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Chapter 1 

 

“Isa, pick your chin up and smile. I taught you better than that.”  

“I’m twenty years old, Lydia, not fifteen. I know what I’m doing.”  

Swooping up my wine glass, I empty the contents down my throat.  

“Well, I beg to differ. Why can’t you just be like your sister?” Lydia quips, eying me 

up and down.  

“Well, I don’t know, Lydia,” I mutter sarcastically while smiling politely at a passerby. 

Because it’s one of the nights my father gives me and my sister the pep-talk to behave 

ourselves, I have to be on my best behavior. Only he doesn’t need to drill everything into 

Brianna’s head like he does mine, because she understands it. She knows how to handle 

herself—apparently I don’t, being the delinquent and all. But, I don’t see her here tonight. 

Oh no, perfect big sister is shacked up studying Harvard Law.  

See.  

Golden child.  

 “Maybe it’s because I have a thing called a backbone and a mouth?” 

“That’s a cheap stab at your sister and you know it, Isa. Stop this.” My eyes go over 

Lydia’s ridiculously perfected chiffon bun and land on my father, who has his salt and 

pepper hair slicked back to show his strong features and bright blue eyes. My dad was 

strapping when he was younger, but age has not been kind to him. Or maybe that’s karma. 

“My favorite girls.” He grins, his arms stretched out wide.  
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“Great,” I murmur from around the rim of my glass. “Dad is extra cheesy tonight.”  

A foot hits me under the table and when I look up to Lydia, I catch her glaring at me. 

See, keeping up appearances is what my family is all about. Since my father not only has his 

fingers in all sorts of dealings in the US, and by dealings, I mean he’s a shady individual, he’s 

also the president of the United States of America—blah blah, that’s why it’s imminent that 

I’m on my best behavior constantly, and even more so while we’re at one of the many 

events we attend together as a ‘family.’ Family is a strong word to use, though. What I have, 

is more like a business gathering where we all barely tolerate each other—not so much a 

family.  

My father continues to walk toward us, pulling out a chair beside his and then taking 

a seat. Another figure catches the corner of my eye, but I don’t look toward it because I’m 

too busy counting the new wrinkles that have carved into my father’s forehead, though it 

probably looks like I’m openly glaring at my dad in annoyance. I can neither confirm nor 

deny this assumption. 

“Isa, I want you to meet Bryant Royal. The CEO of Royal Enterprise.” He ends his 

sentence with a tinge of urgency and warning, obviously hoping I’d catch his drift to behave 

myself. I finally bring my eyes to the man seated beside him and I have to stop my mouth 

from dropping open. All tied up in a sharp well-tailored suit is probably the most stunning 

man I have ever laid my eyes on. His brown hair is shaved short on the sides and slightly 

longer on the top—long enough to run your fingers through— and I wince slightly at how his 

green eyes watch me with burning intensity. Why the fuck is he looking at me like that. Just 

as I’m about to gear up with my flashy ‘I’m the President daughter’s smile,’ his lip curls up in 

disgust.  

Fuck being polite to this prick. The way his cocky eyes narrow on me, he obviously 

knows how hot he is, which means, I won’t be fueling that ego. 

He’s maxed out of ego fuel.   

I look to my father and watch as his eye twitches in slight annoyance.  

Great. Fuck my anal cavity.  

“Hi.” I lean over the table, placing my hand out to him with a very forced and very 

toothy smile on my face. I mean, you could count all my teeth from across the room, that’s 

how wide this smile was. “I’m Isa.”  
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He looks to my hand, then looks up to my face, then back to my hand. Said hand is 

getting very tired waiting for his prick hand to accept. His angular jaw clenches a few times 

before his penetrating eyes pierce through mine with such hate, I almost flinch. Don’t you 

fucking flinch.  

Flinch.  

Fuck. 

“Bryant.” His voice. I wish it was ugly and ratty. However a rat would mutter the 

word ‘Bryant,’ but I wish it was like that. Instead, it was like, you know when you take that 

first spoonful of a molten lava cake, and the moist—yes, I said moist—cake melts away on 

the tip of your tongue, right before your taste buds get the ride of their life with the rich 

creamy sauce that begins to slither down your throat? 

Yeah. His voice was like that.   

I tug my hand away, slightly ashamed at how obvious he was at rejecting me. What 

the ever-loving fuck did I ever do to him. Or maybe someone pissed in his million-dollar 

cornflakes this morning.  

Clearing my throat, I bring my glass up to my mouth, eradicating any thoughts about 

his sexy voice. I can’t believe I compared his voice to a molten lava cake.  

What an insult to the cake community.  

I sip my wine, just as my father starts talking with Bryant about some trade deal in 

the PNW (Pacific North West) when my phone vibrates in my purse. I smile sweetly at my 

dad, even though his attention doesn’t stray from Bryant, and unfold the flap to my purse, 

pulling out my phone. Swiping it unlocked, I open up to a text message. 

 

How are the Hiltons? 

 

I smirk at my best friend’s text message before shooting one back.  

 

What are they ever? Perfect and all that boring shit.  

 

Lydia clears her throat rather obviously and bumps me under the table with her 

leg—again. I look to her and she widens her eyes at me. She’s a little unbearable at times.  
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I’m at a rage right now and have the biggest cock you could imagine rubbing up 

against my leg. Oh, Isa, oh, Isa, you have to feel his mon— 

 

I choke on my drink, my hand flying up to my mouth to stop it from escaping. Jesus, 

Devon! Lydia pats my back in a nice gesture—well, nice to people who don’t know that she’s 

a bit savage on the best of days—and says in a soft tone, “Are you okay, dear? You almost 

got your drink everywhere!”  

I smile apologetically at her, and then offer that same smile to my father, and then 

furthermore to Bryant, though his includes a slight clench of the teeth. “Yes, so sorry about 

that.”  

Bryant leans back in his chair, propping one elbow onto the armrest and runs his 

index finger over his upper lip. “Something funny, huh?”  

My dad shuffles in his seat, watching me carefully and Lydia’s eyes snap to mine. I 

can see them both glaring at me carefully out the corner of my eye. They’re both probably 

praying I don’t say something sassy that will land my ass in hot Royal water.  

“I suppose so,” is all I answer, pulling away from his annoying fucking gaze. I hate the 

way he has been watching me. It makes me a little uncomfortable, and I don’t know why. He 

reminds me of someone or something. Something calculating. Something I’ve only 

witnessed on someone once in my life.   

Red alert. We aren’t going there right now. 

I glance back to him once I realize he hasn’t replied back to me, only to find him 

flicking an unlit cigarette around in his mouth. Yeah, I’m pretty sure you can’t smoke in 

here. He reaches into his pocket, flicks open his Zippo, and lights up his cigarette. Taking a 

long inhale, his eyes flick to mine, a smirk tickling the corner of his lips. Thick grey smoke 

slowly leaks out between his cocky lips.  

Now it’s my turn to ask questions. 

“Something funny?” I tilt my head my head and cock my eyebrow.  

His grin deepens before he shakes his head, blowing the remainder of the smoke out 

through his mouth. “Nothing that concerns you.”  

“Ho—” 

“—So, Bryant, how was the game last weekend? Was a tight run in?” My dad 

interjects, knowing what I’m like and how I struggle to keep my mouth shut. Not to 
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mention, you could pretty much cut the tension between Bryant and I with a pair of 

scissors—it’s that thick.  

Rolling my eyes, I snatch my purse off the table. “Excuse me.”   

Pushing past all the expensive frocks, fake tans, hair extensions, and dollar-dollar-bill 

bitches, I finally walk through the doors and step outside, letting out a long breath. God, 

why do I feel like I just survived The Hunger Games—foreplay version. Probably because I 

just did. That man had me hungrier than Katniss Everdeen right before she almost got 

ganked for stealing those bags of food.  

My phone vibrates in my purse and I quickly grab it out.  

“Hello?”  

“You didn’t answer me, I thought you might have been dead.”  

“Nope,” I pop the “p,” taking my smokes out of my bag and putting one in my 

mouth. “Sorry, still here.” I light up my cancer stick and take a long inhale before blowing 

out.  

“You need to quit the cigs.”  

“You need to quit sucking dick every day but hey! What do I know.” My best friend is 

bi. He tends to swing both ways. I love him to bits for many reasons, but one of them is 

definitely because of this. He has never cared what people thought nor has he cared for 

labels. If he finds you attractive—and I don’t mean that in a shallow way, I mean that if he 

finds you attractive in any way, he will try to sleep with you, and he usually gets his way 

because not only does he look like he should be on the cover of GQ magazine, but he has 

the gift of the gab too. He could sweet talk a nun into removing her panties in record time.   

“What time are you bringing your sexy ass home?”  

“I’m leaving now.”  

Hanging up my phone, I put it back into my clutch before pressing my fingers into my 

mouth and whistling for the first taxi I see speeding toward me.  
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Chapter 2  

 

A sharp ringing sound pierces through the dark depths of my dreams, so I groan, flipping  

over onto my tummy while squeezing the pillow to my ears. “Make it stop!” The nuisance 

doesn’t stop though, oh no, it continues.  

“Isa!” Devon—the best friend—storms into my room, the door handle hitting the back of my 

bedroom wall.  

He snatches my phone from my bedside drawer and flashes it in front of me. “Answer your 

fucking phone.”  

He must see that I’m not about to answer my phone or him, so he answers, “Hello?” Devon 

groans down my phone. “Yes, ma’am.” The mattress dips from underneath me. “Isa!” he 

whispers harshly. “It’s Lydia, wake up!”  

“Sorry, I’m dead,” I murmur, snuggling deeper into my warm blankets.  

“You asked for it…” something drops to my bed and then he walks out.  

“Isa! Are you still asleep? It’s midday! For goodness sake, woman, get up!”  

I let out a throaty groan while shoving the blankets off myself.  

Fucking Devon, putting my phone on speaker.  

Massaging my temples, I close my eyes. “Yes? What do you want!”  

“The charity auction is tomorrow. I expect you to be here. Both your father and I do…”  

“I can’t. I have work.” I flip my warm squishy blankets off my body.  

“You’re an artist. Your job is not that important. Reschedule.”  

I swing my legs off the bed and pull my ruffled socks up my legs. “My paintings don’t allow 

me to reschedule. Sorry, the creative brain curse, it means we’re a slave to ourselves.” I 

walk into my closet and tug down a pair of tight ripped skinny jeans and a clingy off the 

shoulder crop top. I have a slender body with a bubble butt and double DD’s. Devon says I 

have the body all men crave and all women envy, I’m not sold. I have wide ass hips and tiny 

legs. That means, when I buy a size two in jeans, they’re almost always tight around my butt 

while being loose around my waist. But these jeans are my favorite. They’re washed denim 

with a couple holes in the knees of each leg. They’re my favorite because they tuck and 

shove all of my skin in, and by skin I mean fat. The crop top is for added innocence since 

these are practically hoochie jeans.  
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Taking out a pair of nude strappy heels, I dump everything onto my bed. I wonder if this top 

will go with those dashing hoops I bought last week. Why am I caring what goes with what 

ou— 

“Are you listening to me, Isa? You need to attend. Your father has important men coming 

tomorrow, and we need the family together!”  

“For what— exactly?” I shuffle out of my loose cotton shirt, throwing it across the room. I’m 

not a tidy human. It drives Devon crazy, but I think it’s good for him to realize if he ever 

decides to settle down, that not all woman—or men— are uptight little OCD clean freaks. 

Some of us, don’t care.  

Some of us, think there are more important things to waste your time on. Like I don’t 

know…eating. 

“For the election, Isa, for goodness sake. You know your father is in his second term running 

for the presidency. You need to support this family whether you agree with some of your 

father’s decisions or not, it’s imperative that you attend. Especially with the end drawing 

near.”  

“Jeeez.” I clip my strapless bra on. “How much did he pay you for that speech?”  

“Isa…” she exhales. As much as I love to ruffle my stepmom’s feathers, deep down, I don’t 

want to overly-stress her out. My father does that enough for both of us.  

“I’ll be there, Lydia.” Picking up my phone, I hang up and toss it back onto my bed just as 

Devon waltzes back in with his gym shorts hanging casually off his hips and a tight tank 

clinging to his chest.  

Around a mouthful of granola, he points with his spoon. “You’re looking much more 

awake.”  

My eyes narrow. I know it’s not his fault, but being mad at Devon is always fun, and anyway, 

now I’m in a pissy mood in general because I have to fucking fly to Washington. 

“You got sucked in, huh?” He grins at me around his spoon, his boyish dimples sinking into 

his cheeks. Devon is handsome, that’s a given. He has thick lashes which curve around his 

ocean blue eyes, a messy mop of blond hair, and a hint of a smooth golden tan that I’m 

guessing, he inherited from his part Spanish background. 

“Only because I didn’t want to be a pain to Lydia.” A guy walks past behind Devon down our 

hallway, and I snap my eyes back to a guilty looking Devon.  

“And who was that?” I add a quirked eyebrow.  
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“That?” he looks over his shoulder innocently. “What?”  

“Devon!” I bite at him.   

“It’s not as—” another person walks past him, only this time, it was a girl.  

“Really?” I deadpan. “You had to go there?”  

He grins at me, his baby blue eyes lighting up my room and enough to break through my 

pissy mood. 

I sigh in defeat. “I’m just jealous. I haven’t gotten any in well… almost a week.” Collecting up 

the rest of my clothes, my head slightly hanging between my shoulders. In this day and age, 

the word ‘Nymphomania’ is tossed around about as much as said ‘nymphos,’ but I truly 

believe both Devon and I suffer with this condition. Both for different reasons. I don’t know 

much about Devon’s family life. In fact, any time I ever asked about his family he always 

shut down, but I know my reasons have a lot to do with my home life. You know, ‘she 

wasn’t loved enough as a child’ blah blah. It’s all fun and games until someone really wasn’t 

‘loved enough as a child.’ I have issues. Deep issues that I run away from by the temporary 

void sex gives me. I’m working on it, I guess. But if I’m being honest, I haven’t gotten much 

better. 

“Well…” Devon places his bowl on my dresser, coming further into my room. I watch as each 

muscle clenches with every movement. “You know I can scratch that itch, baby.”  

“Don’t!” I hold a single finger up. “I’m not… no. I’ll be okay. I’ll go out with Jen tonight.”  

I could go out with Jen, but in all honesty, a night out with Jen isn’t always a good time. 

“Baby, you know you need it…” Devon begins, inching toward me. “You need to find you a 

daddy. One who will not just rock your world, but fucking smash it into pieces.” Devon starts 

air humping the post of my bed, and I toss my shirt at him. “Get out!”  

I need a new best friend. 

Once he finally leaves, I tug on my jeans, jumping up and down to squeeze the goods in and 

then throw my shirt over my head. Walking into the bathroom, I fluff my dark hair up until it 

falls in natural waves down to my tailbone. I quickly dust on some make-up, I don’t wear 

much of it and hardly wear it so it’s all cracked and old. Brushing on my mascara, I chance a 

real look at myself in the mirror. I wouldn’t say I was unfortunate in the looks department, 

but I have insecurity issues that I fight with every day, which is why, in short, I have sex with 

men because it makes me feel good. It fills a void that was left inside of me when my mom 

abandoned me and my nonexistent father decided that his career was more important than 
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raising his daughter. So yes, I enjoy sex. It’s something that makes me feel good—what’s so 

wrong with enjoying that? I’m so sick of the slut-shaming in this day and age. A girl gets 

called a slut if she has the sexual appetite of a man. Well, I’d wear that badge with pride and 

polish it with my middle finger. 

Exhaling, I place my mascara back into my make-up bag and look back at myself in the 

mirror. My eyes are a deep green, almost like greenstone, while my skin is more on the 

paler side — thanks to my mom’s Scandinavian heritage. I do have my father’s angular 

jawline and his small pixie nose. I think. I’ve only ever seen one photo of my mom and it was 

an old image of her and my dad sitting around a dinner table. The photo was in color—I’m 

not that old— but it’s the only time I’ve ever seen a photo of her. I have her skin and eyes, 

from what I could see. Maybe even her black heart.  

Shoving my phone into my back pocket, I head out of my bedroom and into our tiny living 

room. We live in a small apartment in the French Quarters of New Orleans, but my parent’s 

house—outside of the Whitehouse, the house I grew up in— is in Greenwich in Connecticut. 

So every time I have to fly home, that’s a two-hour flight. Lydia always pushes me to use my 

father’s private jet, but I’d be much more comfortable traveling amongst civilians just in 

case someone decides to shoot my father’s plane down or something crazy like that. 

Running for second term presidency, we have Peter S. Johnson. Aka, my dad. Though he’s 

never been overly active in my life as a teen, he’s still my dad. He stands for family values 

but doesn’t seem to have any himself. Figures. In order for him to keep up appearances and 

keep his unscathed name peachy and squeaky clean, I have obligations. It’s unfortunate 

really, and it’s why I moved to New Orleans in hopes to leave all this behind me, or rather, 

run away from it all. But no matter how fast and how good I am at running— 

“One of your MIB taking you to the airport?” MIB is code for Men in Black. Sometimes, 

Devon will even drop down and sing his own version of the Will Smith song.  

Yep. Secret services. The president’s daughter gets zero play time. It’s why, occasionally, 

(maybe like three times), I have done a solid runner. Before I can answer Devon, my phone 

beeps and I slide it open.  

 

Isa, Jerry will take you straight to the airport. Try to be early, please. You’re a headache 

for all the workers.  
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Ahhh, now by workers, I’m guessing she’s talking about my friend Daniel who is also the 

pilot of our private jet. This is my father’s second league running, so all the workers are well 

acquainted with me. I send a message back to Lydia.  

 

(rolls eyes)  

 

Not funny, Isa.  

 

(double rolls eyes)  

 

…. 

 

See you soon.  

 

I giggle, tossing my phone back onto my bed. She has a point, and I shouldn’t be making the 

workers’ life extra hard. Truth is, most of them have been around me more than my father 

because he’s just never home. After gathering up the last of my things and tossing them into 

my suitcase, I yell out, “Devon!” while scooping my hair into a high ponytail.  

He saunters into my room with a towel wrapped around his torso. Water is still cascading 

down his rippling muscles, and I swear to God, fucking steam I still floating off his skin. The 

sweet smell of his soap hits me instantly, and I come hither him. “My family stressed me 

out.” I end with a pout.   

Devon grins, gripping the edge of the towel and dropping it, giving me a full display of his 

athletic body. His thick cock falls into the palm of his hand, all angry and hot.  

He pumps himself once, pulling his bottom lip into his mouth. “Come wrap your lips around 

me, Isa, and suck me good like I know you can.”  

I walk toward him, dropping to my knees while looking up at him from under my lashes. 

“Always.” Then I wrap my lips around Devon’s length, sucking on him slowly and licking 

around the rim of his cock. Peeking up at him, I slowly suck him deep down my throat. He 

groans, gripping my hair and tugging my hair back until the tip of his cock is resting on my 

plump lower lip. He grips his dick, rubbing his tip all over my lips.  

“God, I want you to be mine, Isa.”  
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Ice fucking water. Nope. No. I inch back, my mouth slamming shut and my jaw tensing. “You 

know the rules, Devon. Say something like that again and I’ll find someone else to fuck me.” 

He growls softly. “Fine. Get on the bed.”  

I obey, and Devon does what he does best. Making me feel good, wanted, sexy. All until I 

can’t feel my legs and I almost miss my flight. Oops.  
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