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CHAPTER ONE

The night was pitch black. No moon. The only light in 
the sky was the twinkle of a million stars against the 

darkness as he waited. The engine crackled as it cooled in 
the night air. Then he saw her. Just the sight of her enraged 
him, her scant clothing leaving nothing to the imagination. 
Did she really think she could entice him? Offering herself 
to him would be a mistake, a big mistake.

Not a soul was out. Most of the buildings were vacant 
and boarded up. The few residential houses in the area were 
dark, their doors locked and their blinds shut, and their 
inhabitants safely tucked in bed for the night.

As she approached his car, the sound of her three-inch 
heels clicked increasingly louder on the pavement. He knew 
she would be there. She told him exactly where to find her 
should he change his mind about her offer. Women like 
her were worthless scum, an insult to the female race. No 
one seemed to care that they littered the streets with their 
filthy, disgusting behavior. Someone had to do something 
or their numbers would continue to grow. He would be that 
someone. He was not about to let women like her infiltrate 
his life or the life of the woman he loved, a woman who was 
the exact opposite of them. Wholesome and pure, Sydney 
Cabot was his true love. Beautiful and smart, Sydney could 
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never be like them. And he would see to it that she would 
never be subjected to their nefarious deeds.

Through the side-view mirror on his car, he watched 
the whore approach. Just as she reached his vehicle, the 
subtle purr of the opening window caught her attention. 
She smiled when she noticed the expensive, sleek Mercedes, 
and its stark contrast to the vehicles most of her customers 
drove. She was even more pleased when she bent over to 
look inside the open window and saw a gorgeous hunk of 
man looking back. Immediately she recognized him from 
earlier that day.

“Hey, sugar, did you change your mind about my offer?” 
she asked, licking her lips and pressing her breasts against 
the car, pushing them up for him to see. She repulsed him, 
but he remained cool.

“As a matter of fact, I did. I won’t need much of your 
time. Is there someplace private we can go?”

“Well, sugar, depending on what you want, we can 
go right back there.” She pointed to an alley just beyond 
a boarded-up storefront. “You’ll have all the privacy you 
need.”

“That’ll be perfect,” he smiled back, cringing on the 
inside. “You go on ahead and I’ll be there in a minute,” he 
said in his most seductive voice.

Her heart almost skipped a beat. She batted her fake 
eyelashes at him, then stood, saying, “OK, sugar, but don’t 
make me wait too long,” and strolled off in the direction of 
the alley.

Oh, he wasn’t going to make her wait long at all. If she 
knew what he was planning, she would have been happy not 
to be there at all. As his eyes followed her to the alley, he 
watched her turn into it, he could feel his adrenaline begin 




