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Working him, I try to remember . . .
He’s only a man. A man who stole my company. A man who’s married to my best 

friend. A man who might shove me to my death the moment he decides he’s done with 
my body.

I get to my knees and place a blush-colored kiss to the tip of his penis.
He captures my chin, forces me to look up into his eyes. “I’m going to shut you up, 

Delilah.”
Opening my mouth, I let him.
He grips my hair, pulling me forward and backward as he fucks my mouth. He’s 

ruthless in everything he does, so this shouldn’t startle me.
But it does. When I gag, he ventures deeper. When I push against him to ask for 

gentleness, he thrusts harder. And when he withdraws, his cock so stiff and now slick 
with my saliva, I thank him by sucking his sac into my mouth and extracting his 
pleasured groan.

The sound tightens my nipples, and I’m on my knees wet for him.
Then he pulls me up, presses me to the window again, and I wonder if anyone can 

see my tangled hair and bare ass.
Can they see Forbes-featured Joshua Drake sinking down to my level as he sinks 

himself into me?
“You on something?” he asks, almost as an afterthought, and he barely 

acknowledges my nod as he slides a pair of fingers into me and tries for three. The 
resistance presents a challenge, and he takes me to the sofa to conquer that challenge.

Manipulating my clit with his tongue, he proves he can control me. He controls my 
pleasure. He pushes and demands until I think he might break me. But I still exist after 
he stretches me to his liking, after he gets me to come against his mouth, and after he 
rage-fucks me into the cushions of the sofa.

This is more than a kiss. It’s sex. I tell him so.
“We can keep tonight between us, Joshua, if you get me back into my office. 

Emma’s a producer. I’m the CEO. That’s what we agreed to.”
“Before you tried to fuck with the wrong people.”
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“Poaching’s part of the business.”
Dazed, I feel him swipe his fingers across the seam of my ass. Catching his semen 

as it trickles from inside me, he thinks he’s rescued his wife’s furniture. But my sweat 
has already seeped into the fibers of the sofa and my hoarse moans are embedded in 
the walls.

“Fire your therapist, Delilah. It’s been over a year and you’re still out of your fucking 
mind.”

“My guy’s prescription pad is well worth the five hundred an hour. Thanks for the 
concern, though.”

“Christ.”
“Don’t judge my personal choices while I’m lying here with your come between my 

legs.”
“Then we’ll talk about your crazy-as-hell business tactics. The shit you tried to pull 

with Wild Lock Entertainment—that wasn’t poaching. It was a declaration of war.”
It was a declaration Wild Lock had answered with an assembly of men equipped 

with guns and orders to pin the entire Devil’s Music board. No bloodshed had come of it, 
thanks to a warehouse meeting and some good old-fashioned prayer, but I guess no 
one forgets the feeling of looking mortality in the eye.

“I’m not going to get Chelsea and Emma to let you back in, Delilah. I don’t want you 
here. Not in this company, and for damn sure not in this office.”

“You weren’t saying that when you had your cock in me.”
Joshua inserts his fingers into my mouth, shutting me up again. His essence is so 

warm, from his body and mine.
I suck the digits clean and he offers his cock for the same treatment. Then he leans 

down over me, and with a final flick of his tongue to each of my breasts, he’s done with 
me.

He dresses in silence, gathers my dress and panties, and drops them onto my belly. 
“Put your clothes on, get out, and don’t come back. Devil’s Music isn’t yours anymore.”

“I’ll tell Emma you banged me in this office. Her office. Swear to God.”
Joshua smiles and I decide I hate his smile. “That’s your leverage? It’s weak.”
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How is infidelity weak leverage? What kind of marriage can’t be affected by 
unrepentant adultery?

I’m unnerved, and he knows it. He watches me dress. I can’t tell what he’s thinking. 
Part of me is afraid to try.

“I want my gun back,” I tell him.
He kisses me. “We’ll negotiate that some other time. Maybe when I’m ready for 

another taste of your pretty pink pussy.”
I hazard a trip to the desk and pick up his wedding band. Since he’s got my gun, I 

should have this. But he boldly puts out his hand, daring me to disobey the silent 
command. Fear floods me, because what I learned tonight is that Joshua Drake is 
different, fundamentally so. I slip the ring onto his finger.

“Go home, Delilah.”
I intend to, because I need to retreat to the privacy of the Bishop estate to remedy 

the soreness he’s left around my neck and the painful strain in my voice. I need to think. 
I stare into his eyes until I find what I’m searching for: regret.

Good. Let him drown in it. He and his wife have been married exactly one year. 
Tonight of all nights, he should be with her, not balls-deep inside me. Tapping his gold 
band, I set my sights on the door. “Enjoy your party, jackass. Oh . . . and tell Emma I 
said happy anniversary.”

I make a careful getaway, ignoring the people who pause at my disheveled 
appearance or whisper as I stride past them with red bruises on my neck.

A business card’s forced into my hand. The messenger’s all ruthless muscle in a T-
shirt, jeans, and a diamond-studded baseball cap, and he waits for me to glance at what 
he gave me.

Shatter Records. No point of contact. Just the name of Los Angeles’s fastest-
growing hip-hop label—and Devil’s Music’s closest threat—printed on an otherwise 
blank business card.

“What about it?” I say, the tone of my raspy voice blasé, though I’m fascinated 
beyond reason.

“Remember this number.” He recites digits in my ear and I lock the sequence in. 
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“Call. If you on the up-and-up, I got you on a jet to LA next week.”
“First class?”
“Complimentary candy dish, too.”
Candy dish, meaning a bowl filled with an assortment of pills. My appreciation for 

drugs is likely in bold type in dossiers on the desks of all my rivals from LA to New York.
“Considerate of you,” I say, “but I get plenty of candy in Atlanta and don’t need to 

board a plane for it. If I’m going to LA, it’s for a business conversation.”
“Understood.” He vanishes like a phantom, leaving the odors of gin and cigarette 

smoke in my nostrils.
Shatter Records wants to talk, but Devil’s Music is on my mind.
Instinct, sharp as ever, insists Joshua and Emma’s marriage is their vulnerability, but 

I have to be certain before I make my next move.
What I am certain of is Chelsea’s weakness—a man who’s my own flesh and blood. 

A phone call will bring the prodigal brother home, but I can’t handle him carelessly. 
When you summon Dante back to hell, you want to be sure you won’t end up burned.

This is a dangerous game. I know it.
Ask me if I give a fuck.


