie to her feet and brought her to her room. He helped her undress and gave her a bottle of water, which she chugged greedily. It helped the headache a little. They climbed into bed together, and Elijah held Sadie tightly as she drifted off.

* * *

Elijah pulled out Sadie’s chair for her before moving to his own. They sat together and ate, the tension between them palpable. It had been three days since that awful night. Three long days since he’d been able to meet her eyes. She said she forgave him, and Elijah was sure she meant it, but he wasn’t sure he could forgive himself for not believing her.

“Will you be working at the diner today?” He asked, desperate to regain the connection they’d been building.

Sadie shrugged and sighed. “I’d rather talk.”

“Of course. About what?”

Sadie raised her eyebrows at him, and Elijah looked up at her, giving her his complete attention.

“Elijah, it feels like you’re still mad at me.”

“I’m sorry, Sadie. I’m not angry with you. What can I do to reassure you?”

Sadie groaned. “There’s nothing in particular. It’s just that you’ve been treating me like I’m made of glass or something. You haven’t been bossy at all.”

Elijah smirked. “You want me to be more bossy?”

“Be serious, Elijah,” Sadie snapped, surprising him. “You know what I mean. Even though we agreed to work things out, you’ve been distant.”

“That hasn’t been my intention. We have spent most of our time together the past few days.”

“Yeah, which has been nice, but…” Sadie trailed off and bit her lip.

“What?” Elijah asked. He couldn’t imagine what he’d done to upset her since her secret had come out.

“But we never talked about the fact that I broke the rules. I got drunk and took a bunch of Adderall.”

Elijah leaned back in his seat. He hadn’t expected that. “I see,” he said. “I was under the impression that we would overlook your indiscretion, considering the situation.”

“I don’t want it to be overlooked. I want you to care enough to punish me for it.”

Sadie’s eyes burned as she gripped the edge of the table. There was a challenge in her voice, and Elijah felt himself bristle.

“Are you suggesting that I do not care about you enough to punish you?”

“That’s what it feels like.”

The clattering of Elijah’s silverware hitting the table rang through the silent room. He pushed his chair back from the table and stood. “I see. How unobservant of me. Come.”

He held out a hand, noting Sadie’s squirming with satisfaction. “Well, I didn’t mean it had to happen right now–”

“I cannot allow you to feel as though I don’t care for you. Not even for a single second longer. Get up.” The growl in his voice startled her, and she stood without further protest. Her palm was damp and trembling as she placed it in his hand.

Elijah led her to his study and pointed to the chair. She sat. He felt her eyes following him as he went around the room and closed the blinds. After a moment, he sat on the edge of the desk in front of her.

“Look at me.” Once she met his eyes, Elijah said, “Tell me why you think I should punish you.”

Sadie huffed out a breath and rolled her eyes. Elijah reached forward and smacked the back of her head. It wasn’t particularly hard, but the sound echoed through the room and her eyes widened with shock. He’d only done that a few times in their past and never since they’d reconnected. But it was an excellent way to get her attention and make her drop her attitude. It always worked on Jacob.

“I- Because I took drugs and got drunk.”

“Yes. What would convince you I care the most? Should I whip you again?” Sadie’s eyes widened. She bit her lip and shook her head. “Do you believe you are the dominant in this relationship, Sadie?”

Sadie took in a sharp breath and gripped the armrests tightly. “No, sir.”

“Really? Because I don’t remember giving you permission to decide when you deserve to be punished.”

Sadie sat back, her face flushing. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them and leaned forward. “That’s not what I was trying to do. I swear. It just seemed like something we needed to address–”

“And rather than bring it up to me reasonably, you chose to be disrespectful.”

Elijah watched the rapid rise and fall of Sadie’s chest with satisfaction. He was clearly making his point. She scooted to the edge of her seat and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that way.”

“You should have raised this concern with me in a more respectful manner. I would have informed you that I had no intention of punishing you for the decisions you made while in a highly charged emotional state. An emotional state that I take responsibility for. However, it seems you could use some discipline and a reminder of who is in charge.”

Sadie’s lips parted, and she stared at him with wide eyes. Elijah leaned down and cupped her face, placing a kiss on her forehead. He leaned back, grinning as her blush intensified.

“Stand up, Sadie.” She did as she was told and Elijah took the seat she’d vacated. He gestured to his lap and helped guide her over his knees. “Remind me. Who decides when you are punished?”

“You do, sir.”

“Excellent.” Elijah tugged on the waistband of her leggings and panties, pulling them down to her knees. He began spanking her without another word. The sound reverberated throughout the room as he concentrated on turning her skin from pale to a gorgeous dusty pink.

She started to squirm over his lap as the pain deepened. Her feet began to kick and Elijah placed a restraining hand on her lower back. After some time, the pinkish color began to turn red and Sadie cried out, “Elijah, please. I’m sorry.”

He paused and rubbed her bottom in slow, soothing circles. She melted under his touch. “Sadie, I don’t want any more misunderstandings between us. We must be honest with each other. Always. Do you agree?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good.” He started spanking her again then and she yelped. After a few more minutes, he stopped and said, “You’re going to spend some time in the corner now.”

She groaned, but didn’t protest as Elijah helped her up and brought her over to a corner of the room. Elijah left her there while he went to the bedroom they were now sharing. He attached restraints to the corners of the bedframe before returning for his sub.

He stood inside the room for a moment, taking in her red bottom and beautiful form with a smile. “Sadie, come with me.”

She turned and kicked off the pants and panties that were still wrapped around her ankles. Heat rose in her cheeks as they entered the bedroom and her eyes rolled over the bed. Elijah led her forward and paused in front of the bed. Placing his hand on the back of her neck, he kissed her deeply while she trembled under his touch.

He helped her undress, then guided her onto the bed. His hands ghosted over her skin as he tightened the restraints around her wrists and ankles. She stared at him with wide, unfocused eyes. It gave him extreme pleasure to see her fall so easily into subspace so quickly.

There wasn’t a need for words. Elijah took his time moving his lips over her body, kissing her forehead, then her lips, then her neck. He trailed down, cupping her breasts with his hands as her body quaked underneath him.

She came apart so easily under his hands. All it took was a soft touch, the absence of autonomy, and the warmth of his breath over her sex to send her into a whimpering state.

Elijah didn’t make her wait long today. He got undressed and entered her slowly, relishing the feel of her heat around him. Her muscles clenched, nearly sending him over the edge as he seated himself deep within her.

“Elijah…,” she breathed, her eyes fluttering closed. He leaned on one hand, using his other to cup her face as he leaned forward to kiss her again.

“I love you, Sadie Irene. You know that. Yes?”

“Yes, sir.” She opened her eyes again, smiling. “I love you, too.”


Epilogue

Six Months Later…

“Is it just me or are they acting like children?” Christina whispered, her head angled close to Sadie’s.

Sadie grinned and said, “I know what you mean.”

“Brother, I’m warning you, if you do that again…” Elijah’s warning went unheeded as Jacob dramatically dropped the paintbrush into the pan, splattering his brother’s pants with flecks of pastel green paint.

“I apologize, brother. Perhaps, if you had brought the right shade of paint, it would be on the wall instead of on your clothes.”

“Well, brother, perhaps if you’d given me the correct sample—”

“I gave you the right sample!”

“You most certainly did not, Jacob.”

“Are you calling me a liar, brother?”

“I will be generous enough to assume it was an innocent mistake.”

“Much like the outfit you’re currently wearing. Have you forgotten how to dress when a suit isn’t appropriate?” Jacob teased, grinning broadly.

Elijah made a move toward Jacob, and Christina stood, fixing the brothers with a stern look. “I swear, if you two get into an actual fight in this nursery, I will kick both of your asses. Either take it outside or get back to work.”

Sadie giggled madly as the brothers exchanged looks. “Sorry, love,” Jacob said, his eyes sparkling.

“The paint is fine, Jacob. We need to get this done!”

“Of course, love.” Jacob smirked at Elijah and went back to painting the wall.

Christina turned to Elijah next and pointed a finger at him. “And you had better finish putting that antique of a crib together, Elijah.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Elijah teased, inclining his head. Christina glared at him while Sadie laughed under her breath, pressing a hand against her mouth. Christina let out a breath and sat heavily on the loveseat next to Sadie, one hand resting on her impressive baby bump.

“I can’t believe these two,” she muttered, but she grinned at Sadie when they weren’t looking.

“I can’t believe you’re going to be a mom in a few weeks!” Sadie sighed, her gaze floating around the room wistfully.

“I can’t believe my baby cut my honeymoon to Hawaii two weeks short,” Christina said, sighing.

“And I cannot believe that my brother couldn’t even find the right shade of paint—” Jacob laughed uproariously as Elijah lunged for him.

“That’s it! Out! I swear, Jacob Michael, I am going to kill you if we don’t finish this nursery today. Shoo! Sadie and I will do it ourselves. Out!” Christina stood and grabbed Jacob’s arm, then began towing him out of the room.

“Come on, love. We’re just having a bit of fun.”

“You’re giving me an aneurysm.”

“I think that’s just the hormones, love.”

“Jacob!” Christina swatted at him, and Jacob dodged her hand, laughing.

“Perhaps we should take a break,” Elijah said, wiping the sweat off his brow. His eyes found Sadie’s and his grin softened. She blushed under his gaze and cleared her throat.

“I made wraps for lunch. Maybe we should eat,” Sadie said, standing. The group headed downstairs. Elijah stopped Sadie before the kitchen and kissed her deeply. “What was that for?” she asked, breathless.

“For being everything I had hoped to find in a partner, and more.”

Sadie blushed, her skin trilling. Every time he had something so beautiful, it replaced one of the awful memories in her mind. Her Pandora’s Box was slowly emptying, becoming replaced by a memory box she would cherish instead.

“I love you, Elijah.”

The End.


Do You Want More?

Read Jacob and Christina’s story: Fighter

Sign up for my newsletter for deleted scenes and new releases: Here

Check out my Facebook page to stay up-to-date on the latest news: Here

Thank you for reading!

Please leave a rating & review if you can!
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