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 CHAPTER ONE 
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    Past 
 
    I was homesick for a place that didn't exist. A place where my mother acknowledged that I was a human being, and I had a father who cared. It was easier to believe they'd never loved me at all than it was to pretend they had, and one day just simply decided not to. 
 
    A mother that cared about her little girl would have protected her, right?  
 
    She would have made him stop instead of calling me delusional. My mother's fear of my stepfather and her lack of backbone caused her to act none the wiser. I was left to suffer in silence. Alone. Always alone. 
 
    After marking another red dash on my calendar, I added them all up and got a total of fifteen. That's how many days my mother and stepdad had been gone. They hadn’t bothered with leaving a note or anything. It wasn't all that unusual for them to randomly up and leave, but two days ago, my sister told me they were never coming back. At first, I refused to believe her, chalking it up to the drug induced haze she'd been in. Now the more time that passed, the more I wasn't so sure. 
 
    What if they really were gone for good? 
 
    For some kids in my situation this would have been a relief. They’d be grateful that God finally stepped in and did something, but Cassie had an encyclopedia of issues I was tired of trying to understand. 
 
    Leaving the sanctuary of my room, I walked down the hall, peering into my sister's room before going downstairs. Her bed was unmade, the zebra comforter half on the floor, half not. Bags from expensive department stores were strewn all around, and her curtains were drawn shut. 
 
    With no desire to venture into her pigsty, I went down to the kitchen. On the way, I passed the few family pictures we had hanging on the wall. We looked ordinary. My stepfather, Mama, Cassie, and I. Our house was nice, the lawn was green, and the pool was never dirty. Everyone thought we were perfect. But all they had to do was peek through the curtains, and they would see our normalcy was a pathetic sham.  
 
    Before I even entered the kitchen, I smelled it. I'd taken to stashing food in my bedroom, and kept a glass for water, so I never needed to wander out. 
 
    That was the only reason I was unaware of the condition the rest of the house was in. I had the same routine every day: straight from school to my room. If I were lucky, my stepdad would leave me be. 
 
    This was the reason I chose not to have friends. Sure, plenty of girls (and some boys) wanted to talk to me. And it wasn't that I didn't want any friends. It was the complete opposite. I was just too ashamed of where I came from to open up and let someone in. 
 
    When I finally got a look at the kitchen, I gagged at the sight that greeted me. Gnats circled the overflowing trash can. Dishes were stacked in a sink full of contaminated water, still covered in food. Take out containers and stray needles sat on the island.  
 
    The smell reminded me of when Richard had locked my puppy in the basement to punish me.  
 
    When he finally unlocked the padlock so I could go see her, it was this smell that floated up from below. Something rotten. Something dead. I was six years old when I learned what death entailed, saw firsthand the horrible way something could die. 
 
    I knew cleaning would be how I spent the remainder of my night. So, I pulled my dark hair into a ponytail and got busy. Twenty minutes in, I found a dead mouse floating at the bottom of the sink. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWO 
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    Past 
 
    Twenty-two days ago, my mother left me.  
 
    I didn't have any tears to shed over her abandonment, and my sister couldn’t care less. She went on as if nothing had changed. For her, not much had. The electricity was on, and whenever she did decide to come home that's all she was concerned about.  
 
    On the bright side, whoever was paying the bills was keeping basic foods in the cabinets and fridge.  
 
    And my body wasn't sore anymore. I was finally healing. I was by myself almost every day now, but that was better than unwanted company. I found peace in the silence. I slept without worrying about Richard sliding into my bed, not leaving until early sunrise. No more watching him drag Mama up the stairs by her hair, being forced to listen to them fight for hours before the moaning started. 
 
    I kept up my same routine. School, homework, shower, sleep, repeat. On days I dealt with Cassie, it was all discombobulated. I never knew how heavy she was until I had to drag her to bed. 
 
    Like today. My arms ached, sweat dripped off my forehead, and my chest heaved in protest.  
 
    After dropping her onto her mattress, I rested my hands on my knees and struggled to catch my breath. This was the third time in two weeks. Her addiction was getting worse.  
 
    I'd missed school the other day because I fell asleep on her bedroom floor, too exhausted to even attempt going back to my own room.  
 
    That couldn’t become a thing. If the teachers started questions, there was no way I could answer. The last time I did, Richard punished me as soon as the case worker left our house. If he came back or they found him, and he learned I'd talked, even if I said nothing accusatory…My stomach hurt just thinking about what he would do. 
 
    Looking at my sister, you would never know what a wreck she was. I thought drug users stood out, had a certain profile. Cassie didn't.  
 
    Her mocha hair still shined, and her skin was relatively healthy if you ignored the tracks. After checking her pulse and ensuring she wasn't dying or overdosing, I turned towards the door. She must have been more lucid than I thought because her sweaty hand shot out and grabbed my wrist, making me yelp. 
 
    "I know what he did to you, Willow." Her voice was hoarse, like she hadn't spoken in days. I froze, knowing exactly what she was talking about. 
 
    "Tis okay baby girrrl. I found a way keep ya safe." Her words slurred together, brown eyes opened and looked straight into mine. They were glazed over from her personal cocktail of drugs and liquor. I tried to pry her hand off me. For someone not in their right state of mind she was surprisingly strong. 
 
    "Nick will keep us safe. He loves me. Even after what I did, he loves me," she sighed, squeezing her eyes shut.  
 
    I had no idea who this Nick character was. Cassie had brought him up a few times. Always saying he was involved with bad men, and she wasn't allowed to tell his secrets. I'd brushed him off as a made-up person, like an imaginary friend. I wanted to ask her who he was. Really, I wanted to ask her anything.  
 
    Just because I enjoyed peace and quiet, didn't mean I liked having no one around to talk to. The condition she was in most of the time, however, ruined the chances of rational conversation. 
 
    “I’m sure he will.” I agreed for the sake of not upsetting her. She could get volatile sometimes. 
 
    "You're so kind and sweet. You deserve better,” she choked on her words, 
 
    I tugged, and she finally let me go. I tripped over my own two feet, butt landing on the hardwood floor. I scrambled out of the room and didn't look back. 
 
    Panic. It was all I ever felt at the mere thought of talking about Richard and his late-night visits. I stood, leaning against the hallway wall, willing my heart to stop racing in my chest, blinking back tears. If I didn't talk about it, then it never happened, right?  
 
    No one could judge me or look at me in disgust if they never knew, right?  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I peered back into my sister's bedroom and saw she was rolled onto her other side, facing away from me. Doing a quick count to three, I darted past her doorway and ran into my room, where I spent the rest of the day trying to purge unwelcome memories from my mind. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    The digital numbers on my alarm clock read eleven-forty.  
 
    My sister had drunkenly giggled her way into the house an hour ago. She'd been moaning like a freaking porn star ever since. At eleven years old, I probably shouldn't have known what porn was, but I did, thanks to Richard. 
 
    I watched the numbers on the clock slowly change from eleven-forty to one-fifteen. That's when the glass shattered, and my heart launched straight into my throat. Anxiety bubbled in my stomach, making its way to my chest. I sat up and listened, waiting to hear Cassie laugh or curse. The front door slammed shut, and seconds later a car started. 
 
    Still, I waited. When the clock changed to one-thirty, and I still hadn't heard a sound from below, I knew something was wrong. I could feel it in my gut. Concern for my sister had me launching out of bed and running from the room.  
 
    "Cassie?" 
 
    I called out her name, taking the stairs two at a time, getting no response. There were vases of golden lilies sat around the foyer. I ignored them and went straight to the living room. Nothing could have prepared me for what I found.  
 
    I would never forget the broken glass from the coffee table cutting into me as I crawled across the floor, and my sister's naked corpse cradled in my arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THREE 
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    Past 
 
    The rain was light, but the wind was brutal. It fitted for a funeral. I didn't know any of the people around me. Sometimes I forgot how I even got here. My mind went to autopilot the night Cassie was murdered. 
 
    I called emergency services, and they showed up within minutes. A police officer had to physically remove me from the living room.  
 
    Meaningless words were spoken, and the shiny oak casket was lowered into the ground, where Cassie would deteriorate away. I hadn't paid much attention to the man holding an umbrella over me, covering me from the rain.  
 
    I'd been staying at an older woman's house, just going with the flow of whatever happened next, like a leaf being carried on the wind, having no control of where it landed. 
 
    I turned my head, and the man that had been standing across from me was suddenly in front of me, kneeling down so he could look me in the eyes. His were dark, like his hair. I blinked at him, unsure who he was or what he wanted. Another man in a suit stood a little behind him, holding a red umbrella. 
 
    "Do you know who I am?" he asked me. When I shook my head, a small smile painted his lips.  
 
    Then, he said the three words I never thought I'd hear. It wasn't as shocking as my mother saying she loved me, but it was close. 
 
    "I'm your father." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOUR 
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    Past 
 
    Four Years Later 
 
    I chewed on the end of my pencil, trying to ignore the stripper swinging around on the pole to the left of me.  
 
    Pretty Kitty was fortunately closed until later in the evening. Otherwise, I wouldn't have been trying to do math homework at the bar. I would have been upstairs in the private lounge. 
 
    Rosebud, or Rose, as she liked me to call her, was trying way too hard to get my father's attention by shaking her ass and doing erratic downward dogs. Gross.  
 
    The word father was still foreign to me. He'd shown up at my sister's funeral and promised to take care of me from that moment forward. Considering I hadn't ever used the word dad, and he wanted me to start at eleven, it was a bit awkward at first. But now it was as natural as the sky being blue. 
 
    Our relationship was rocky in the beginning, to say the least. Seth had been absent my entire life, and he had no viable excuse as to why. Not only that, he had another daughter born two weeks after I was. He never stopped trying to make it up to me, and it was safe to say I didn't hate him anymore. Much. 
 
    "Her tits are fake," Abigail whispered way too loudly from my other side. I glanced at the stage to make sure Rose didn't hear that, and then shot my sister a glare.  
 
    "Willow, you're no fun," she pouted at me. Rolling my eyes, I looked back to my paper.  
 
    It was pointless - there was no way I was going to get anything done. My concentration was gone. 
 
    "How would you know there fake?" I asked her, slipping my paper back into my school folder. 
 
    "Uh, because the right one is way bigger than the other." She cupped her breasts to emphasize this point, her hazel eyes full of mirth. Huh, she was right. I discreetly eyed Rose's giant mismatched boobs and tried not to laugh. I had no room to talk; my back and my chest were the same size. 
 
    "Gotta go potty, be right back," Abigail flashed me a smile and hopped off her bar stool. I watched her make her way across the upscale strip club and disappear down a hall, her golden hair swishing behind her.  
 
    I looked around, tapping my fingers on the bar. Pretty Kitty was just one of my father's many establishments.  
 
    It was dome shaped, the walls were all a metallic black, and the floor was just as dark, with swirls of deep burgundy.  
 
    There was the main level, the second tier, and then the VIP lounge. But that was only for big spenders. Some would frown--ok, many would frown at two fifteen year old girls hanging out in such a place. But not Seth Borgia. When he stepped into my life, I was thrust into the world I never knew existed. How could I?  
 
    No one ever sat me down and told me there were men and women with power who seemed to have their own elite level of classification. Men and women who did things that could make the strongest man vomit out of disgust, piss his pants from fear, or give up everything he believed in for just a small taste of the lifestyle. 
 
    I was now one of these elite by default. Hence why I was sitting in a strip club on a Tuesday at four in the afternoon.  
 
    My father, Seth, didn't believe in wrapping Abigail and I in protective bubbles. He never wanted us to be blindsided by what went on around us. In many ways, I was grateful for this. There wasn't much I heard or saw that surprised me anymore. From sex trafficking to drug deals, I'd seen it all at least once.  
 
    Well, nothing surprised me up until I spun around on my stool.  
 
    The dress shoes were the first thing I noticed. They were so damn shiny I could almost see my reflection in them. My eyes traveled up the dark pant-legs of a suit, over the jacket of said suit, hugging a visually muscular frame, and landed on the face of a god. Maybe the god part was pushing it, but he was the most beautiful man I had ever seen. 
 
    "You must be Willow," his voice was smooth, firm. He looked me over in a clinical way. I couldn't explain how it made me feel, because I'd never felt anything like it until right then.  
 
    It only took me a fraction of a second to realize who he was.  
 
    "Don't you talk?" He spoke again, looking down at me. 
 
    "Not to strangers." I shrugged, wondering why he was here in the first place. Anyone who was no one or someone knew who the Serbans were. This life was a pyramid scheme, and everyone was desperately trying to reach the top. That's where the Serbans were, and had been for years from what I was told.  
 
    "I'm not a stranger," he replied coolly. Before I could come back with a snarky reply people started popping out of the woodwork. Abigail rushed up to us with stars in her eyes, staring at Pierce like he was a double layered fudge cake, and my father's loud voice had us all turning our heads. 
 
    "Ah, I see you've met my beautiful hijas." Seth approached with what looked like a genuine smile on his face.  
 
    This confused me even more; he hadn't uttered a word about who he was meeting today, only that it was important. Most of the time we knew. 
 
    "I didn't get a chance to introduce myself just yet,” Pierce said, looking from my father to me, ignoring my sister completely.  
 
    "I'm Willow, this is Abby, and you're Mr. Serban." Based on the look my father shot me, he wasn't impressed with my introductory skills. I added Mr. out of respect, so I personally thought I did fine.  
 
    Abigail started to snicker beside me but quickly swallowed it down when Seth shot her a sour look. Pierce studied me for a beat before one corner of his mouth lifted into a smirk. I felt a warmth on my face I didn't know how to explain, causing me to look away from his intense gaze. 
 
    "Such a cheeky little rebel," he mused. I didn't miss Seth tensing and the slight flash of anger in his dark eyes.  
 
    But he forced a smile and chuckled along anyway. My face heated further from the nickname. He hadn’t said it to be cute. He must have known I’d been expelled and forced to switch schools. Everyone seemed to know.  
 
    The reason why? 
 
    Sarah Marshall's family let the whole world know that me, Willow Borgia, had assaulted their little angel.  
 
    "Why don't we go upstairs and discuss business?" My father suggested after clearing his throat. Pierce agreed, and with one last nod at my sister and me, they set off across the club. Abigail said something about his looks, but I barely acknowledged it. I was more concerned with the fact our father was meeting with the one man he told us to never trust. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIVE 
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    Present 
 
    Four 1/2Years Later 
 
    My senses were assaulted by fifty different colognes and perfumes at once. Men stood around donning suits while women posed like beautified statues, making robotic movements, too afraid acting naturally would mess up their hair. I wondered if they realized how ridiculous they came off. 
 
    Based on the catty looks I was receiving from the girls my age; they thought the same thing about me.  
 
     I didn't care; those snobby bitches were nothing but drama and headaches. I had never fit in with them. Every single one of those girls had always looked at me like I was some gross mucus infection. Compliments of Sarah Marshall. If she hadn't picked on my sister every day, we would have never had a problem. 
 
    So, fortunately, I'd managed to slither away from anyone trying to drag me into a conversation that evening. Abigail, however, wasn't so lucky. My sister looked painfully bored, and Ms. Bransen didn't look like she was going to shut up anytime soon.  
 
    That was my cue to get some fresh air. Being surrounded by people with plastic smiles and hidden motives gets old, fast. 
 
    I caught my father's eye from across the room.  
 
    He slightly nodded his head and smiled at me--his way of saying he understood my need to slip away for a few minutes. The man was big on appearances, even more for family supporting family. If it weren't for that, I wouldn't have shown up. These events were nothing but illusions used to cover up what went on in these people's personal lives.  
 
    I deeply inhaled a breath of warm summer air as soon as I got outside. It was beyond refreshing. The strong fumes from body sprays had started to give me a headache. Without hesitation, I began to walk towards the garden patio. Seth had used the Gordiva Venue so many times I knew it like the back of my hand, even in the dark.  
 
    The sound of voices faded away, replaced by my little black pumps clicking across the terracotta. Tall southern magnolias rose up on either side of me. Tiny solar lights staked into the softened ground ran along the path and guided me along. 
 
     I hoped this event was over sooner rather than later, or at the very least that I would be able to leave early. Being home in sweatpants, stuffing my face with junk food, and curling up with a good book was always preferable to getting dolled up and going out in public. 
 
    My steps faltered just as I was about to reach the end of the trail. A man was leaning against the stone railing, looking out at the harbor. Why isn't he inside with the rest of the suits? In the ordinary mundane world, seeing a man in a crisp black suit was a regular occurrence. In my world, it was wiser to kick off your heels and run the other direction. So why did I walk towards him? Well, partially because I'm insane. The other reason was simple: his ass looked fantastic; I had to know if his face matched.  
 
    Hearing my approach, he lifted his head and stood up to his full height before turning around. Seeing his face almost caused me to trip into the shrubs. 
 
     My heart did a one-eighty inside my chest. 
 
    If you’re wondering if it matched his backside the answer is simple. Hell yes! I didn't have a vast enough vocabulary to describe him.  
 
    Tall, dark, and handsome was almost too literal. Though, he was tall; he easily scaled over my height of five-three. His hair was dark, neatly styled but at the same time messy, and he had a slight stubble on his tanned face.  
 
    It had been almost two years since the last time I saw him, and he looked even sexier than before. How was that possible?  
 
    "Rebel." Pierce greeted me with his usual steel indifference, raking his gaze over my body, slowly. My stomach did a little flip when he finally looked into my eyes. His were the oddest shade of blue – indigo, almost. I'd always been fascinated by them.  
 
    The memory of what happened the last time I was alone with him came rushing to the front of my mind.  
 
    I had made a complete fool of myself; just thinking about it caused my face to heat in shame. Part of me wished I could turn around, and pretend I never saw him.  
 
    I'm sure the last thing he’d expected that night was the drunk seventeen-year-old girl he'd offered to drive home to try and seduce him. Thank the Lord for the small sliver of sobriety that crept in and had my ass planted right back on my side of the car. The silence had been embarrassingly loud, and his knuckles had gripped his steering wheel so tight I was positive he was going to rip it off. Not a single word was spoken between us. 
 
    Before that little incident, he was easy to talk to. I looked at him as a sort of friend. He made me laugh without even trying, and he was unapologetically blunt. His blatant attractiveness was just a bonus. He could have been glowing purple, and I still would have been enamored with him. That stupid night had ruined everything 
 
    I gave him a small smile and spoke before an awkward silence could further develop. "You're missing the party." 
 
    "I was going to say the same thing to you," Pierce replied. He didn't return my smile. He had a coldness in his eyes and a natural edge in his tone. An awkwardness settled over us regardless, making me even more uncomfortable. I shifted in my heels and nervously tugged down my little cocktail dress. Why was I so nervous? 
 
    I didn't have a problem with men. I know some girls had something done to them and sometimes developed a complex. I wasn't one of them. But for the longest time I never got natural desires. I'd thought something was wrong with me, that a sick bastard had ruined me. There were days I still did. But I never held all the men in the world responsible for the wrongdoings of one.  
 
    When my father started doing more business with the Serbans, they showed up at more events, our house, dinners.  
 
    And what did I do? I noticed Pierce. I noticed him in all the ways I shouldn't have. 
 
    It suddenly dawned on me that he was only here because he didn't have a choice in the matter. His father had been murdered a month before this, and that meant he and his brother, Jax, had to step up. Now feeling like an insensitive asshole, I began to backtrack. 
 
    "Shit, I'm sorry–" 
 
    "And what exactly are you sorry for? My father's death?" His voice dripped with contempt. Despite his line of thinking, that wasn't what my apology was in regard to. I was all too aware of how little the words "I'm sorry," meant when you lost someone. I told him as much, but I could see he didn't believe me. 
 
    "I'm sorry for what I did," my voice was small.  
 
    I wasn't even all that sure why I was apologizing. He had probably forgotten about it, and I'd just brought it back up. He could take my apology or leave it, but I was done with this whole impromptu run in.  
 
    I turned away from him and took maybe two steps before his hand wrapped around my bicep and turned me back around. 
 
    "Wait." His voice was softer now, but I still detected an edge. "Why are you sorry?"  
 
    His eyes bore into mine and heat traveled up my spine. I had never been able to figure out what it was about him that made me so flustered. Every time I got near him, I'd veer between irritated and fighting off wildly inappropriate lust. It was so fucking cliché to want the bad boy.  
 
    "Why do you think? The night you took me home. What I did was wrong, and I shouldn't have done it." I could fill the pages of a notebook with why I was sorry.  
 
    Pierce made a sound in his throat that could very well have been a growl, and let go of me, just to drag me into his arms a second later.  
 
    I sucked in a sharp breath, causing me to inhale the unmistakable scent of his cologne. It was wonderfully citrus with a hint of aquatic and spice. I became acutely aware of just how muscular he was. His body felt amazing. My eyes darted around the garden, making sure we were alone.  
 
    "I wasn't angry for what you did," he confessed, his tone still slightly edgy.  
 
    I brought my attention back to him and blinked. What? 
 
    "Yes, you were. I was right beside you," I tried to focus on his face and not the fact that his hands were dangerously close to my ass, or that we were still holding on to one another. His body being pressed against mine was bad for my psyche. 
 
    Isn't it usually the man that has the predatory instinct to claim a woman? That wasn't the case here. If he was a gazelle, then I was a starved lion.  
 
    "No, I was trying not to pull over and fuck you on the side of the road." His blunt nonchalant statement may have made another girl gasp and blush down to her toes. It forced me to pull my lower lip between my teeth to stop myself from asking him to do just that. Seriously, what was wrong with me?  
 
    This was Pierce Serban, my father's business partner in all things immoral, and I wanted to spread my legs for him.  
 
    "I...I need to go." I found my voice and tried to push away from him. 
 
    "I'll walk you back inside," he responded, not missing a beat. 
 
    "I don't need you to do that." That's the last thing I need!  
 
    "Well, then I guess it's a good thing I didn't ask what you needed."  
 
    He removed his arms from around me and placed one hand on the small of my back. Knowing it was pointless to argue with him, I tried to speed walk up the trail. He easily kept pace with me and left his hand where it was. 
 
    I didn't understand how he could make me want things I had never given a shit about before with a few words and one soft touch. 
 
    "Here, take this." He abruptly stopped walking, reached inside his suit jacket, and retrieved a white business card. 
 
    "Why would I need that?" I made no effort to accept his card. Instead, I took another look around to make sure no one saw us. I had been gone much longer than I should have been, and my father would make heads roll if he knew what Pierce had just said to me. 
 
    "Because you're not a little girl anymore, Willow," he sighed. Is he implying...? 
 
    "You want to fuck me. We're adults. When you're ready. Call me, text me. You can even email if you'd like. It's that simple."  
 
    He explained this like he was giving me instructions on how to assemble something. Like I was an insolent child. My temper rose at his brash cockiness. I knew women threw their panties at this man left and right, but I wasn't one of those women. Sure, I wanted him, but I wasn't going to send a goddamn email for a booty call. 
 
    "Are you fuc-" My sentence was cut off by his fingers gently touching my lips. 
 
    "Excuse me, Rebel. I have someone I need to speak with." He slipped his business card into the top of my dress, placed a chaste kiss on my cheek, and walked past me. I was left staring at his retreating back, unable to call him every nasty word that ran through my head. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIX 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Present 
 
    I watched the black bag free-fall through the air, landing with a soft plop in the lake below. All was quiet, minus that one small splash. Occasionally, I heard an owl.  
 
    I'd already dropped the Camaro at Porter's for him to destroy. If Henry weren't such a fuck up, his body wouldn't be in different trash bags right now. 
 
    Gators and piranhas wouldn't have a chance to feast upon his flesh. But, no point in pretending I cared about the dead bastard.  
 
    I liked to think of myself as a reasonable man. Henry owed a fifty-thousand-dollar debt. I gave him forty-eight hours to come up with my money. He tried to run. Did he think I wouldn't be watching him? Money was not the issue. It was the principle: the glorified pussies that ran in the same circle as me, knowing not to fuck with me. 
 
    It never bothered me that I was a killer. I was born to be who and what I was. I killed for the first time when I was eleven, pulled the fucking trigger without a second of hesitation.  
 
    No one told me why the woman’s brains I blew out needed to die, and I didn’t ask. I was a Serban, and there was no room for hesitation or weakness when it came to carrying that name.  
 
    One second of uncertainty could land me in a body bag, or at the bottom of a river. Like Henry. 
 
    My father had groomed me and my brother, Jax, to be his perfect prodigal sons. He never let too much time go by without telling us how damn proud he was of us. Jackson Serban was a powerful man. He had just as many connections you didn’t want to cross as he did enemies waiting to put a bullet between his eyes, and someone had. 
 
    Now, Jax and I were responsible for carrying on the "family business": upholding the Serban name. It happened much sooner than anticipated but you couldn't put a time stamp on death. It didn't sit on its ass and wait for you to decide when you were ready to go.  
 
    As I walked back towards the Range Rover waiting for me at the top of the hill, my mind went back to earlier in the night. I was fine outside alone.  
 
    All I needed was a minute to get my shit together before I started a blood war with Seth Borgia. Jax had remained inside to schmooze his way around the room.  
 
    My brother could charm his way in, and out, of anything or anyone.  
 
    Of course, while I knew Willow was going to be present this evening, I didn't expect to have our little run-in. I remembered the night I drove her home vividly. How could I forget it? Women threw themselves at me left and right. An inebriated seventeen-year-old girl, however, had been a new one.  
 
    The only thing that stopped me from spreading her legs and fucking her on the hood of my car that night was my one tiny piece of humanity I'd somehow managed to hold onto.  
 
    Seeing her tonight had what was left of that humanity disintegrating. 
 
    The little black dress she had on hugged her lithe body like a second skin, clinging to an ample chest and cinched around a perfect plump ass.  
 
    She'd always had an exotic look about her. Dark, silky hair, dark eyes, and flawless olive skin.  
 
    She was fucking perfection. My cock had instantly reacted when she pressed against me. It wasn't a gentlemanly thing to do, to stare at a beautiful woman and imagine her bent over with your hand knotted in her hair. But then again. I may have worn suits and ties, but I was far from a fucking gentleman. It was all about appearances. The first rule in being respected is to look respectable. Simple as that. 
 
    "Sir," Ivan greeted me with a curt nod as he pulled open the back door of the Range. I greeted him the same way and climbed inside. It had been a long fucking day. 
 
    It was already a quarter past midnight. I needed a shower to get the blood off me, a stiff drink, and a warm mouth. 
 
    In that order. 
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    I rested my hand on my chin and watched Rebecca's head bob up and down on my cock. Her red lips puckered, she placed soft kisses on the tip and made a cooing sound before swallowing me whole. I furrowed my brows. Was that supposed to have been sexy? Was this some new technique? 
 
    "What's wrong?" Rebecca popped my dick out of her mouth and frowned as it wilted beneath her stare. 
 
    I scoffed in disgust, staring at the saliva she had yet to wipe from her chin. This was low, even for me. She was far below my standards. I should have called her sister. 
 
    "We're done here. Get up." I pushed off the pool table, tucked my flaccid dick back in the safety of my slacks and adjusted my cufflinks. 
 
    "What? Why?" She wiped the back of her mouth with her arm and adjusted her skirt before standing up. 
 
    "It's a dick, Rebecca, not an infant. You don't coo at it." I grabbed her forearm and began to lead her back through my home. We had been in the game room. I never invited whores into my bedroom, much less my bed. 
 
    "I'm sorry, let me–" 
 
    "Did you not see it deflate? My dick is traumatized," I cut her off, practically dragging her along now. Her heels slid around on the dark marble floor.  
 
    The word asshole reached my ears, snarled from her mouth. I sighed and shook my head. Why did she have to test me? This was the reason I never saw the same woman on a regular basis. They always fell into their feelings and fucking drowned. 
 
    "You want to finish?" A small yelp escaped from her mouth as I grabbed hold of her hair and forced her to her knees. Rebecca peered up at me, brown eyes wide, pale cheeks red. She liked being treated like this. They all did. I'd yet to meet a woman who didn't.  
 
    Too many times to count, I'd thought I was bringing home something sophisticated, decent, only to turn away for a second and turn back to find them with their tits out and ass in the air. 
 
    "It's not going to suck itself, Rebecca." I didn't want her anywhere near my dick, but like she said, I'm an asshole. 
 
    She licked her lips and quickly removed my cock again, failing to seductively slide it into her eager mouth. We were in the center of my dark foyer. Only the moonlight beaming off the chandelier added light to the open space. 
 
    I was impatient and wanted her out of my fucking house, so I took hold of her platinum blonde hair and started thrusting into her throat She gagged around my length, tears of sloppy mascara ran down her face. Yet, she still moaned in exaggerated pleasure on her knees before me. I focused on everything but her.  
 
    I pulled out of her mouth and watched my cum land on her face. I had my dick put away and Rebecca on her feet and at my front door in less than five seconds. 
 
    "You're throwing me out?" she screeched at me. 
 
    "Rebecca, the day you spend the night in my home, unicorns will shit gold." 
 
    I pulled open my front door and nudged her over the threshold. 
 
    "How will I get home?" She whined. "Oh, right," I pulled out a few crumpled hundred-dollar bills and pushed them between her breasts. 
 
    "Please escort her off my property." My security detail, Roger and Matt, both nodded, and I slammed the door shut. They never batted an eye at my behavior, which was wise on their part. 
 
    I made my way to my bedroom and stripped my shirt off before I sat down on the edge of my bed. A sigh left my lungs as I ran my fingers through my hair. My life was a hamster wheel of pussy, murder, and money. When no one tested you, and fucking women was as easy as snapping your fingers, it wasn't hard to imagine why I was bored. Thank fuck that was all about to change. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVEN 
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    It’d come to my attention that some people thought of me as vain or cocky—not that I gave a flying fuck. Nevertheless, I was neither. Confident, yes. Cocky, never. 
 
    Men envied me. Women lusted for me. None of them knew the real me. Every time I looked in the mirror, the Devil stared back.  
 
    Everyone wanted this power and my wealth, but no one had the balls to do what it would take to get it. None of them knew the things I'd done, the things I still did. Unforgivable, twisted things. I kept it all to myself, letting those demons haunt me day and night. No one needed to know what went on inside my mind, for intelligence and knowledge were two powerful weapons. 
 
    I sipped my drink and ignored the hungry stares of those trying to catch my eye.  
 
    "Are you sure about this?"  
 
    I glanced at my brother and gave a subtle nod. His green eyes were focused on a redhead's ass across the lawn.  
 
    "When?" he asked next, still staring.  
 
    "As soon as possible," I responded, just as quietly. This time, it was Jax who gave a subtle nod. He knew just as well as I did that this could get messy. 
 
    Seth Borgia had been a thorn in our sides for far too long. It took every ounce of self-control I possessed not to take a hammer to his head. The last time I tried to kill the slimy bastard, everything went wrong.  
 
    Too many innocent people were killed from my lack of planning. But that was then, and this was now. You couldn’t simply kill a founding Black Onyx member. I knew that now. Everything had been perfectly planned down to the last detail this time.  
 
    My attention was snagged by the beautiful young woman going off on her own. Her hair was pinned up, and she was in another tight little dress. The blazing sun shined down on her, adding a glow to her smooth skin. 
 
    Jax followed my line of vision. "What are you going to do with her?" The answer to his question was simple.  
 
    I didn't take my eyes off her when I replied. "I'm going to do what I do best. I'm going to break her." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHT 
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    Whoever thought it was a good idea to have an outdoor wedding in the middle of the summer needed to be bludgeoned. 
 
    The white tented gazebo I stood under offered a slight bit of relief, but even with my hair pinned up and wearing a short strapless dress, perspiration coated my skin. I was ready to strip down and go dive in a lake. 
 
    I had tried everything to get out of this, but my father was close with the bride's brother. So, here we were.  
 
    Abigail had pretended her cycle had started. As soon as Seth heard the word period, he dropped the subject and told her she could stay home. Lucky bitch.  
 
    Oh well, this was just another event I could claim I attended to atone for my past behavior. The wedding was over the top extravagant and a giant waste of money. The champagne fountains were a bit much, as were the wild doves still lurking about. The venue, though, was gorgeous. Lush green grass, beautifully designed centerpieces of white, blue, and silver, and the ocean as a backdrop.  
 
    Too bad Lucy Tidwell was a tramp. Everyone knew this. Clearly the woman was doing something right because she still got a giant ring and a good husband. Go Lucy. 
 
    "Rebel." Hearing his voice sent tremors of awareness racing along my skin. 
 
    I cursed under my breath and turned to face him.  
 
    My stomach did that stupid little dip it always did when I saw him. It couldn’t be helped. This man was gorgeous. He looked like he had just stepped off the pages of GQ magazine. He was in an immaculate navy tux, not a hair on his head out of place, and there wasn't a dribble of sweat on his tan skin. It was as if the sun had given him a reprieve from its wrath. 
 
    "Do you need something?" I forced clipped politeness into my voice. Ever since he had shoved his fucking card down my top like I was some cheap call girl, I'd avoided him at large functions. 
 
    "I have to want something to speak with you?" He sounded amused.  
 
    "Well, I guess not." With a shrug, I looked out at the water, wishing he wasn't standing so damn close. I could feel his eyes on me, and it was unnerving.  
 
    "Actually, I was wondering why I haven't heard from you." He circled around so that we were even closer, face to face once more.  
 
    "Are you serious?" This was rhetorical.  
 
    Pierce didn't have a filter. If he wanted to fuck you, he'd tell you. Checking our surroundings, I saw no one was paying any attention to us, other than a mousey brunette. 
 
    "You're right, you deserve better than that." 
 
    "Better than what?"  
 
    "You deserve more than me bending you over my dining room table and fucking you after I bury my face between your thighs to savor your pussy."  
 
    Our eyes locked, and my mouth turned into the desert. What could be better than what he just described? Why was I even wondering? God, why couldn't I have been a shy little virgin and ran away blushing?  
 
    Why did I want him to fuck me against a wall while I left scratch marks down his back? The visual alone almost caused me to moan. It didn't help any that his voice was smooth as honey, wrapped up in a masculine bow. This is so wrong. 
 
    "Wow. So, what do I deserve, then?" I quirked a brow and tried to pretend he had no effect on me. My hardened nipples and racing pulse said otherwise. Pierce smirked and made a humming sound. 
 
    "We can start with me eating your pussy for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Massaging every part of your body after you've had a long day. And for me to bury myself so deep inside you that the only thing you'll be able to say is my name." He leaned so close to my face I could smell the liquor on his breath. I'm almost positive I'd stopped breathing altogether. My pussy was weeping at the unfairness of it all. 
 
    Based on the cocky smile that spread across Pierce's face, he knew exactly what he was doing to me. Not caring who saw me at this point, I stepped forward, so our bodies pressed together. I tried to ignore the feel of his cock pressing against my lower stomach as I rose on my tiptoes so I could whisper in his ear.  
 
    "My panties would literally be soaking right now because of you, but sadly, I'm not wearing any." 
 
    Without waiting to see his reaction, I brushed past him and headed back towards the crowd of wedding guests. I knew I was flirting with disaster, but I no longer gave a shit. 
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    Crickets chirped, fireflies buzzed about, and the wedding still raged on. I'd danced with a bunch of suits, the bride, and took some complimentary shots before wandering off. 
 
    I had my heels in one hand and a glass of coke and rum in the other. No one cared if I drank; I could do almost anything aside from selling my ass for dollar bills, and no one would bat an eye. I wandered off to another private gazebo, seeking some quiet and a place to rest without being bombarded by stupid questions. 
 
    I got a solid ten minutes of the peace I was seeking before footsteps alerted me that I had company. Without opening my eyes, I knew it was him. His cologne gave him away every time. 
 
    "I'm starting to think you're following me, Pierce." Opening my eyes, I was met with a sexy grin.  
 
    He lifted my outstretched legs from the wooden bench and sat down, settling them on his lap. 
 
    "Maybe I am. Does that bother you?" He rested a hand on my knee land I had to suppress a shudder. 
 
    "Um…no?" I hadn't expected him to admit or reply to that. 
 
    "Even if you hated it, I couldn't stop. Your father asked me to keep an eye on you," he confessed, starting to trace imaginary patterns into my skin. 
 
    "I'm not a little kid," I sighed, fighting off a groan. His fingers were heavenly. 
 
    "I think that's the point. You’ve always been a handful. I suspect that’s only gotten worse. And should you really be drinking?" His brows raised when he realized I had a glass of liquor in my hand. 
 
    "Don't worry, Pierce. I'm not going to try and straddle you again." 
 
    "That's a shame. I swore you said you didn't have anything on under your dress."  
 
    A laugh slipped out. "When did it become appropriate for us to talk like this? If you think this is going to make me email you, it's not." 
 
    "I already told you, you deserve more than that. And we've never been appropriate. Do you remember the fair?" 
 
    "Oh, my God." I covered my face with my hands to hide my grin. 
 
    "You challenged me to see who could win the most prizes." His smile was infectious, his eyes swallowing me. I probably should have removed his hand from my legs, been terrified of being caught like this. But I didn't. I wasn’t. I liked this. It had been so long since we'd sat and talked to one another-- though before, we weren't throwing out sexual flirtations. 
 
    "I remember. You cheated by intimidating everyone." 
 
    I laughed, remembering the way he walked right up to the vendors and demanded the biggest prizes they had. Those poor men and women were terrified.  
 
    At the end of the day, all I had was a penguin whose eye was about to pop off, and a permanent glare on my face. 
 
    The other suits thought this turn of events was hilarious. I'd been pissed up until Pierce gave me every single prize and bought me a funnel cake loaded with powdered sugar goodness. I still had all twenty-six stuffed animals in the back of my closet. 
 
    "I liked seeing you smile." He looked at me and all the oxygen evaporated from the air. This was the laid-back Pierce. The one I adored when he let his devil horns disappear for a while.  
 
    "Well, I like when you decide to smile. Your sexy smile, though, not your demented one." Did I really just say that?  
 
    "You’re sweet, Rebel." He looked at me with a warmth in his eyes I'd never seen before. His hand started to move up my leg, gradually growing closer to the hem of my dress. 
 
    Stop him. I didn't. 
 
    I kept my eyes locked with his before dropping them to his lips. I could always blame it on the alcohol, right? Leaning forward, I reached out and rested a hand on his cheek. He turned his head and kissed my open palm. 
 
    My heart was pounding in my chest. I so badly wanted him to touch me. Wanted him period. Gripping his hand, I slid it all the way up my thigh, straight to where I wanted him.  
 
    "Little minx," he teased, wasting no time rubbing his fingers up and down my slit.  
 
    Somehow, I did end up straddling him.  
 
    Not sure how that happened. 
 
    I sucked in a quiet breath as his fingers pushed inside me. 
 
    The slight stretching sensation gradually faded as he began to move them at a steady pace. I pulled my bottom lip between my teeth to stop moans from spilling out of my mouth, burying my face in the crook of his neck, gripping his suit tightly in my hands. 
 
    "Fuck, your pussy is drenched," he murmured. 
 
    I breathed him in, the smell driving me that much more insane. If this made me a whore, then I would wear that badge with a smile on my face. This, what we were doing, it could get me locked away on an island somewhere and him a bullet to the head. The thrill of being caught by someone while I straddled him, and his fingers pumped in and out of me pushed me closer to climax. 
 
    "Pierce," I breathed into his ear. 
 
    I moved my hand and gripped his hard cock through his slacks. Things were about to take a whole new turn.  
 
    We probably would have gone at it right on the bench, but a voice calling his name shattered the moment. 
 
    "Pierce?" Millie, the brunette that had been watching us from before, called out to him. Pierce pulled his fingers from me and sucked them into his mouth. My own mouth parted as I watched him. 
 
    He lifted me up and sat me back down on the bench beside him, quickly adjusting my dress and then himself. I clenched my teeth, felling my pussy quivering. I was so close. 
 
    "There you are. What are you two doing out here?" Millie sauntered up to us with an oblivious smile on her face. She took Pierce's arm and gave him a look that was meant just for him. I studied her critically. She had chocolate brown hair and green eyes, a killer set of breasts, and legs for days.  
 
    I was pissed I wasn't going to be Millie tonight. 
 
    I could feel Pierce's eyes on me, but I couldn't meet them. It didn't take a rocket scientist to know they were leaving together.  
 
    "I was just checking on her before I left. Are you ready to go?" He played off what we had really been up to effortlessly.  
 
    "Yep. Goodnight, Willow." Millie gave me a little wave and let Pierce escort her away. He didn't look back once. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINE 
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    Abigail's laughter broke the stare down I was in with Pierce and pulled my attention back to the present. 
 
    My sister smirked at me with thinly veiled amusement written across her face.  
 
    "Did you hear anything I said? Or were you mentally undressing your Adonis the whole time?"  
 
    "He deserves to be mentally undressed," I shot back, unashamed that I'd been caught staring.  
 
    We hadn't spoken alone since the night of the Tidwell’s’ wedding almost two months ago.  
 
    "I second that statement," Abigail agreed, raising her glass of champagne and winking at me. I shook my head and hid my smile.  
 
    We were at the tenth-anniversary dinner for Vitech, the company Seth and Jackson Serban had been in the process of investing in together before he was murdered. It was another big cover up venture to make illegal things look legal. 
 
    I did my best act in pretending I wanted to be there, trying to ignore that a man I was borderline obsessed with was in the room. It irked me to no end how much he occupied my thoughts when he should have never been in them in the first place. 
 
    I didn't even know how old he was. Close to thirty, I imagined. 
 
    I was careful to never discuss him with my sister around Seth. That would bring a whole shit storm spinning into my life I wasn't prepared for. 
 
    Our eyes met again, and I held his gaze this time for a few seconds. We seemed to be having a private conversation without either of us saying a word. Everyone and everything faded into the background.  
 
    Maybe that was it; so many suits were cloned copies of one another. Pierce stood out. He wasn't like anyone else around us. He was a wolf in a room full of sheep. 
 
    The mousey brunette from the wedding, Millie, was the one who broke our connection. She walked right up to him and laid a well-manicured hand on his arm. His mouth moved and a few seconds later, she tossed her head back and laughed. 
 
    There was a slight pang in my chest I brushed off as annoyance with myself for being so attracted to him.  
 
    I wasn’t jealous. Not at all. 
 
    Pierce pulled his phone out and looked down at the screen, before slipping out of the room with the brunette in tow. I glanced over into Abigail's hazel eyes and a knowing look passed between us. 
 
    "Let's go check out the dessert table," she smiled and took my hand to lead me across the room.  
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    "I'll handle Vitech; you just worry about not fucking this up." Pierce's harsh whisper had me freezing outside of the ladies’ room. What did he mean by he’d handle Vitech?  
 
    The hall was dark enough that I could slide down the wall and peer around the corner.  
 
    Pierce's back was to me, and he was walking the opposite direction. I waited a few minutes before making a stealthy dash to catch up with him. His pace was brisk and trying to speed walk in heels was slowing me down.  
 
    He suddenly stopped, and I quickly ducked down behind an office cubicle. Did he know I was behind him? I breathed out a nervous sigh of relief when I heard the elevator doors ding open, and he got on. As soon as the doors slid shut, I crawled out from my hiding place and made a beeline for the stairs, making note of the floor number he was trying to get to. 
 
    Level thirteen? What would he be going up there for? Saying screw the heels, I slid them off and left them behind, forcing myself to ignore how dirty the tiled stairs were.  
 
    By the time I hit the eighth level, I was thoroughly regretting my decision.  
 
    My chest was heaving, and I was more or less dragging myself up using the thin railing. This was karma for all the nights Abigail and I had gotten way too drunk and stuffed our faces with greasy pizza and fudge brownies.  
 
    When I finally got to the thirteenth floor, I realized how dumb my whole mini mission had been. I had no idea where Pierce would have gone. No lights were coming from any of the private offices, and all the doors were shut. With a groan, I slid down the wall and pulled my aching legs to my chest.  
 
    "While I appreciate the view, I have to ask. What are you doing up here?"  
 
    I jumped out of my skin, lifting my head to see Pierce casually leaning against the wall a few feet away from me, making no attempt to hide the fact he was staring between my legs. Right at my pink thong.  
 
    Hastily rising to my feet, I tugged my navy dress down and glared at him.  
 
    "Funny. I was going to ask what you are doing up here?"  
 
    Based on the look that came across his face, Pierce didn't like being ignored or questioned. 
 
    "I have an office up here. Now, I will ask you again. What are you doing up here?"  
 
    “An office?” 
 
    "I own the building.” 
 
     Is that why my dad was so eager to invest? I needed way more information than I had, and the only man privy to all the shit I wanted to know was right across from me.  
 
    Seth surely wasn't going to tell me. If he found out what I was up to, he'd lock me inside the house and never let me back out. Or put another embarrassingly obvious detail on me again. 
 
    "I was looking for you," I finally answered, with much more confidence than I felt. 
 
    "Really? After we've been looking at each other all night?" Pierce drawled sarcastically.  
 
    What a smartass. 
 
    "I can't talk to you?" I went for a flirty approach. Maybe not the wisest choice, but it was better than blurting out I knew he was up to something and was going to find out what. Whereas most people were terrified of Pierce, I wasn't. My stupid brain wouldn't allow it.  
 
    He emanated raw power, and there was something a little twisted lurking in his eyes. Maybe I was a glutton for punishment, because I wanted to find out just how twisted it was. 
 
    Pierce looked me over with a slow perusal, one that had my blood rushing through my veins. He removed his hands from his pockets and moved forward in a predatory way, placing them on either side of me, effectively caging me in.  
 
    I pushed my head back against the wall, as if that would put some space between our nearly touching lips. His breath smelled strongly of peppermints, with a faint trace of whiskey. My imagination ran wild as I felt his muscular body through the fabric of his clothes and stared up into his gorgeous eyes.  
 
    Taking slow, even breaths, I struggled not to breathe directly into his face, mortified my breath would smell like the peanut butter cookies I'd been eating all night. My tongue darted out and swiped over my bottom lip. Pierce's eyes tracked the movement.  
 
    When he bent his head down the slightest bit and ghosted his lips over mine, I froze. My brain had a blank what the hell is happening? moment.  
 
    "Did you come to talk? Or did you come to finish what we started?" He asked in a dark tone, heavily emphasizing every word. 
 
    I stupidly stared at him.  
 
    "I–"  
 
    "If you came to talk, I don't have anything to say to you, but if you want me to fuck you, we can go into my office." There was nothing overtly sexy about the way he was speaking to me, but I found the vulgarity of it oddly seductive.  
 
    He didn't move his face away from mine; there was a challenge reflected in his eyes. He knew I didn't come all the way up here to talk to him. We'd seen each other far too many times the last few weeks for that excuse to be feasible. I was in way over my head. Swallowing nervously, I placed my hands on his chest and gently pushed against him. 
 
    "Little girls have no business chasing after men, Willow. Especially men like me," he stated, giving me a hard look before pushing off the wall and walking away. The only part of that statement I caught was little girl.  
 
    "I'm not a little kid, asshole!" I glared at his back. He froze, turned around, and started striding back towards me.  
 
    "Prove it." Pierce reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me away from the wall to follow behind him. We breezed past a receptionist desk to a solid mahogany door with a large silver handle. He keyed in a code that unlocked it and made his way inside, dragging me behind him.  
 
    His office was a large, masculine space. It smelled like his cologne. There was a large black desk with two leather chairs across from it, a small loveseat against the wall to my left, and a bar in the corner. 
 
    It was immaculate; there wasn't a paper or pen out of place on the shiny desk. My eyes went to the large window that made up the entire back wall. He had a breathtaking view of Windemere City. 
 
    Pierce pushed the door shut and walked around me. 
 
    Moving to the window, he hit a button on the wall which caused a tint to overshadow it, almost completely blocking out the lights from the sky towers. I fidgeted nervously and rubbed my sweaty palms on my dress. What the hell was I doing? I had never done anything like this before. Not sneak off with a boy, of course I'd done that. But run off with a man like Pierce? Never.  
 
    A man with a face from heaven and a body that made me want to do things that guaranteed my golden ticket to Hell. 
 
    "Change your mind?" He looked at me with a victorious smirk on his face. I took a mental calming breath and gave him a little smile.  
 
    "Have you?" I challenged him back, outwardly showing him I wasn't going to run away from this, but inwardly yelling at myself to do just that, and mildly freaking out. 
 
    The smirk disappeared from his face. I ended up with my ass planted on the edge of his desk before I could even blink. 
 
    "Do you want this?" His dark eyes searched my face. If he was looking for a sign of resistance, he wouldn't find any.  
 
    "Yes," I answered with no hesitation.  
 
    "Pull your dress down," he commanded harshly as he removed his suit jacket and tossed it on the floor. His tie followed. He was waiting for me to chicken out; I could tell by his tone and the dark look on his face. He still thought I was going to bolt at any minute. 
 
    Determination, desire, and a little bit of rebellion had me deciding then and there that I could do this. No, I wanted to do this. It was just sex; maybe not romantic with rose petals laid out on a bed with a bottle of wine, but I didn't want romantic.  
 
    Looking Pierce straight in the eye, I pulled the top of my dress down and went a step further by removing my strapless bra.  
 
    I refrained from covering myself, and kept my hands down at my sides, painfully gripping the edge of his desk. Pierce's eyes trailed over my breasts and then back up to my face. The hunger reflected in them had moisture pooling between my thighs. Using his knee to nudge my legs apart, he positioned himself between them. 
 
    "You should have backed out when you had the chance," he warned me quietly. I didn't respond. I bit my lip and arched into him, silently letting him know that wasn't going to happen. He roughly cupped my jaw and crushed his mouth to mine.  
 
    I could feel every bit of his firm body and his thick cock pressing into me. He took advantage of my parted lips and slipped his tongue into my mouth.  
 
    Forbidden fruit or not, he tasted delicious, and I was suddenly starving. My hands went to his soft hair, and I pulled him even closer to me. Goosebumps erupted across my skin in the wake of his fingers trailing up my thighs to underneath my dress. 
 
    I knew the exact moment he touched my scars, because he froze. Pierce broke the kiss, and his eyes peered into mine. All the questions I didn't want to answer were written in them. 
 
    "No," I breathed out and shook my head, silently pleading he let it go. I didn't want to talk. I just wanted him. My stomach was a basket of nerves; I was practically panting. 
 
    After a quick internal debate with himself, he moved his hands the rest of the way up my legs. I slightly lifted my ass from his desk to help him slide my thong off. Anxious anticipation began taking root in my chest. 
 
    "I don't fuck slow, and I don't do gentle, but I can assure you, you'll be begging me not to stop and screaming my name long before I'm finished," he murmured in a husky voice, before kneeling. I had a smart-ass remark on the tip of my tongue, but it was gone the second he buried his face between my legs. 
 
    Pierce gripped my thighs in a satisfyingly painful way, swiped his tongue up and down my slit, and began dipping it in and out of me, slowly. Holy shit. I couldn't hold back the moans that started pouring from my mouth.  
 
    I thread my fingers into his hair and ground myself against his face. Pierce didn't stop me, and based on the sound he made, he liked it just as much as I did. He was ravishing my pussy with his mouth. My eyes shut when he began to swirl his tongue around my clit. I lost all control of myself.  
 
    "Pierce," I moaned, and lifted my hips. Somewhere in the recess of my mind, I wondered if my grip was hurting him. An orgasm was just on the horizon, and I knew it was going to be unlike any I'd ever tried to give myself.  
 
    There was a tightness building in my stomach, and it was building at a rapid rate. A creeping sensation started at the top of my thighs and spread throughout my entire body 
 
    "Come." He paused, demanding my release. With one last swirl of his tongue around my clit, I came, every muscle going taut. His name left my mouth on a scream.  
 
    Pleasure burst through my whole body; I felt it burning deep in my core. Pierce didn't stop. He kept working his tongue in and out of me until my thighs were trembling and my arms were weak.  
 
    This was a fantasy brought to life. This powerful man was on his knees with his face buried between my legs.  
 
    I was still trying to catch my breath and come back to reality when he stood and began undoing his pants. His face glistened with my arousal; he pressed his mouth to mine, and I tasted myself on him. 
 
    "You taste even better than I imagined," he confessed. I didn't get a chance to reply - partially because he had just admitted he'd thought about going down on me before, but mostly because he had his giant dick out and was easing it into me. 
 
    I expected pain, based on how Abigail described her first time, and how fucking long and thick Pierce's cock was, but all I felt was pressure. An intense, strong pressure. It was uncomfortable, to say the least. I wiggled my ass around on his desk, as if that would make it abate.  
 
    "Stop moving and kiss me," Pierce ground out. I obliged him and moved my hands to his shirt. Just as I undid the last button, he buried himself fully. A sharp cry tore from my throat, and I dug my nails into his biceps. He moved his mouth to my neck, trailing kisses up to my jawline, pausing for just a second. 
 
    When he began to move, his earlier words came back to me. Nothing about it was slow or gentle. His thrusts were hard and fast, the biting grip he had on my hips was sure to leave a set of distinguishable bruises, and my ass would be rubbed raw from the tempered glass surface of his desk.  
 
    My moans weren't exclusive to his office; they echoed around the entire thirteenth floor. I had never been more thankful to be alone. He knotted his hand in my hair and pulled my head back, forcing me to look into his eyes as he fucked me.  
 
    How entirely screwed up was I for doing this? I didn't know anything about this man. He was dangerous, he was my father's business partner –who probably wanted to see him dead --and he was fucking me like an animal on the edge of his desk.  
 
    It was just as screwed up that it was those thoughts that sent me rushing towards another climax. Incoherent babble was coming out of my mouth, and I wasn't embarrassed to admit I begged him not to stop. I might have killed him if he did. He felt entirely too good pressed against me.  
 
    His muscles flexed every time our bodies met, and the sounds he was making in his throat were driving me insane. Whenever I thought about sex, I thought I'd get a few minutes of hard dick and then it would be over. I never thought I'd get this carnal passion, that a man would set every one of my nerve endings on fire with one touch.  
 
    "I knew you'd be perfect," he grunted, sounding like he was talking to himself rather than me. I clung to his solid form, trying to stop myself from sliding off his desk. 
 
    My heart was racing in my chest. Our heavy breathing and the sound of our bodies coming together filled my ears. The smell of him mixed with the smell of us filled my lungs. The second orgasm was twice as powerful as the first one. I thought I was ready for it, I wasn't. Stars burst behind my eyes, and I saw spots as my breath expelled on a soundless scream.  
 
    It felt like I had just fallen off a cliff. Pierce fucked me through the rolling waves of pleasure. After a few more thrusts, he pulled out of me with a sharp "Fuck," and warm cum exploded onto my stomach.  
 
    Both of our chests were rising and falling in a quick procession.  
 
    A thin layer of sweat coated his skin. I rested my head on his chest, having no idea what to say now that it was over. 
 
    Pierce took my face in his hands and placed a soft kiss on my forehead, before stepping away from me. As he got himself together, I stared at the dark carpet. It wasn't shame I felt but mild embarrassment.  
 
    I wasn't aware of the running water, or that he had walked across the room and gone through another door until he came back and pressed a warm rag between my legs. I let out a small sigh of relief; the warmth slightly eased the dull ache now between my thighs.  
 
    Neither of us said anything about the little bits of blood dotting the white rag, and for that I was grateful. It wasn't something I wanted to make a big deal about.  
 
    "Get dressed," he ordered as soon as he wiped his cum off me.  
 
    I felt his eyes burning holes into me the entire time it took to find my bra and re-clasp it, pull my dress up, and run my fingers through my messy hair before re-pinning it. 
 
    Spotting my thong on the ground, I reached for it, but Pierce snatched the little piece of pink fabric up and shoved it into his pocket. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I gaped at him. Did he want a souvenir?  
 
    "Did you think I would fuck you and send you on your way?" He held out a hand, and I took it.  
 
    That was verbatim of what I thought was going to happen, but I didn't say so aloud. "What now, then?" Silence answered me. My sexual inexperience shined in the dark room. 
 
    "I'm taking you home." I didn't need to ask whose home he was referring to. Things had transpired past the point of no return, but I didn't regret it.  
 
    I also couldn't go with him. What was done was done, and we could both be on our merry way. That made me inwardly cringe. But there was the whole, I shouldn’t have let him fuck me, this is my father’s associate thing. 
 
    "You know I can't go home with you." More silence. I couldn't even look him in the eyes at this point. I felt so awkward. Did I give him a high-five? Smack his ass and say good game? If I had known I was going to have my first quickie, I would have consulted Sophia, a well-known escort, on what to do. She slept with strong men like Pierce all the time, but for money. 
 
    I risked a peek at him, catching a look in his eyes that I couldn't decipher. I wasn't expecting what happened next. He didn't give any warning or utter a single word. Not one little sound left his mouth when he wrapped his hand around my throat. 
 
    Panic began to set in when he started to squeeze, cutting off my air supply and starving my lungs.  
 
    "Don't fight it, just let go," he whispered in my ear. 
 
    I choked out something garbled in response, struggling fruitlessly to get him off me. I didn't understand what the hell was happening. It was as if an entity had taken over his body. The sinister look on his face ingrained into my brain as everything went fuzzy before turning black.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TEN 
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    Getting Willow out of Vitech had been easier than I thought. For a man so hell bent on protecting his girls, Seth had royally fucked up. Had this been my daughter, she would've had a fucking swarm of men around her, even if it was to brush her teeth or take a piss. 
 
    It wasn't meant to happen this way.  
 
    Of course, I planned to fuck her. That part was inevitable. Strangling her wasn't. But it was either that or pull a gun out and hope she willingly complied. I'd been around Willow too long and heard too many stories to risk it. My fucks given about hurting women were zero.  
 
    I wasn't a rapist, and I didn't go around terrorizing schoolteachers, but I didn't let gender decide how weak or strong someone was. And Willow had a sweet face, the mouth of a sailor, and was as stubborn as a bull.  
 
    I eased my Maserati onto the interstate and headed for home. Willow was stretched out on my back seat, showing no signs of waking. My handprints were embellished into her skin. I liked seeing them there.  
 
    Truthfully, I had no idea what I was going to do with her. She wasn't supposed to matter; she was meant to be disposable but the more I tried to find out about her, the less I knew. 
 
    Unless someone miraculously gave birth to an eleven-year-old girl, Seth had made sure no one would know where she came from. I was going to find out what he was hiding. When all was said and done, I would know all her secrets. Including who crocheted their fucking initials into her flesh.  
 
    Willow was toxic to a man like me, but it was too late to change anything now. I had to have her. I was going to keep her. I needed to break her. Then I could put her back together again. If the demons in my life decided to be nice, she wouldn't end up like the last girl. I hadn’t wanted to kill her either.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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    I woke up feeling like I had a hangover. My body ached, my head throbbed, and my fucking throat felt raw.  
 
    Blinking through blurry sunlight, it took my eyes a moment to adjust. When they did, the memory of the previous night hit me like a ton of bricks. That sonofabitch choked me!  
 
    Pierce was nowhere to be seen, but I knew I was in his room. It smelled like him and had the same masculine look as his office, done up in deep grays and black. 
 
     A dark leather love seat was at the end of the black iron canopy bed, and there was a pair of glass doors leading to an outside balcony. Why did he bring me here?  
 
    I was naked, but that was the least of my problems. And besides, he'd already seen everything I had to offer. Glancing around the room, I didn't see my dress anywhere, but there was an ivory robe hung at the end of the bed.  
 
    Don't panic, don't panic. This mantra played repetitively in my head as I launched myself out of his bed. I slipped the short silk robe on and securely tied the sash around my middle. Having no idea who was in the house or where Pierce was, I headed for the door, surprised when I found it wasn't locked. My bare feet padded across the marble floor as I jogged out of the bedroom. It was quiet, way too quiet for anyone to be around  
 
    "Pierce?" There wasn't an answer, confirming my suspicions that I was alone in the house. 
 
    But someone had brewed a fresh pot of coffee and set out fruit for breakfast. I jogged to the front door and peered out. The whole house was bathed in warm sunlight and surrounded by tall trees. It was all I could see.  
 
    I gripped the doorknob, pulled and twisted, but the door didn't budge. Pressing my face to the glass, I saw a digital code box flashing green off to the right. Some high-tech piece of equipment.  
 
    Running through the house, I found the back door, the windows, and even the patio door off the basement were all sealed tight. A sob welled up in my chest. I swallowed it down and fought to keep a clear head. Dashing back upstairs, I went into Pierce's bedroom and tried the balcony door. Warm air flooded in as it swung open. 
 
    My feeling of relief was instantly trumped; I was up way too high. There was no way I could climb down or jump without breaking bones. I debated screaming at the top of my lungs, but that wouldn't do me much good. Pierce's house was smack dab in the center of the woods. Birds chirped and flew over the treetops, oblivious to the girl losing her shit below.  
 
    Back inside, I searched high and low for a phone, a weapon, anything that could help me. There was nothing. The only cutlery in the drawers was plastic, and the phones had all been removed. 
 
    It didn't look or feel like anyone lived here. No extra shoes sat by the front door, and not a single picture hung on the charcoal-colored walls. The main area was an open concept; I could see two sofas and a plush chair arranged around an unlit fireplace. 
 
     A chef's kitchen was on the other side of the room with a breakfast bar serving as a divider. The house was beautiful. It had dark flooring, high ceilings, and unique abstract light fixtures.  
 
    It just felt so empty, almost as if someone had taken the time to construct it and then forgot about it. 
 
    This wasn't a home, it was a tomb, and I was trapped inside of it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWELVE 
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    I held my composure, fighting against the urge to smile. Jax cleared his throat and kept his hand intertwined with Abigail's, serving as her source of comfort. I was glad to see I wasn't the only asshole in the family. This bastard was going to use a fake tragedy to get his dick wet.  
 
    Seth paced around, barking orders and demanding answers.  
 
    He wanted to know who had taken his baby girl.  
 
    While it would have overwhelmed with joy to announce it was me, and that she was now mine before planting a bullet in his head, I loved watching him fall apart. Killing him would be easy, and that was the only reason he was still alive.  
 
    "If you would have put one of us on her, she would be here." One of his men snapped at him. I coughed to cover up a chuckle that escaped.  
 
    Pissed off, and now embarrassed, Seth stopped pacing and aimed his gun at the man's head. Aside from Abigail, no one in the room so much as flinched when the bullet hit his chest. I raised my brows at his emotional unraveling. He was such a fool. If half his men weren't working for me, that would have cost him most of their loyalty. 
 
    "Does she have contact with her mother, maybe she ran off with a boyfriend?" 
 
    I shifted in my chair, fishing for information I couldn't find.  
 
    Seth opened his mouth to respond, glanced at Abigail, and thought better of it. 
 
    "Let's go get some air," Jax volunteered, helping the troubled girl from her chair. As soon as they were out of the large dining room, Seth ordered the doors be shut. The body slumped on the floor was ignored.  
 
    "I gauged the bitch’s eyes out and fed her to the swine," he answered bitterly. I had to give him props; that was damn creative. My curiosity was piqued. That was such a personal way to kill someone. 
 
    "And the boyfriend?" I tried to keep my tone neutral, irritated that his answer had the ability to bother me on any level.  
 
    "Willow doesn't like boys. I've never seen her so much as bat an eye at someone with a dick," Seth scoffed.  
 
    His answer pleased me tremendously. I refrained from telling him just how much his daughter liked cock. Specifically, mine.  
 
    Glancing out the window, I saw it was nightfall and silently cursed. I hadn't intended to leave Willow alone all day.  
 
    "Mr. Borgia, I will do all I can to help you find your daughter." Comfortably lying through my teeth, I rose from my chair, only half listening to his response. The drive home was at least thirty minutes, and I was looking forward to how this night ended. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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     I had dozed off on the sofa. 
 
    When I woke up disoriented, the house was dark, and I was still alone.  
 
    Maybe ten minutes had rolled by when I heard a car door slam shut. Scrambling over the back of the couch, I darted into a darkened corner and hunched down, sweating bullets as I waited for the door to open. Something beeped and a soft red light blinked a few times. The stupid box that made the house Fort Knox.  
 
    Pierce entered seconds later, his silhouette signaling the arrival of the bogeyman. He paused in the doorway, then turned and started making his way towards the stairs. I waited until his footsteps faded, took a breath, and then ran for it. I had just grasped the brass door handle when a strong arm shot out and dragged me backward.  
 
    I landed with an "Oomph," on my ass. Pierce moved so that he was in front of me, crouching down so we were level. 
 
    "This will go much easier if you're compliant, Rebel." His voice was cold, indifferent almost. I felt as if I were seeing him for the first time. This wasn't the Pierce I had shared my body with; this was the Pierce who was known as a ruthless killer. And I'd happily spread my legs for him.  
 
    Visions of me locked in a cage or chained to a wall had my fight or flight response going into overdrive.  
 
    I kicked him right between his legs. My foot connected with his dick, and I scrambled backward.  
 
    Pierce let out a grunt and grabbed me by the ankles, flipping me around so I was on my stomach. I slammed my elbow into him, causing pain to explode up my arm. I was certain it hurt me way more than it hurt him.  
 
    His weight crushed me to the hard floor and knocked the breath out of my lungs.  
 
    "Stop moving," he sighed. 
 
    "Fuck you!" I snarled, unable to flip back around. 
 
    "I plan for you to." He sounded amused now. Stuck on my belly, I used the only defense mechanism I had left.  
 
    He hissed sharply as I bit into his wrist like a dog with a bone. 
 
    "Ow!" I cried out as he took a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back. It felt like the strands were going to separate from my scalp. 
 
    "I don't want to hurt you right now, Rebel, but you're testing my patience." His voice shook with restrained anger.  
 
    Not wanting to call his bluff, I went still. That's when I felt it, his hard dick pressing into my back. My compromising position became all too apparent. The robe had fallen open. It was bunched around my hips, exposing my bare ass. I could almost feel Pierce struggling with indecision behind me.  
 
    Squeezing my eyes shut, I cursed the fucking voice in my head begging for him to do it. I sagged in partial relief when he moved away. 
 
    "Don't move." He let me go, and the heat from his body disappeared for a fraction of a second, before a soft piece of cloth went over my eyes, blinding me. Was he going to kill me? God, would he dump my naked body out here in the woods? No one would find me. 
 
    "Whatever he did, killing me won't fix it," I rushed out. 
 
    He laughed lowly, warm breath fanning onto the back of my neck. "I'm not going to kill you, Rebel; I'm going to keep you," he softly admonished. 
 
    "What do you mean...keep me?" I was surprised how normal my voice sounded, considering my heart was jackhammering in my chest. 
 
    "I'm going to play with you until I break you," he explained, in a way that reminded me of someone talking to a child.  
 
    "And then what happens?" I whispered. 
 
    "I don't know yet, but none of that's important. You're mine now." He placed a kiss on my temple and linked our hands together. Without my vision, I had to rely on him to guide me as we walked through the house. 
 
    "Is my sister ok?" My tone was reserved. I wasn't sure how to handle this situation. 
 
    "For now, that will largely depend on you." 
 
    "What do you want from me, Pierce?"  
 
    "Everything you've already given me, for now."  
 
    for now. That left a huge void of uncertainty for my future. I knew we were back in his room when the smell in the air changed from old coffee to his cologne. He untangled our hands and shut his door.  
 
    A second later, I felt his warm breath on my face, before he placed a kiss on my lips. I didn't give him any kind of reaction, curling my fingers into fists to stop myself from clawing at his face 
 
    "Turn around." His voice was harsh, making me hesitate to do what he asked. 
 
    "Why?" I questioned. Pierce took hold of my shoulders, forcibly turning me and pulling me back against his chest.  
 
    "When I tell you to do something, don't ask me why. Just do it," he ground out, running a hand down my hair. 
 
    "Do you understand me?" He gripped it and lightly tugged my head back. I nodded rigidly, mentally calling him every expletive I could think of.  
 
    "Words, Rebel, I want to hear words." 
 
    "Yes, I understand," I snapped.  
 
    "Better. But next time say it like you mean it. Now, take your clothes off." He removed his hand from my hair and slightly moved back. I didn't trust him enough not to hurt me, so squeezing my eyes shut and fighting back angry tears, I hurriedly disrobed. Though I couldn't see him, I could feel his eyes on me. 
 
    "Why am I blindfolded? I know who you are." I spoke in the general direction I thought he was standing. 
 
    "I wouldn't give a shit if you didn't know who I was. I want you like this. Get on the bed." His voice had gone flat, emotionless.  
 
    Using my inner sense of direction, I held my hands out in front of me and slowly inched forward.  
 
    When I bumped the wrought iron frame, I curled my fingers around it. Once I was settled on the bed, a pregnant silence ensued. 
 
    "What are you thinking right now?" He moved in front of me and gently swept my hair behind my shoulders. So many responses fired through my brain. I could feel my hands trembling where they rested on my thighs. 
 
    "I'm thinking you should let me go," I whispered. The room remained silent, but I could still sense Pierce in front of me. He reached out and took hold of my trembling hands.  
 
    "I don't want you to be afraid of me." He placed a soft kiss on both of my palms. 
 
    "You said you were going to break me." 
 
    "And I will, but I promise it will be in the most beautiful way possible." The conviction in his voice disturbed the rhythm of my heart. 
 
    "Sweet Rebel," Pierce murmured, trailing his fingers along my chest, almost sounding regretful. I swallowed. He was the only person who ever called me that. His fingers disappeared for a brief second, and then I felt them tracing my scars.  
 
    No. Without thinking, I grabbed his hands to stop him. He reversed the move on me, easily breaking free and taking hold of mine. 
 
    "Tell me who did that to you." He sounded angry. Part of me didn't understand why; the other part did. If I saw what he saw, ruined flesh forever branded by a monster, I would be angry, too. No, I would be livid. I was livid. Every time I looked at my body, I was forced to acknowledge and compelled to remember what had been done to me.  
 
    And by the man who had once promised to protect me and be the father I never had.  
 
    I tried to use my scars as motivation to remind myself of where I came from and how far I'd come. I didn't want to be that broken little girl anymore.  
 
    Something inside me screamed to tell him the truth, begged me to talk about it for once, but my tongue twisted, and I choked. 
 
    "One day, little Rebel, you will tell me all of your secrets." He traced my scars once more, before he roughly shoved my legs apart and began two play with me, easing two fingers inside my pussy. Slow at first, and then pumping at a frenzied pace. I was still sore from the night before, causing me to whimper and grab hold of his wrist to stop him.  
 
    "Move your hands, or I'll tie you to the bed," he growled. I jerked away from him like he'd burned me, fisting his silk sheets. 
 
    "Good girl," he praised, crooking his fingers. I felt pathetically weak when I began to moan. Pierce placed his free hand around my throat, over the marks still there, and held me in place.  
 
    "Ride my fingers," he demanded, swirling them around inside of me. I tried to shake my head, and his grip on my throat tightened.  
 
    "Don't make me repeat myself," he warned. A hiccupped sob ripped through my chest. Karma was a cold-hearted bitch. She gave me what I wanted, and then twisted it into something ugly. 
 
     I held onto the wrist wrapped around my throat and rode his fingers like he told me to. My breath started coming out in quick pants and breathy moans. When an orgasm began to build, I could no longer concentrate on my movements and slowed down. 
 
    "Good girl," Pierce repeated, removing his fingers from my pussy, leaving me hanging on the edge.  
 
    I heard a wet popping sound as he sucked them into his mouth. "I have never tasted anything as sweet as you," he whispered in my ear, pressing the same two fingers against my lips.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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    I helped Willow from the bed, led her into the bathroom, and sat her on the black suede ottoman.  
 
    She wasn't crying, begging for her life, or trying to fight me. But I could practically see the wheels turning inside her pretty little head.  
 
    What was I doing with her? I didn’t know. She was supposed to be dead already. 
 
    I couldn't remember the last time my mind had been in this much fucking turmoil. Over a girl, nonetheless. But she wasn't just a girl. She was a big black sink hole with caution tape and warning signs wrapped around it.  
 
    She was the perfect broken doll you kept on a shelf. You wanted to play with her, but you didn't, fearing you'd break her even more. At least, that's what a rational person would do. I wanted to dismantle to her piece by piece, and fucking consume her.  
 
    From the moment I met her and watched her blossom into who she was today, there was always something about her I couldn't quite place my finger on. Maybe it was the fact she fit into this world so effortlessly, unknowingly. 
 
    If I wanted to keep her, I would have to craft her into what I wanted. I didn't want to change her, not in the slightest.  
 
    I was too drawn to the fire in her heart like a moth to a fucking flame. But I needed to be able to rule the castle, so to speak. 
 
    The sound of Willow's stomach grumbling pulled me out of my thoughts.  
 
    "Did you eat?" I stared down at her, not at all surprised when she shook her head. 
 
    "Come," I reached down and grasped her soft hand, tugging her to her feet. It had been a long day. Aside from dealing with Seth, I had my own shit to handle, and my mind had been plagued with thoughts of the girl I was leading into the kitchen. 
 
    I sat her on a bar stool so I could keep a close eye on her as I whipped her up something to eat. It wasn't as if she could go anywhere, but I didn't want her taking a chance and jumping off the balcony, either.  
 
    The groceries hadn't arrived yet, so options were limited. Finding a small package of SpaghettiOs, I warmed them up and filled a plastic cup with ice water.  
 
    When the microwave beeped, I grabbed a paper towel and sat everything down in front of Willow. I didn't want to remove her blindfold just yet, so I opted to feed her myself. Some may think the blindfold was unnecessary. I knew she did. But she didn't know how hard I got, seeing her completely blind to her surroundings and bending to my will.  
 
    Usually, the circumstances in which I did this were much different: the women were eager and willing. They also weren't Willow Borgia, and that alone made their value plummet.  
 
    I blew on a spoonful of pasta and guided it to her mouth. She parted her lips and sucked the sauce off the spoon with one swipe of her tongue. My cock strained against my slacks. 
 
    Her silky hair hung around her shoulders, slightly covering her round perky breasts.  
 
    My throttle marks stood out on her neck, and she had one smooth leg crossed over the other. She was completely unabashed by her nudity. It seemed the only thing that fazed her were those fucking scars. Though, even now, she was comfortable in her perfect imperfection. 
 
     She was the very essence of beauty. It was so wrong for her to be near a man like me. I wanted to burn those scars from her body, and then take a scalpel and mark her as my own. Her beautiful skin would look lovely, coated with a bit of red. 
 
    Forcing my less than noble thoughts to the back of my mind, I continued to feed her for fifteen minutes before she finally shook her head and said she was done. I brought the cup of water to her mouth and helped her drink. After throwing everything in the trash, I took her hand again and led her back into my bedroom. 
 
    From the way Willow's body trembled when I ran my hand over her ass, she was still aching for release. After settling her into my bed, I placed my hand between her legs and pushed my index and middle finger into her cunt.  
 
    "Hands," I warned. She quickly retracted and balled them up by her sides. It didn't take long before she was trying to fight the inevitable onslaught of pleasure. I wanted to lose myself inside her for the rest of the night, but I needed her to beg for it. My thumb went to her clit, and I pushed into her further.  
 
    "Oh," she squirmed, trying to run from her climax. I moved up and pinned her down with one arm, continuing to fuck her with my fingers. 
 
    Her pussy gripped me; her arousal ran down my hand. I loved the way her lips parted, her breath caught, and the soft moans spilled from her mouth.  
 
    She fascinated me in ways I couldn't understand. Right before she came, I pressed my mouth to hers and caught her shattered scream.  
 
    The why irrelevant, I silently promised I would never let her go. I would set her free from the painful memories holding her hostage. Then, we would make new ones.  
 
    The only pain I wanted her to know was from me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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    . Why can't I find out anything about you? I stared at the picture of Willow, sliding it back in my suit jacket when Ivan opened the back door of the Range, so Sophia climbed in. 
 
    Any other time she got in a car, she’d have a dick in her mouth before her ass hit the seat. However, I wasn't here for her exceptional mouth skills, and I never touched my own merchandise. 
 
    "Tell me all you know." I got straight to the point. I hated wasting my time and pussyfooting around. Sophia thought I was merely helping Seth Borgia search for her friend. She had no idea I had her in my home. Her icy blue eyes met mine, and she nodded. 
 
    "She doesn't really talk about her past. I–" 
 
    "If I came all the way over here for you to tell me something I already know, we're going to have a problem," I glared at her. 
 
    Sophia audibly swallowed, holding up a hand to placate me. "She lost her family, and then her dad, err Seth, showed up and took her in."  
 
    "Family. How big? How small?" It wasn't much, but it was more than Seth had divulged. Ugly rat bastard was keeping secrets. I couldn't wait to tear his spine out of his back. 
 
    "Mom, stepdad, sister…I don’t know much about them.” Sophia chewed on her lip and looked at me.  
 
    Stepfather. Was that who Seth was protecting her from? Was that who had marked her? That thought made my blood boil. I paid Sophia for her short, but useful time, and immediately started making phone calls. 
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    "You need to keep a clear head, my friend. We've come too far to fuck it all up now," Enrique, my consigliere and first cousin, advised. He was right, I knew he was. His opinion was the only one I valued outside of Jax's.  
 
    I sipped my drink and glanced around Vanity, wondering where the fuck Seth was. The bartender, one of my solider's sisters, kept trying to get my attention. So far, she'd flashed her nipple rings, bent over in front of me, and kept giving me fuck me eyes. 
 
    I'd done that twice already. I was no longer interested. There wasn't anything I hated more than vanilla sex and bullshit. My phone buzzed. Seeing my brother’s name, I swiped my thumb across the screen and made sure it wasn't on speaker.  
 
    "I got her," was all he said before hanging up, but not before I heard the muffled yells in the background. That explained why Seth was late. Both his girls were now missing. He didn't suspect a thing amiss on our end. Jax was technically in Vegas, balls deep in his ex-wife. It was impossible for him to have taken Abigail.  
 
    She wasn't that important to me, but she was too Willow, and I needed an insurance policy for the future.  
 
    "Have you found anything else on her?" I slipped my phone back into my pocket. 
 
    "I'm waiting on a phone call, then I should know something," Enrique replied. I nodded and took another sip of my drink. I'd be gone all day again.  
 
    There was too much shit I needed to keep track of. Most of the Capos did exceptionally handling what needed to be handled on their own, but I had worked too goddamn hard to fix all my father's greedy fuck ups to relax right now. 
 
    I had stocked the house with food, and Willow wasn't confined to a room like a caged animal. That would have to be good enough for now.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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    The same smell of fresh coffee greeted me when I woke the next morning. I blinked the sleep from my eyes and glared through the bright sunlight, looking around the room.  
 
    Pierce was gone. After he had used his hand to make me come, he sat watching me until I fell asleep. I had been completely aware of him holding me when he finally lay down himself. His firm, defined body pressed into mine, his strong arms securely wrapped around me.  
 
    I was ashamed to admit it had felt...nice. The scent of him lingered on my skin. 
 
    No one had ever held me like that before. Abigail was the only person who ever even hugged me. She was my best friend, the sister I once had, reincarnated as a sweet, spunky soul. I missed her. It felt like I'd been gone for months instead of two days.  
 
    I pulled my knees to my chest and stared blankly across the room. There was no one to blame for this situation other than myself. I knew having anything to do with Pierce would end badly, but I never expected him to kidnap me.  
 
    If I hadn’t followed Pierce…no, if I hadn’t let him fuck me in his office, I wouldn't be here right now. But why was I here? It had to go beyond him wanting to break me, whatever the hell that meant.  
 
    What if Seth did have something to do with Jackson Serban's death? It wasn't impossible to believe.  
 
    I saw Seth as my father, and sometimes that made me forget who he really was.  
 
    He was probably organizing a manhunt by now to find me, but I wasn't holding out much hope for that. If he knew Pierce had me, I'd have been rescued the first night I got here. 
 
    Running my fingers through my hair, I got out of bed and slipped on my robe. I searched the entire house from top to bottom, even going as far as swinging the barstools at the windows. That didn't get me anything but a half-broken chair.  
 
    There was a total of three locked doors in the house. One I assumed went to the garage, and the other two were isolated on the other side. I wondered how long he had been planning this. The place had clearly been proofed for this purpose. Or, Pierce was a psycho, and this was a sick hobby of his. I sincerely that wasn’t the case. 
 
    A clock hanging in the living room read eleven-thirty. I scrubbed my hands over my face, as if that would ease the pounding in my head. Standing from the couch, I made my way over to the kitchen and began to open the cabinets that someone had stocked with food. 
 
    I found a loaf of bread and put together a cold cut, before grabbing a can of tea from the fridge. As I ate my sandwich, I went over all my and Pierce’s interactions. Every little word I had ever said to him, and vice versa. He was so arrogantly charming, so flawlessly put together.  
 
    He hid his dark side incredibly well. He also clearly had secrets, and he thought I did as well, but all I had was a shameful past I couldn't bring myself to tell him about. I was ashamed to tell the man who kidnapped me about my past. Yeah, I had my own set of issues, for sure. 
 
    When I was done eating, I pitched everything in the trash. I don't know what made me open the freezer. Bored curiosity, I suppose. At first glance, it looked like a regular run of the mill ice box, stocked with foods I couldn't imagine Pierce eating.  
 
    It was the large Ziploc bag wedged in the back corner that prickled my curiosity. I reached in and pulled it out. It wasn't heavy, but it wasn't exactly light, either. It had to have been there at least a few days. There was freezer frost on the outside of it. 
 
    I turned it over, studying it, trying to figure out what I was looking at. It was the pulmonary veins and aorta that gave it away.  
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    The longer I was alone, the more I noticed how insanely clean Pierce was. Not a speck of dust or crumb was in sight, the floor was insanely shiny, and even the damn groceries seemed to be put away in order.  
 
    His closet was nothing but a capsule wardrobe. Dress shirts in dark gray, black, navy, and white hung in color-coordinated rows. We were total opposites. I was lucky to find half my clothes in my closet on a good day.  
 
    As day turned to night, a light rain began to fall. Shortly after, it was a full-blown thunderstorm and the power went out. There wasn't anything comparable to being stuck in a giant dark house in the middle of the woods. By the time Pierce arrived, my paranoia was at an all-time high.  
 
    He entered the house carrying two large brown paper bags and another large bag that read Agent Provocateur on the front of it.  
 
    He glanced at me sitting on the couch and took his bags to the kitchen. I got up and trailed after him, like a puppy that had been alone for too long.  
 
    "How long have you been in the dark?" 
 
    "Forever!" I answered, on the verge of hysteria. 
 
    He paused and looked at me. I could see the amusement on his face. "Are you afraid of the dark?"  
 
    "Sometimes." I didn't tell him this was because of my horror movie obsession. 
 
    "There is never a reason to be afraid of the dark. Monsters don't disappear in the light." He bent down and opened the cabinet beneath the sink, leaving me to turn his statement over in my head.  
 
    Was he talking about himself? The heart. I didn't want to bring it up. What if he got upset that I’d found it? 
 
    "Go shower and put this on, minus the robe."  
 
    He stood and thrust two bags into my arms, with a flashlight balanced on top of them. "You have fifteen minutes."  
 
    He turned away again and ignored me altogether. The sex in his office seemed almost like a distant dream. If it wasn't for the ache between my legs, I might have thought it was. I watched him, feeling more confused than ever before. 
 
    His suit was still perfectly pressed, he moved with confidence like he didn't have a care in the world. I wanted to grab hold of my shoulders and shake myself for being so attracted to him.  
 
    "Ten minutes," he stated, still not looking at me.  
 
    "What happens after ten minutes?"  
 
    "Then I do it for you." That didn't scare me. He didn't scare me. I'd dealt with a real monster before, and Pierce wasn't one. Even if he did have a heart in the freezer. Because that sounds logical.  
 
    I wanted answers more than I wanted to test him, so I clicked on my flashlight and wandered down the hall into the main bathroom.  
 
    Flipping the bags upside down on the vanity, I found one held hygiene products, the other lingerie. I picked up a black mesh chemise and matching G-string. This is what he wanted me to wear? Seriously?  
 
    Whatever; what would griping and whining about some lingerie get me? Surely not a ride back to my father's. I was trying to be smart about this, but I had no idea how to go about doing that. There wasn't exactly a handbook written on how to act when you've been kidnapped. Throwing myself on the floor and crying wasn't an option.  
 
    Maybe someone else would have decided now was the time to prove they had lady balls. That was idiotic at best. 
 
    Fight Pierce?  
 
    Yeah, right.  
 
    I wasn't a pushover, and I could handle myself in a brawl just fine without resorting to cat scratches and hair pulling, but I wasn't delusional, either. He could hand my ass to me on a silver platter. Last night was a lesson learned. Plus, did I really want to provoke him? No. 
 
    Beg him to let me go? I'm sure that worked for about zero percent of people who were kidnapped. 
 
    By the time I'd showered and brushed my teeth and hair, I knew ten minutes had well elapsed. Dressing quickly, still not giving a shit about what I had on, I crept back down the hall to the kitchen, stopping when I saw Pierce staring into the freezer. He looked lost in his own little world.  
 
    I was debating if I should run down the hall and lock myself in the bathroom or play it off like I had no idea there was an entire human organ in his freezer.  
 
    The choice was made for me when he finally glanced over and saw I was watching him. 
 
    "Come here," he gruffly commanded, making no effort to move away from the refrigerator.  
 
    Telling myself to get my shit together, I steeled my spine and went to him. I stopped mere inches from him, tilting my head up so I could investigate his face. He took his time letting his gaze sweep over my body, studying me like I was a rare artifact. When the blue eyes that kept haunting me finally met mine, I couldn't deny I liked what I saw in them.  
 
    He reached out and grabbed my wrist, pulling me in front of him and the open freezer. With the power being out, no cold air flowed out of the stainless-steel box. The first thing I noticed was that he'd taken the heart out.  
 
    Pierce pressed into me from behind, sliding his arms around my waist and resting his chin on my shoulder. "Why do you think you're here, Rebel?"  
 
    I only had one answer; it was the only thing that made sense every time I went over the possibilities.  
 
    "My dad hurt yours." I turned my head to look at him.  
 
    "No." He kissed my cheek and moved back, turning me around and pressing me against the fridge. No? I furrowed my brows, searching his handsome face for answers.  
 
    The small lamp by the sofa flickered back on, adding a dim glow to the room. Pierce lifted his hand and ran his knuckles down the left side of my face. 
 
    "You saw the heart." A statement, not a question. 
 
    "What heart?"  
 
    He clucked his tongue at me and shook his head. 
 
    "You're too smart to pretend to be dumb. So, I'll ask you again. Did you or didn't you see the heart?" His voice had gone hard. He drilled his eyes into mine, daring me to lie.  
 
    I hated the way he was talking to me, and I was still pissed he’d choked me. My temper got the better of me, despite my struggle to keep it in check. 
 
    "I didn't see any fucking heart. What kind of psychopath has a heart in the freezer?" I snapped, mentally kicking myself in the ass. So much for not provoking him.  
 
    "I never said there was a heart in the freezer.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    A smile spread across his face, but there wasn't anything friendly about it. "I've been easy on you, but I think we need to go over some rules." Keeping his gaze trained on me, he began to loosen his tie. 
 
     Dread started to build in my stomach. Please don't let this man be into some sadistic kink.  
 
    As if he could read my mind. "Don't worry, Rebel. I won't make you call me master. As long as you treat me like one."  
 
    I gritted my teeth and glared at him.  
 
    "The first rule: don't ever lie to me again. Secondly, the word No…it doesn't exist when I tell you to do something. And thirdly, like I already told you, when I do tell you to do something, just do it." He pulled his red tie over his head and looked at me expectantly. He could take his rules and shove them all the way up his arrogant ass. 
 
    "You already broke rule number one. Twice." He took his suit jacket off and sat it on the kitchen counter. "I want you on your knees." He placed his hands on my shoulders and forced me down. My knees hit the cold floor the same time the fridge came back to life. 
 
    "I'm not doing this." I attempted to get up, and that was the equivalent of poking the beast. 
 
    "I love how you think you have a choice." Grabbing a fistful of my hair, he pushed me back down and held me in place, using one hand to undo his slacks.  
 
    "If you bite me, I will personally pull every last tooth from your mouth and then replace you with your sister," he warned, pressing his swollen head against my lips. His words had me springing into action before they fully sunk in. He could do whatever he wanted to me if it kept my sister safe. 
 
    I open my mouth, and he wasted no time pushing in. My choking didn't deter him. Unpleasant memories surfaced, and I had to force bile back down my throat. This isn't Richard. My eyes dampened, tears threatening to spill, but I didn't let them.  
 
    Using my hands to try and stop him from pushing in how he wanted to only made it worse.  
 
    "You're determined to push boundaries." He grabbed hold of my hands and tightly wrapped his tie around them.  
 
    He worked himself back into my mouth once I was disabled, and thrust in and out, forcing me to take him all the way. His cock smelled and tasted just like his body wash. I knew this because I opened it earlier and smelled it. Struggling, I did the best I could to appease him. The quicker he came, the faster he'd get his dick out of my mouth. Forcing myself to relax, I squeezed my eyes shut. 
 
    "Look at me." He gripped my hair tighter and forced my eyes to open. 
 
    He looked down at me, bracing himself with one hand on the fridge that was now spilling out cold air. His blue eyes were dark, full of something I couldn't explain, that I didn't understand.  
 
    I could tell he was getting close, his movements harsher, faster. The worst part of all this was that I wasn’t bothered about having him in my mouth. I would have done anything for him if he'd only asked me. The realization that he wasn't who I thought he was hurt far worse than it should.  
 
    "The heart," he rasped. "My father used to say he didn't have a heart, so the day I killed him I carved it from his chest." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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    Living with Pierce, was not exactly what I would call the end of the world.  
 
    I missed my sister more than anything. Meeting his demands wasn’t a horrible test of my will.  
 
    Had he not kidnapped me to bring me here it would almost feel like an extended stay. Apart from me sucking his cock and being fucked at the drop of a dime. 
 
    The night I’d discovered whose heart he kept as a souvenir, after I’d swallowed every drop of his come, we ate quality take out. 
 
    That was a week ago.  
 
    The next morning, he had me on my knees in his shower, sucking him dry. Before he left, he used his fingers to bring right to the edge before withdrawing and getting dressed for the day, telling me I wasn't allowed to touch myself. 
 
    "I own your pleasure." He kissed me deeply, and then left, leaving me to fester in my anger all day. Before he returned, I gave myself a pep talk. I couldn't let my emotions have reign over my mind. 
 
    He came back and fucked me in every sense of the word. My hands were tied to his headboard. I was on my stomach with that fucking blindfold over my eyes. He played with me like a kitten does a ball of yarn, slowly unraveling it and then pouncing. 
 
    His soft lips trailed up my legs, over the naked globes of my ass, across my back to my shoulders.  
 
    He ate my pussy from the back, his tongue so deep inside of me I couldn't concentrate on anything but what he was doing. His fingers gripped my hips and held me in place. My hands wrapped around his iron bed frame in an attempt to hold myself up as pressure built in my core. Seconds before I came, his dick was replacing his tongue, fingers curling into my hips. 
 
    My breasts smashed into his mattress while my ass stayed in the air. I couldn't catch my breath. The only thing I was able to say was his name. The man was relentless. His cock drove in and out of me for what seemed like hours on end, punishing my pussy with pleasure and pain. He didn’t pull out when he came, leaving his come to settle between my legs. 
 
    Again, he held me in his arms all night, a cocoon of warmth and something akin to safety.  
 
    I don't think I could hate him more than in that moment. I always wondered how a chick could fall in love with a man who wanted to dominate and control them. Though, what I felt for Pierce was far from love. It was just lustful obsession. Still, I found myself wanting to know who the man beneath the suit was.  
 
    Why did he keep me around and in his bed? What made him ensure his house had everything I would need while he was away? And what caused him to be so jaded, that he cut the heart out his father's chest?  
 
    Clearly we both had a past. Everyone did. His was merely darker than mine.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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    I ignored the man's agonized scream and closed the garden shears around his thumb.This was a mild method of gaining information. Enrique stood with his arms crossed on the other side of the warehouse, waiting for his turn. 
 
    The man in the chair threw up down the front of himself and continued to sob. He'd pissed his pants an hour ago.  
 
    He was clearly going for gold in the weakness department.  
 
    My father used to heat forks on the stove and then press them into me and my brother's backs. If we so much as whimpered, he'd knock us about, and then lock us in the shed for the night. No relief from the pain, no supper, and no heat in the middle of winter. This man had it much easier.  
 
    "Are you ready to talk? Or would you like your pinky to be next?" I ignored his severed digit and stood back. 
 
    "I say cut off his dick," Enrique called out. I smiled and shook my head. 
 
    "I guess it would be your dick, then. Trust me when I say that would hurt me more than it would hurt you.” Rotating my neck, I began to count to three in my head. 
 
    "Alright, alright," Caleb drooled, sniffling up the snot that was leaking from his nose. 
 
    "He wants to marry her," he choked out. Marry her? I raised my brows. That couldn't be right.  
 
    That notion would have never crossed into mine. It could be argued that I was sick and immoral asshole, but even I had limits.  
 
    Now that the perverse thought had presented, I could see it. The way he watched her when they were together, his small touches here and there that could be brushed off as innocent. And the way he used his men to keep any boys that were interested away from her.Perhaps that wasn't him being fatherly, after all. 
 
    "Seth Borgia wants to marry his daughter?" I questioned slowly, ignoring the fact that Caleb was bleeding all over the fucking place. 
 
    "Not his daughter. Please, help me," Caleb begged.  
 
    "What aren't you telling me?"  
 
    This was the last chance I was giving him to spill his guts before I did , in a much different fashion. I shouldn't technically have been here doing this. There were plenty of men, and some women, far beneath me that were meant to handle shit like this. But I liked doing my own dirty work. It helped me sleep at night. 
 
    "This isn't going to bring back your precious Michelle." Caleb grinned up at me, his eyes glassy. He knew he wasn't getting out of here alive, and that was the perfect thing to say to make his demise that much quicker. I ignored Enrique telling me to wait and dug my shears into Caleb's throat. 
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    I cut the engine and looked up at my house. I'd showered before coming home because I didn't want Willow to see me covered in blood.  
 
    The smell of hot pizza filled the cabin of my car. She liked pizza; I'd seen her eat it a million times. And milkshakes. She loved some caramel peanut butter bullshit. I went out of my way to get her one. I could give her one night of normalcy, just one. One last time. 
 
    Enrique burned Caleb's body and promised to email me everything I needed by in the morning. Jax checked in, saying Abigail was just as much of a mess as when he'd first taken her. That translated into letting me know he was enjoying himself. 
 
    Sighing, I grabbed the pizza and shake and climbed out of the car. If circumstances were different, I'd be walking into the door to a willing woman, not a kidnapped one. 
 
    Keying in the door code, I walked into the house. Willow's head popped up from over the couch. Her hair was down, and she wasn't wearing anything but a sleep shirt that said No Pants Are The Best Pants.  
 
    I don't think I'd ever seen anyone as sexy as she was without any effort. The movie Psycho was playing on the flat screen, and I couldn't help but raise my brows at her. 
 
    Willow glanced at the television and then back at me, with a sly smile on her face. It melted away and was replaced by a look of confusion as she took in the pizza box and shake in my hands. 
 
    "You got pizza?" She cocked her head and looked at me. 
 
    " I know how much you like it. I also know you hate cake." I turned and kicked the door shut with my shoe. When I looked back at her, she was staring at me as if I'd grown two heads. 
 
    "You're a really shitty kidnapper. All you give me is cock and food."  
 
    I grinned, allowing myself to laugh at her serious expression. 
 
    "We need to eat before it gets cold." I walked away from Willow, purposely ignoring the expression on her face.  
 
    Sometimes, I wondered what she thought of me. She'd never asked me why I took my father's heart, or what I did when I left the house. I felt guilty about a lot of things in my life, but killing my dad wasn't one of them. The irony wasn't lost on me, that the man whose heart I kept in the freezer would soon be me if I stayed on the track I was on. 
 
    Which was why a good man would have let Willow go; he wouldn't have taken her in the first place. I couldn't be that man. I wanted her, even if it meant trapping her in Hell right beside me. It was an executive decision. At thirty-three, I'd made plenty of those.  
 
    I knew she wasn't Michelle; no one was. My fiancée had been the light of my life. Losing her catapulted me even further down a path of darkness. I didn’t want another copy of her.  
 
    Willow was perfect in every way imaginable. She had the heart of a lion and the beauty of a goddess. Smart and full of life, even her smart-ass mouth had grown on me. Though, I preferred when it was wrapped around my cock. 
 
    I sat the pizza and plates on the glass dining table. Willow followed behind me, suddenly quiet as a mouse. I shut my eyes and took a deep breath. It would be so easy to force some of the answers to what I wanted to know out of her. 
 
    She claimed I didn't act like a kidnapper. Well, she didn't exactly act like a kidnapped girl was supposed to. Fuck, she didn't act like anyone her age did.  
 
    "Pierce?" Her small hand touched my back, concern evident in her voice. I could smell the lavender body wash she used on her skin, the peach shampoo in her hair. When her hand went from my back to my arm, something in me snapped.  
 
    Shoving the plates to the floor, I spun and grabbed hold of her arms. She gasped, clearly surprised. I sat her on the edge of the table and caged her in on either side. She stared up at me, her chocolate eyes wide, her perfect pink lips slightly parted.  
 
    She was supposed to have a bullet in her head. I was going to snap her neck. I wanted to cut her heart out and send it to her father with a pretty little bow around it. She wasn't supposed to get under my skin like infectious cancer and bleed into my thoughts.  
 
    "Why aren't you fighting me anymore? Why are you so calm?" I kept my voice level, but even I could hear the harshness in it.  
 
    Half of me wanted to spill my fucking guts, tell her everything I'd ever done and everything I was about to put her through. Killing my father was just the tip of the iceberg. If she truly knew the man I was, she wouldn't look at me the way she did, and for once, I was a coward, because I refused to tell her. One day I would, but not today. 
 
    "I don't want to fight you. Is that what you want? Me to fight you?" She looked at me questioningly. If I said yes, I knew she would. 
 
    "Why?" Of all the things running through my head, that's the only question I could ask her. 
 
    "I like you. I've always liked you. And I know you're a bit different, but so am I. You don't think I'm weird, and that makes me happy." Her honest words tumbled from her mouth and caught me off guard.  
 
    "I choked you to get you here, Willow.."  
 
    Pausing to get myself under control, I ran a hand down my face. She cast her gaze downward, suddenly unable to look me in the eyes. 
 
    "I liked it," she mumbled into her chest. My dick turned to a slab of granite. 
 
    "I want to hurt you, Willow. Make you cry, and hear you beg." 
 
    "So, do it." She lifted her head and challenged me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINETEEN 
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    My emotions were spiraling out of control. 
 
    I had nothing to bargain with except myself. I had myself. As soon as the words "Do it," left my lips, Pierce's mouth hit mine, hard. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and his hands went to my thighs.  
 
    My mouth opened for him, happily letting his tongue inside to meet my own. All too soon, he broke away from me.  
 
    He pulled me by the legs so my ass was right on the edge of his table. 
 
    "I should have done this the first night you were here," he murmured, kissing up my bare leg to my right thigh. Slowly, he began to trace over my scars with the tip of his tongue, moving closer and closer to my pussy. 
 
    I groaned, taking hold of his shoulders, spreading my legs even more for him. 
 
    His lips ghosted over my thong, his warm breath on my center, and then his mouth was moving up my other leg, doing a repeat. His tongue like a paintbrush, my scars the canvas.  
 
    My body was my own worst enemy. It came alive for him. He followed the ugly rugged pattern imprinted on my skin with slow, smooth strokes. This time, he moved his lips to the outside of my thigh.  
 
    Taking hold of my thong with his teeth, he began to remove it, dragging it down my legs without lifting a finger. 
 
    "Take your shirt off," he instructed me, discarding his own clothes. I quickly shoved the shirt over my head and sat watching him, naked. I drank in the masterpiece that emerged from beneath his suit. He had to have a vigorous workout routine; his body was mouth watering. The muscles, his abs, even the fucking crimson dragon tattoo on his back. 
 
    "No." I stopped him from going back to his knees once he was all the way nude. Fuck foreplay, I wanted him inside of me. I tried to pull him toward me, but he just pushed my hands away. 
 
    "Not yet, Rebel. I wanna play." He moved down and put his mouth where it always seemed to be, pushing two fingers into me at the same time. He took his time, driving me insane with need. 
 
    "Pierce...please," I begged, pulling on his hair. 
 
    "Please, what?" He rolled my clit with his tongue, eliciting another soft moan from my mouth. 
 
    "Get up and fuck me.” 
 
    Pierce chuckled, his warm breath blowing onto my pussy. He rose up like the Sex God he was and positioned me how he wanted, legs were bent, my feet balanced on the edge of the glass table. It reminded me of origami. He ran the head of his cock up and down my lips, smearing his precum onto my labia. 
 
    "Mmm, don't make me beg." I held his arms and pleaded. 
 
    "You already are." he smirked at me, pushing inside me in with one solid thrust. He gave me no time to adjust; he never did. I loved that he didn’t fuck me slow and sweet. 
 
    His thrusts were hard, each one pushing him deeper and deeper into my pussy. 
 
    My position allowed him to go in as far as he wanted. It was the perfect amount of pain and pleasure. 
 
    "God!" I dug my nails into him as hard as I could. 
 
    Pierce," he corrected me arrogantly. 
 
    "Don't you dare come," he growled, feeling my pussy tighten around him.  
 
    "I can't hold it." 
 
    "You don't have a choice." He slowed, beginning to thrust in and out of me agonizingly slow. 
 
    "Fucking asshole," I breathed out, glaring at him. 
 
    "We're just getting started, Rebel." he pulled all the way out and flipped me around, pushing into me on my next breath. My breasts smashed into the cold glass, and the end of the table bit into my stomach. 
 
    He grabbed hold of my hands and pinned them above my head.  
 
    It was heavenly torture. He fucked me to the brink of orgasm, and then pulled back. Over and over again.  
 
    "Pierce," I nearly sobbed, feeling my control slip. 
 
    His thrusts increased. How it was even possible for him to fuck me harder than he already was blew my mind. 
 
    "Come, Rebel." He pushed into me one last time, finishing with me. My loud scream drowned out his groan. He ran his hands down my sweaty back, over my sides, and rested them on my ass. 
 
    After a minute, he peeled me away from his table, lifting me into his arms. With my head cradled on his shoulder, he carried me to his room, through his ridiculously large closet, and into his bathroom. 
 
    We showered in comfortable silence. Pierce massaged my scalp and every inch of my body. Afterward, we ended up on his bed with the warmed up pizza between us. 
 
    "You don't talk dirty," I stated, biting into my second slice. Pierce cleared his throat and wiped his mouth with a paper towel, ever put together. I'd been using my robe.  
 
    "Do I really need to announce how tight and wet your pussy is?" he inquired.  
 
    Seeing the puzzled look on his face, I began to giggle. 
 
    "Or would you rather I ask how much you like my cock as I'm fucking you? Though, I think we both know you love it," he shrugged and bit into his own slice. I looked him over, taking in his naked torso and gray sweatpants, hiding a grin when I saw his large print. 
 
    "So, why am I here?" I couldn't help but ask. Nothing had changed since the first night I got there. He was still the same demanding, sexy, asshole Pierce.  
 
    "Do you really want to talk about this?" He sighed, shifting on the bed. 
 
    "Will you tell me the truth?" 
 
    "Only what I think you should know, " he openly admitted. I nodded, waiting for him to do just that. 
 
    "I was going to kill you, but everything changed." He looked at me, his face set back in its usual impassive mask. 
 
    "What changed?" I swallowed my last bite of pizza, which now felt like a heavy rock. 
 
    "Everything when it came to you, Rebel. You're exactly what I wanted, at exactly the wrong time. But I couldn't wait." He looked at me, his honest answer momentarily leaving me speechless. 
 
    "B...but, what are you going to do with me? You said you wanted to break me." Shaking my head, I wrapped my arms around my middle and looked at him.  
 
    "I am breaking you. It just isn't apparent to you how yet." He shut the pizza box and moved it to the floor. 
 
    "You can't keep me like this forever, Pierce." I looked down, wondering if he was right. Did I really want to have this conversation? I knew we needed to; I couldn't keep living in a dream world. A world where we were an ordinary couple and everything was fine. 
 
    He reached out and gripped my chin, forcing me to look at him. "I can keep you forever, Rebel, and I intend to." 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY 
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    Can't keep her forever? Who was going to stop me? I could tell by the look on her face she wouldn't ever just go along with that. That was alright with me - I liked the fight in her. 
 
    "My turn." Readjusting myself on the bed, I opened my arms and after a slight hesitation, Willow crawled into them. 
 
    "Tell me about your scars." She stiffened, looking up at me in alarm. 
 
    "The dragon tattoo on my back? It covers mine."  
 
    Hey eyes widened as what I confessed sunk in. Fighting the urge to force her answer from her, I started to run my hands up and down her back, placing a kiss on the top of her head. 
 
    She sighed, took a breath, and laid her head on my chest. Every word that spilled from her mouth caused my gut to twist. 
 
    "My stepdad used to come into my room at night. It started on my tenth birthday. At first, it was just touching. Then, it was kissing. He used to make me...suck," she choked up.  
 
    I kept quiet, pulling her a little closer, holding her a little tighter, pretending to be a 'good guy.' 
 
    "On my eleventh birthday, he started using his pocket knife to carve his...intitals. Told me if I screamed or told anybody, he'd hurt my mom." She went silent. 
 
     I glanced down and saw she was staring at the wall, a dark look on her face."The ironic thing is that my mom never gave a shit about me, and I wanted to protect her anyways." She struggled to hold back her tears.  
 
    "You don't have to say anything else." I didn't need to hear, knowing the details were far worse than what she was divulging. Already knowing Richard Miller used to stick his dick just far enough into her ass to make it hurt, how he'd jack off and make her swallow. 
 
    She was just a little girl that no one stood up for, that no one cared about. I wanted to take her pain away, but then, because of who she was I wanted to choke her with it. I think It was time to end this little masquerade. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 
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    The sound of running water let me know Pierce was home for a change. My body was sore, but in a good way. I don't think we separated at all the night before. By the time my head finally hit a pillow, I was spent.  
 
    I looked over at the digital clock as I rolled out of bed. The last time I'd slept till noon was after a night of binge-watching Charmed. After getting myself together in the bathroom, I left the room.  
 
    When I finally reached the bottom of the stairs, I froze. There were eight vases of golden lilies sat around the house. 
 
    "Do you like them?" Pierce's voice came from behind me. It's just flowers, I told myself, seconds away from losing my shit. Glancing back at him, he cocked his head and studied me. 
 
    "Well?"  
 
    "They're beautiful," I lied through my teeth. The flowers were lovely, but I hated them. Someone had left a single bloody lily on my sister's chest. 
 
    "Why lilies?" 
 
    "Why?" He circled around me, making his way towards the table we'd spent a good chunk of time on. 
 
    "You got lilies. Most people get roses." Pierce stopped walking and looked back at me, a cold smile on his face. I furrowed my brows, wondering what I missed.  
 
    What happened between us from the time we went to sleep until now. 
 
    "Roses mean love, and I don't love you, Rebel. I just own you," he shrugged and continued walking. I think it was then my heart shattered in my chest and hit the ground. The worst part was that I didn't know I loved him until it did. Struggling to understand what was going on, I stared at his back.  
 
    He was dressed as immaculately as ever in a crisp black suit. His words were delivered coldly, without emotion. It was a harsh reminder of who I was dealing with. 
 
    "You can't own a human being, Pierce." 
 
    "Come sit down, Willow. We need to talk." Willow. Not Rebel. Feeling much like a scolded child about to be dealt a punishment, I made my way to the table, taking a seat at the farthest end, away from him. 
 
    "Have you ever killed anyone, Willow?" He tapped his fingers on the back of a chair, watching me carefully. 
 
    "What? No–" 
 
    "Have you ever wanted to?"  
 
    "What kind of question is that? No." I didn't know what he was playing at, but I'd never killed anyone before. I wasn't sure I could. Unless it was Richard. I'd drag his ass straight to hell. 
 
    "What about the time you didn't put enough heroin in the needle?" He glowered at me. His blue eyes were void of color, so dark they looked empty. The temperature in the room dropped to freezing. How did he know about that? My stomach twisted, and my heart rate shot up. 
 
    "I didn't mean to…I changed my mind. I would never hurt–" 
 
    "Hurt her? Well, you did. She cried about it for a week." He cut me off, his voice hard as ice.  
 
    I shook my head back and forth still trying to figure out how did he would know any of this. Unless… 
 
    No. No. No. 
 
    "You're...Nick?" My voice cracked. I was too overwhelmed to try and stop it. Too many emotions were attacking me at once. 
 
    "Pierce Nikolai Serban, or as Michelle liked to call me, Nick. Sometimes Nicky." His smile was cruel, but his words were laced with venom. I felt the poisonous effects of them leaking into my soul, slowly siphoning away every defense I had left. 
 
    Nothing could have prepared me for this. Not once did I think Pierce was Nick. God, I hadn't even thought of Nick in years. Michelle. Cassie had preferred being called by her middle name too. I hated it. That was our mother’s name. 
 
    "It was safer for us to use my middle name until we were married," Pierce continued, ignoring my obvious distress.  
 
    My clothes were suddenly too tight, the walls were closing in on me, and I couldn't get enough air into my lungs. Ignoring Pierce's yell for me to stop, I shot out of my chair and ran through his house. 
 
    I had just hit the third stair when his hand closed around my ankle. I fell forward, grunting as my stomach made impact with stairs, and my teeth bit into my tongue. 
 
    "Where the fuck did you think you were going to go?" He flipped me around, so I was facing him. Red filled my vision. I spit the blood at him that had filled my mouth, kicking out at the same time. My foot connected with his stomach, causing his grip to loosen. 
 
    "Get away from me!" I spun back around and hauled ass up the stairs.  
 
    "Willow!" His yell sent fear coursing through me. For the first time since meeting him, I was scared. He caught me in the hall, sending us both crashing into the wall. 
 
    "You ran from me, kicked me, and just spit on me. What do you think happens now?" His voice was dangerously calm. When I didn't answer, he dragged me away from the wall towards his room. 
 
    "If you would have stuck around, you would have heard the best part. How your father, and I use that term loosely, killed your sister. My fiancée. Did you know she was pregnant?"  
 
    Now that we were in his room, he shoved me away from him and slammed the bedroom door shut, blocking my only exit unless I totally lost it and through myself over the balcony. He wasn’t worth my life, though. No man was. 
 
    "Why would he do that?" I didn't believe him. Why would my father hurt Cassie? 
 
    "He was her supplier. Every time I took the drugs away and got her clean, he'd give them right back. She got in debt and was too ashamed to tell me."  
 
    I knew my next words were going to be cold, but I didn't care. I wanted him to hurt as much as I did. 
 
    "So, I take it she didn’t tell you she fucked him to pay her debts?"  
 
    Keeping my voice level, I stared him down, watching what I said sink in."Why did you take me, Pierce? To make me feel bad? Make me suffer like she did?" I kept going, wishing I could reach inside his ice box of a chest and tear his heart out. 
 
    "Your sister was sick, she –" 
 
    "Stop defending her! She wasn't sick, she was a goddamn addict!"  My resentment for my sister bled through each word that came from my mouth. 
 
    "Does it bother you? That I stick up for the woman I love?" He grinned at me, delighted in my fall from grace. 
 
    Love. Not loved.  
 
    "Yes, Pierce. It does bother me."  
 
    I clenched my jaw, hating this fucked up thing I called life. "It bothers me because no one stuck up for me. No cared about the girl who didn’t have a choice when that sick fuck came into her room. But let’s feel sorry for the girl that couldn’t pull her shit together and stop sticking a needle in her arm? Fuck. That. I was the one who took care of her when she came running home to get away from you!” 
 
    His grin disappeared as I screamed at him. 
 
    "You all knew. So why didn't anyone help me?" I whispered brokenly, feeling my eyes fill with tears. 
 
    "I have shit to do." He turned, opened the door, and walked out, not bothering to look back. 
 
    It hurt. Felt as if my heart was being diced up inside my chest, but what was I really expecting to come of this? 
 
    The better question. Did what I want really even matter? No, it never had. I knew better than to lead with my head instead of the unstable organ inside my chest.  
 
    Pierce Serban was a lesson. 
 
    A harsh one. 
 
    I’d built myself up too high to let anyone in this world knock me back down. and knocked me down. So, even though my emotions were being put through a meat-grinder, I would get through it.  
 
    When I was done crying, I would put myself back together and force myself to carry the fuck on. At the end of the day, that was all I could do. It’d been that same sad song since I was eleven years old. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I had no destination in mind when I left my house. I drove and drove, going nowhere. Though she had said it to hurt me, I knew she spoke the truth. That tended to happen when someone was hurt. Michelle had pledged her loyalty to me, swore she'd never betray me, and then fucked Seth Borgia behind my back. 
 
    The baby might not have even been mine. A baby I was overjoyed about having. I'd had some inkling of just who Willow was the first time I’d met her, but I’d needed to be sure. I don't know why needing to know everything about her was at the top of my to-do list. I figured out who she was the night before I brought home the pizza. 
 
    I'd made a promise to Michelle I would find a way to protect her little sister. But Richard wasn't some measly little power player; he had connections.  
 
    Leaving Willow to bask in her own misery wasn't my proudest moment, but I couldn't give her comfort.  
 
    Not when I knew what our future held.  
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    When I got back home, it was a little past four in the morning. The house was completely dark, silent. I went upstairs to my room, pausing in the doorway. 
 
    She was sleeping.  
 
    Her face was slightly puffy from crying, and her hair was in a little bit of disarray, but she was still gorgeous to me. I lifted her up and tucked her beneath the comforter, placing a kiss on her forehead, momentarily letting my emotions get involved. 
 
    I wished I could bring her the world, instead of wreaking havoc on it. I needed her to serve a purpose, and she had no idea that this was just the beginning. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 
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    Stretching my arms above my head, I groaned and rolled onto my stomach. After lounging for I'm not sure how long, I knew it was time to face the music. 
 
    I took my time in the shower, letting the hot water ease away some of the fog. Around my head. Once my teeth and hair were brushed, I pulled on a pair of sweatpants that Pierce had bought me, and went downstairs. 
 
    He was standing with his hands in his pockets, looking out the window. There was a wall topped with electrical barbed wire between us, brick and impossible to climb. 
 
    "Drink the water, take the Aspirin. You'll feel better." He didn't turn to look at me.  
 
    My eyes landed on a glass of ice water on his table. Inching forward, I saw two little white pills beside it. He must've known I was coming down. I took them and drank the water. 
 
    "I'm going to give you two simple options, and the choice is entirely up to you." He turned from the window and faced me. His cobalt eyes masking any of his underlying emotions. 
 
    I let my silence speak for itself, urging him to go on. 
 
    "On the table is a marital agreement. Sign it, and for one year I own you, in every sense of the word.” 
 
    “We will immediately begin getting you ready and molding you into what I need." He paused and looked at me. I gawked at him.  
 
    "Marital? Why?" I didn't want to begin thinking about what he needed and what molding me would involve. We both knew this had nothing to do with love, so that meant he was planning something. 
 
    "I can't tell you that just yet. But I heavily advise against returning home to your father. If you do want to leave, there's a car waiting outside that will take you. I won't bother you again."  
 
    He sounded like a bored car salesman, not caring what I chose either way. I couldn't return home to Seth. If Pierce was telling the truth...God, if Pierce was telling the truth, my whole life was going to be in shambles 
 
    "What's the catch?" Him just letting me walk out the door was right up there with, Jesus, personally escorting me home. 
 
    "No catch, Rebel." I didn't see the little smirk on his face. I'd already turned and started heading for the door. My hands grasped the knob, and it actually began to open. 
 
    "There is one thing, however."  
 
    I froze, letting my eyes shut for a minute. I took a breath and turned around. 
 
    "You said there was no catch." I clenched my teeth and glared at him. 
 
    "It's not a catch. It's me getting rid of an insurance policy I no longer need." He reached into his pocket and retrieved a pen. "It's just a phone call, really. If you leave, your sister won't be granted the same…leniency. That bridge will have to burn. Technicalities and all that. You understand?" 
 
    "How do I know she's ok right now?" Curling my shaking hands into fist, I looked at him with nothing but hatred.  
 
    "Look." He hit a few buttons on his cell phone and held it up. From where I stood, I could see it was a video. 
 
    Moving away from his door, I crept closer and saw it was a live feed. Abbi sat on a bed with her head down and knees tucked to her chest. She looked fine on the outside, but who knew what she was going through on the inside. This was all my fault. 
 
    Pierce hit a button, and my sister's image faded away, the screen going black. He looked at me with no emotion whatsoever displayed on his face, other than an arrogant half smile. 
 
    "What do I need to do?" Swallowing my pride and forsaking my freedom for my sister was a no brainer. I wasn't like the men that thrived in our clandestine world. Letting someone suffer would torture me day and night. Abbi didn't deserve to be dragged into this. I hated that bad people could destroy innocent things. 
 
    "Sign our marriage contract." He held a red ball point pen out to me, knowing I would take it. 
 
    "You won't hurt her?" 
 
    "I may not be good for much, but my word is golden. Your sister will be treated like a princess. Think of Rapunzel." Fucking bastard. My emotions raged inside of me.  
 
    "Why me?"  
 
    "You’re the only one that can do this, and I promised Michelle I'd look out for her sister. It's just a year. Abigail or your signature. I don't have all day for you to decide, Rebel." 
 
    This wasn't a choice. It was coercion and blackmail at its finest. He wasn't giving me an option at all. I had no idea what I was about to get myself into, and I knew there was a massive amount of shit he wasn't telling me. 
 
    "Was this you breaking me?" 
 
    "No, Rebel. This is me starting to break you." 
 
    "Is it going to hurt worse than this?" I mumbled, more to myself than him. 
 
    "More than likely," he replied callously, holding the pen out to me. 
 
    Snatching the pen from his hand, I clicked it open and signed my name. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 
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    He was seriously insane.  
 
    I stared at the schedule in front of me with furrowed brows. Every aspect of my life, every daily detail, was on the paper he’d placed before me. 
 
    "I've signed your ridiculous agreement. Why do I need a schedule?" 
 
    "Because I'm giving you one. You're alone most of the time and you need a way to keep busy." 
 
    Arrogant asshole.  
 
    Pierce had been colder than snow ever since I'd signed off on our marriage pact three weeks ago. The agreement was utter bullshit, and now he was trying to control how I spent every waking moment?  
 
    No.  
 
    Not happening.  
 
    The man had even penciled in watering his plants, which I was ninety percent sure were fake. I struggled to remain calm and keep my face blank. 
 
    "You know that document I signed isn't legally binding, right?" I flicked the paper across the table in his general direction. 
 
    "It's binding when it comes to you and me. I'm sure I don't need to explain why."  
 
    He gave me a pointed stare and slid the schedule back to me. I begrudgingly picked it up again. "Well, you forgot to mention what times I'm allowed to piss and if you'd like me to wipe from front to back or just drip dry," I smiled. He glared.  
 
    "And do you want me to suck your cock Sundays at four? Or do you prefer Wednesdays at six? I'm just trying to make you happy."  
 
    His anger amplified before my eyes. His handsome features darkened, and his stare turned glacial. I smiled a little bigger and leaned back, crossing my arms. With a clenched jaw, he shoved away from the table and stalked off. A minute later the front door slammed so hard the large windows vibrated.  
 
    Covering my face with my hands, my smile fell away and I sighed. Was this really what my life was going to be like for a year? I suddenly had an overwhelming desire to drown my sorrows in a bottle of Jack. There wasn't any way to describe the feeling of being trapped and pretty much helpless.  
 
    My entire life had been uprooted and turned upside down in the span of a few weeks.  
 
    The old adage ‘be careful what you wish for’ could never ring truer than now. 
 
    Pierce Serban was undeniably gorgeous, wealthy, and dangerous. Some girls dreamed of being with men like him, the head of a criminal organization.  
 
    I just wanted to go home.  
 
    His good looks didn't make up for his shitty personality, and they damn sure didn't make this situation any better.  
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    Pierce stayed gone for forty-eight hours. 
 
    I wish I could pretend this didn't bother me, that if he dropped dead, I'd be just fine, but that wasn't the case at all. I hated the bittersweet feelings inside me that refused to go away.  
 
    He was a devious, lying, conniving asshole I couldn't seem to hate. As shitty as the situation was, it seemed to be the norm for us. He'd disappear for hours or days at a time and then come back, offering no explanation for what he’d been doing or where he’d been.  
 
    Under ordinary circumstances—or ordinary for our lifestyle—I would be the first person he told everything to, one of the only people he trusted enough to spill secrets. But this was all so far beyond ordinary, and neither of us trusted the other. 
 
    Trying to keep myself occupied, I read every magazine he had twice—even the spreads. I binge watched an entire season of Friends and stuffed my face with anything and everything that looked appealing. The next day was more of the same. I got so irate I wound up watering the plants and dusting the entire house just to stop myself from going completely insane.  
 
    That night, when Pierce still hadn't made an appearance, my mind began coming up with all sorts of disturbing scenarios.  
 
    Was he with someone else?  
 
    Was he hurt?  
 
    I wasn’t sure why I was even asking myself that. I mean I didn’t give a damn, right? Still though, it made for a restless night. His house being in the dead center of the woods didn’t do my nerves any favors. Every little noise had the hairs on the back of my neck rising. I took up sleeping in the guest bedroom because it didn't feel right being in his room without him.  
 
    Rolling onto my stomach, I looked at the digital clock on the nightstand and read the time. 
 
    It was midnight. 
 
    He had officially been gone for three days. Anger and something akin to sadness coiled inside my chest.  
 
    Every day I asked myself the same thing and could never come up with an answer. 
 
    Why did I care?  
 
    I was woken up what felt like only minutes after I'd fallen asleep by the bed dipping on the other side.  
 
    My eyes flew open in alarm. I moved so fast that I would have face-planted onto the floor if not for his arms wrapping around me.  
 
    "It's just me, Rebel." Pierce cradled me to his chest in an almost suffocating embrace. Pressed against him with my heart racing, I sharply inhaled the smell of cognac and cigar smoke. 
 
    "You're in my home. You'll always be safe with me,” he mumbled, running a hand through my hair before pulling away.  
 
    Was he drunk? I glanced over my shoulder, but the dark room prohibited me from seeing his face clearly. The bed let out a soft groan when he got back up.  
 
    The soft ruffling that followed was a telltale sign that he was removing his clothes. As my eyes adjusted to the dark, I kept my gaze trained on the back of his head, refusing to ogle the toned body I knew was hidden away beneath his expensive suits. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I asked. 
 
    "You're my wife. You sleep beside me," he replied curtly.  
 
    It was on the tip of my tongue to point out we weren't married yet and that I’d been sleeping alone for the past few nights, but all I really wanted was to go back to sleep. This wasn't anything new. No matter what we said to one another during the day, if he was home we always wound up together at night. 
 
    "Whatever," I sighed, lying back down and rolling to my side. A second later, Pierce was pressing against my back and burying his nose in the crook of my neck.  
 
    He was definitely drunk.  
 
    Pierce didn't cuddle. Not the real Pierce, anyway—the old one who had fooled me into thinking he was a decent guy for a day or two had. 
 
    "Did you miss me?" he asked after an elongated moment of silence. I pretended to be asleep, willing him to do the same.  
 
    Go to bed, Pierce. You're drunk.  
 
    Truthfully, I was glad he was. Otherwise, he would know his small touches were enough to make me ache between my thighs and were setting my skin on fire. We hadn't done anything with one another since the truth came out about who he truly was, and there was no replacing him with my hand–I’d tried that already. 
 
    "One day soon, I promise...I'll tell you the truth," he mumbled. His weight slightly shifted and eventually his breathing evened out as he fell asleep. 
 
    I remained awake, staring into the dark, left to wonder what he else he was keeping from me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 
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    Past 
 
    It had to be below freezing. 
 
    I'd been standing outside for over an hour. I didn't even know who the fuck I was waiting for. My father woke me up at four in the morning and damn near dragged me out of the house.  
 
    He was still trying to punish me for refusing to bury my Uncle Chester.  
 
    They’d had a falling out which had resulted in two bullets being lodged in Chester's lungs. 
 
    My father spun some elaborate tale of how it happened instead of fessing up in front of the other men, but I was there. I saw the whole damn thing. My father had killed my uncle over a game of bones. The man who always preached about putting family first had no loyalty to his own. He was a hypocritical bastard. 
 
    Feeling like a drug dealer on a dead corner, I moved back towards the shuttered store behind me. A heavy gust of wind blew, kicking snow into my face, pissing me off that much more. 
 
    Who the hell did he want me to find?  
 
    "Wait for her, and don’t kill her." That was all he had said before shoving a gun in the waistband of my slacks and kicking me out of the car. 
 
    I couldn't tell him no, just like I couldn't show signs of pain from the hot oil he'd dumped down my back the night before. One of his goomahs had run to help me as soon as he was gone. 
 
    Then, she helped herself to my cock.  
 
    I told her how much of a dirty slut she was and fucked her mouth until I came all over her perfect plump lips. I got off on damaging my father’s property. 
 
    Glancing left and then right, I still saw nothing but snow-covered cars and shitty apartment buildings.  
 
    I hoped like fuck whoever I was waiting for made an appearance soon. No matter what happened, whether Jax and I had killed someone, buried a body, or assisted in a brutal shakedown, we had to go to mass every Sunday. Ten A.M sharp.  
 
    My father had a skewed logic and my mother was no longer around to attempt to put him on the straight and narrow. 
 
    Some higher power must have heard my inner ramblings because a woman came stumbling around the corner. She was dressed uncomfortably skimpily for the weather. On closer inspection, she looked like the doped-up whores my father sold on cold winter nights just like this one.  
 
    She wore nothing but tall, knee-high black boots, a leopard print jacket, and a white dress that barely covered her ass. Dark hair was in total disarray around her face. It didn't take her long to notice me, and by the way her dark eyes widened in shock, she remembered exactly who I was. The surprise was mutual. No wonder he’d told me not to kill her. 
 
    "P...Pierce. How are you?" she stuttered, giving me a pained smile and stopping a safe distance from where I stood. 
 
    "This isn't a social call. Get over here!" I snapped.  
 
    I wanted nothing more than to put a bullet in her worthless brain, but I couldn't. Not yet, at least.  
 
    She made a sound in her throat and slowly crept forward, eyeing me with trepidation. 
 
    "Do you know how long I've been out here?"  
 
    Before she could respond, a piece of her dingy coat was balled in my hand and I was pulling her closer to me. 
 
    "Wait...don't—” 
 
    "Shut the fuck up." 
 
     I reached inside my jacket and removed the thick envelope my father had given me to deliver. "If I could kill you, I'd have done it the second you came around the corner." I thrust the parcel into her chest, making her lose balance and stumble.  
 
    Shaking my head, I stepped over her and made my way down the barren street, gritting my teeth.  
 
    My greedy snake of a father was still paying her to do his bidding. I knew what he was after the same thing I was.  
 
    Little did he know his associates were desperate for me to take his place. 
 
    And I would. 
 
    I was going to kill my father. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 
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    When I woke the next morning, warm sunlight was streaming into the room, and unsurprisingly, Pierce was gone. 
 
    The clock said it was seven-thirty, but it felt much later than that. Brushing strands of dark hair from my face, I yawned and sat up. Pierce's voice came from down the hall.  
 
    Presumably, he was on the phone, as I couldn’t hear any other voices. 
 
    Slowly climbing out of bed, I crept towards the door and tried to pick up on what he was saying.  
 
    He never told me anything, never elaborated on what he wanted from me. I always got some cryptic ass response, so I had no qualms about eavesdropping. 
 
    "That's not what we discussed," he hissed just as I slipped out into the hall.  
 
    When I was almost at the top of the stairs, I peered down at him from over the banister. His body language screamed that someone was about to get hurt.  
 
    A loud apology burst through the speaker, a man’s distraught voice practically begging for forgiveness. I had no idea who he was, but I instantly felt for the guy. I'd heard many rumors about the Serbans—how brutal they could be, how unforgiving they were. Pierce kidnapping me was proof enough of that.  
 
    "You have until the end of the day to fix the problem." He damn near snarled at the man, cutting off his fourth apology. After he hung up the phone, his indigo eyes darted up, locking with mine.  
 
    By the unsurprised look on his face, he'd known I was there the whole time. The cold, frigid disposition I was used to was back. Talk about a split personality. 
 
    "Get down here," he commanded, snapping his fingers at me as if I were a dog.  
 
    "Don't be a dick to me because you're having a shitty morning." 
 
    Crossing my arms over my chest, I tried to match the icy look he was so good at giving. His eyes narrowed as he slowly made his way to the bottom of the long staircase.  
 
    We stared at one another for what seemed like hours. Unable to keep my face as stoic as his, I looked away first. 
 
    "Get the fuck down here. Please,” he sighed in exasperation.  
 
    Grinding my teeth, I reluctantly went down the stairs, pausing when our chests were almost touching 
 
    "How did you sleep?" he asked after a beat. 
 
    What? 
 
    I blinked twice before slowly responding, "Good?” 
 
     The corner of his mouth tilted up. He ran a finger down my cheek, further confusing me with his odd behavior. 
 
    "Excellent. We can eat while we're out, after we go shopping." 
 
    "You're taking me out of the house to go shopping?" My tone was incredulous.  
 
    Pierce raised his dark brows at me, a skewed smirk still painting his handsome face. 
 
    "I can't have my wife wearing pajamas twenty-four seven." 
 
    "Pajamas? These are called sweatpants."  
 
    Gesturing up and down my body, ignoring his wife comment, I watched his expression change to one of distaste. 
 
    "I know what they are. Did you not just sleep in them?" 
 
    "Well, what would you like me to sleep in?" 
 
    He reached up and cupped the back of my neck, gently pressing his forehead against mine. 
 
    "You're not going to sleep in anything. When I want to fuck you, I don't want any barriers between us. I want nothing in the way of my cock sliding into your pussy." He pressed his lips to my forehead and stepped away. "Get ready to leave." 
 
    He left me standing on the stairs, staring dumbfounded at his retreating back. I hoped he knew I wasn't buying his bullshit for a minute. He was up to something. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 
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    The car ride was uneventful. 
 
    Pierce only spoke for the last five minutes. Of course, he made sure to make up for the lost time with one hell of a lecture. 
 
    "I don't think I need to remind you of what happens if you run. My brother really likes Abbi; I'd hate to have him hurt her because you decide to make a foolish decision. I wanted to wait for this, but there's been a schedule change.” 
 
    At the end of his rant, he looked at me with an inexpressive look on his face, giving nothing away. 
 
    "Why do I feel like you aren't telling me something? We’re just here to buy clothes, right?" 
 
    He gave me a smile full of mischief and got out of the car.  
 
    "Oh, look, you're playing the role of a gentleman. How sweet," I deadpanned when he opened my door for me. He grabbed my hand and yanked me from my seat. I found myself pinned between him and the smooth black machine behind me.  
 
    He smelled like himself again, a potent old spice fragrance. His hardened body pressing against the front of mine had an all too familiar desire stirring between my thighs. 
 
    "You have a lot of confidence for a woman stuck with the man who wanted to kill her." 
 
    "And you have a lot of confidence to keep sleeping with your dick within my reach at night."  
 
    I wouldn't have pushed this hard before, but I knew despite everything he was saying that he wouldn't kill me. He needed me for something, and I understood whatever it was could very well be the only thing keeping me alive.  
 
    He leaned into me, ghosting his soft lips over mine before whispering in my ear. "You're going to pay for every smartass comment you've made to me."  
 
    I swallowed, knowing he meant every word. 
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    I was one hundred percent certain Pierce had slept with the woman trying to dress me like a cheap whore. Well, cheap couldn't really be used to describe the racks of clothes in front of me, but the whore part was spot on. 
 
    Pierce sat on a black sofa chatting with the pretty redhead while I tossed random pieces of clothing over the door.  
 
    I was hungry, horny, and a little hurt. It was another misjudgment on my part to think he would take me to a public place. I was his best kept dirty secret—a pawn he was just waiting to reveal. 
 
    This whole situation started with someone who was dead. Why was I paying for what my sister had done?  
 
    When the dressing room door was abruptly pulled open, I yelped, damn near jumping out of my skin. 
 
    . "What the hell are you doing?" I covered my chest and glared. 
 
    "You didn't answer me," he shrugged, looking everywhere on my body but my face. From over his shoulder, I saw the redhead peering in at me. Pierce's gaze followed mine and whatever look he gave her had her eyes darting to the floor. 
 
    "Why is there nothing but short dresses and heels in everything you’ve had her give me?" 
 
    "Get dressed. We need to go." He ignored my question, giving my body one last scrutinizing look before stepping back out of the tiny cubicle. I rigged the door shut and rolled my eyes at the ceiling. He was so fucking frustrating.  
 
    Putting my clothes on as fast as I could, I stepped out of the dressing room and found myself alone. We were in a private upper-level boutique and I knew Pierce wouldn't leave me behind, so where did he go?  
 
    My answer came in the form of a light giggle from the back hall.  
 
    I made a beeline for it, my irritation rising with every step. Their conversation ceased the moment I turned the corner. 
 
    "What the hell are you doing?" I repeated, ignoring the chick at his side and focusing solely on him. Pierce turned his head and blinked at me; the redhead smirked. 
 
    "I was paying Julie for the clothes," he explained slowly, like I was thick. His tone only pissed me off more. 
 
    "Paying her in a dark, empty hall?"  
 
    Of all the ways I expected him to react, laughing wasn't one of them. I narrowed my eyes, hoping they conveyed how big of an asshole I thought he was. 
 
    "Well, don't let me interrupt. I'll be in the car." I spun on my heel to go back the way I came, but his arm wrapped around my bicep, halting me before I managed to take one step. 
 
    "Excuse us," he directed to Julie, giving her a panty-melting smile. She returned it and mumbled something about gathering the bags as she brushed past us.  
 
    I wanted to be petty and trip her, but she was gone before I got the chance. As soon as she rounded the corner, Pierce brought his intense gaze back to me. 
 
    “Is this you being jealous, Rebel?" 
 
    "Don't flatter yourself." 
 
    "I think I like it," he murmured in my ear, pressing his torso against my back. I could feel his hard cock in the groove of my ass. With one hand across my chest to hold me in place, he slid the other to the hem of my skirt. 
 
    "Do you want me inside you, Rebel?" His hand disappeared, moving up my inner thigh. I kept quiet, not answering him. I wasn't sure if I wanted him to stop or not.  
 
    No, that was a lie.  
 
    I wanted him to bend me over and fuck me in that very hallway.  
 
    It went against everything I should have felt towards him—wanting what I should hate—but I couldn’t help myself. His touch was a sedative full of seduction. He left me wanting him in ways that shouldn't have ever crossed my mind. I slowly inhaled, feeling him move my thong to the side.  
 
    With two thick fingers, he spread the lips of my labia. I exhaled a shaky breath and relaxed into his strong embrace. 
 
    "Your pussy is telling me everything you won't. You're soaking wet." He didn't lower his voice this time, speaking loud enough that Julie could hear as he slid two fingers inside me, slowly pulled them back out, and then repeated the motion.  
 
    "Pierce.” His name left my mouth on a quiet, needy plea. He began to pump his digits inside me, adding another and placing the pad of his thumb on my clit. 
 
    "Let her hear you, Rebel," he breathed in my ear, sinking his teeth into my lobe. I whimpered, spreading my thighs wider.  
 
    Somewhere, some far off voice in my head was screaming at me to stop this, to push away from him and remember who this man was, to get his hands off me. But I didn't care right then. He hadn't touched me like this in what felt like months. All rationale evaporated as a slow burning heat pervaded through my body.  
 
    Pierce sucked on my neck, curving his fingers inside me, continuing to hit a sweet spot until I came apart around him. A half squeak, half moan escaped from my mouth, echoing down the hall. If it weren't for Pierce holding me up, I would have crumbled. He rolled my clit, pushing me into another tiny orbit, making my thighs tremble.  
 
    He held me for a minute then kissed my temple before letting me stand upright to try and regain my composure. 
 
    "What you just did…that wasn't acting," he stated, transforming my pleasure into a state of shame and confusion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 
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    Willow had been quiet since we left the boutique, pulling her sexy bottom lip between her teeth every few minutes. Her chocolate eyes roamed over the restaurant's menu, but I was positive she wasn't reading it. I could practically see the chaotic thoughts whipping around inside her head, making a brief appearance in her troubled hues.  
 
    She was too young and beautiful to be plagued by the reality of my cold world. Someone should have protected her. 
 
    I couldn't be the redeeming hero in her life. It was only a matter of time before she was stuck in an endless vortex of darkness right beside me. But she would be beside me. And she might eventually hate me. Everyone did. No matter how she felt in the end, Willow was mine. It was as simple as that.  
 
    Unfortunately, that didn't excuse what had to be done or what I needed her for. When the waitress returned, I tugged the menu from Willow's hands and handed it back. "Two of the scramblers and an iced tea for her." I nodded my head towards Willow. 
 
    "How did you know I wanted iced tea?" she asked as soon as our waitress walked off. 
 
    "Because I know you."  
 
    She frowned. I could tell that made her uncomfortable, maybe even a tad weary. 
 
    Good. It was in her best interest to always be on her toes in my presence Sometimes, I think she saw it—the part of me I tried to keep in check for her benefit. But she never seemed afraid. If anything, she'd grown bolder and a fuck-load nosier. 
 
    When our food was delivered, we sat in silence, the sound of our forks hitting the white ceramic plates the only noise between us. The cozy restaurant had few other patrons and it was out of the way. I knew I could bring her here without having to make a scene if caught together, though none of that would matter after tonight.  
 
    It was time to tell Seth exactly what was going on. 
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    There was something about her anger that always turned my cock to stone—the way her eyes lit up and she held her ground. Any other time, I'd be bending her over the bed, but we were on a tight schedule. 
 
    She stood with her hands on her hips, glaring daggers dipped in poison at me. I was questioning how to handle this and it shouldn't have been debatable. As sexy as she was riled up, her ill-tempered attitude didn't mix well with mine. We were like vinegar and oil. 
 
    "You're wearing the fucking dress. If it were a yes or no option, I would've asked you a yes or no question," I explained as calmly as I could. 
 
    "I'm not—"  
 
    Before she could spew any more bullshit, I had my hand around her throat, pressing her into the bedroom wall.  
 
    "Do you remember a talk we once had? I said, when I tell you to do something, you just do it. Do you need a reminder?" 
 
    "No," she growled at me. 
 
    "Good. Then get dressed." 
 
    As soon as I let her go, she slipped past me and snatched the dress off the bed, refusing to make eye contact. I may have felt a minuscule twinge of regret. I may have even wanted to utter the two words that burned like acid when I thought about them, but this was how things needed to be. Actions fueled by emotions were dangerous.  
 
    The sound of running water was my cue to slip away and make a private phone call. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 
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    I looked like a goddamn floozy. 
 
    My breasts—which weren't very big—were pushed up as high as they could go, my hair was twisted up in a chignon, and the tight, blood red dress I had on was sticking to me like adhesive. 
 
    If I attempted to bend down, everyone would get a good look at my vagina because I couldn't wear any underwear.  
 
    What was even more infuriating were the black fuck-me heels Pierce told me to wear. They were a whole other level of ho-dom. There was this small feeling of dread in my stomach about the unknown that awaited me. Pierce wouldn't tell me anything. I was blindly wandering around in the dark and relying on him to be my guiding light. 
 
    I walked out of the bathroom and headed down the hall. Pausing on the top step, I stared down at the man in the dapper black suit. His midnight hair was in its usual sleek yet messy style. He had on a tie that matched my dress, and his dark blue eyes were looking back into mine. My insides did a weird little flip the longer we stared.  
 
    "You look..." 
 
    "Like an expensive good time?" 
 
    "You look perfect," he softly corrected me.  
 
    I didn’t know what to say back to that; he never complimented me.  
 
    "Come on," he finally said after a spell of silence. He turned away and opened the front door, crooking a finger at me over his shoulder. 
 
    Sighing, I padded down the stairs and slipped my pumps on before trailing after him. It was dark out, and the tall trees surrounding his house only made it seem ten times darker. He wordlessly opened the passenger side door of a silver Jaguar and I slid in. 
 
    "Open the glove box,” he told me once we were on the road.  
 
    Without asking why, I leaned forward and pulled the compartment door down. My mouth dried at the sight of a square velvet box. 
 
    "Do I really need to tell you what to do?" he asked when I made no effort to retrieve it, never taking his eyes off the road.  
 
    Picking up the small box that felt as heavy as a brick, I opened it. I wasn't sure what I'd been expecting, but a giant ring that had to have cost a nice fortune wasn't it. I slid the square diamond on without uttering a word.  
 
    This moment had played out much differently in my head when I thought about it as a little girl. That was before Pierce entered my life. Now that an actual ring was on my finger, I couldn’t stop myself from staring at it. Fuck bricks, the thing weighed more than a house. 
 
    "Does it fit okay?" Pierce asked. There was no way to detect how he was feeling. Still transfixed by the rock on my finger, I nodded. 
 
    "Do you like it?" 
 
    "Well, it wasn't the proposal of my dreams, but the ring is gorgeous." 
 
    "Make sure you reflect on how much you like it when we see your father." 
 
     His tone was matter of fact, as if this was no big deal, like it was not something that I should have been warned about days in advance. 
 
    "My...father?" I had to have misheard him. He could not seriously be taking me to the home of the man he stole me from. 
 
    "Yes, your father." 
 
    "We can't go to my dad's house, Pierce! Are you insane? Did you forget how you got me here?" 
 
    "I fucked you, choked you, and then kidnapped you," he responded without an ounce of sorrow or shame. 
 
    I gave him a completely unimpressed look. The man truly didn’t give a shit how crude or offensive he was. "So, you have a plan, right? I mean, we can’t just walk in hand in hand like we’re a happy couple getting back from a vacation.” 
 
      
 
    "For starters, this isn't at your father's house. It's at an acquaintance of ours. Secondly, don't insult my intelligence. There's always a plan." 
 
    I was torn between launching myself at him or jumping out of the car. He had to have been plotting this for quite some time. 
 
    "And then what? You think he'll just sit and clap his hands for us? Throw some confetti?" 
 
    "Oh, he'll be angry. He’ll probably want to kill me. He's nothing but a fly that can be easily swatted. Why would you defend him after what he did to your sister?” 
 
    I looked out the window, unable to answer him. A range of emotions warred in my chest. I didn't believe Seth had killed Cassie. However, I did believe she had been screwing both of them. My junkie sister was ruining my life from her grave. It was wrong to think of her that way, but we didn't really have a bunch of happy memories together.  
 
    Her mistakes constantly reminded me of what I was: a game piece placed on a warped, twisted board. There were no wrong moves to be made when the man at my side knew exactly where to place me.  
 
    It was the consolidation prize that remained a mystery. 
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    Whoever's house we had just arrived at was, of course, loaded. There were cars parked in a line wrapping around the circular drive. Pierce came around to get my door for me, holding a hand out to help me from the car. I stood and hastily tugged down the dress, keeping my gaze trained on his shoes. 
 
    I had never really been self-conscious about the scars that marked my flesh but being around him made me view them with a level of loathing that was stronger than ever before. Pierce lifted my chin, forcing me to look at him. 
 
    As if he had read my mind, he repeated his words from earlier with a little more force. “You’re perfect.” 
 
    I searched his eyes, hoping to gain some kind of hint about what he was feeling or thinking. As per usual, I got nothing, knowing his steel wall would always keep a barrier between us. I couldn't figure him out. Sometimes—like now—he was unbelievably sweet. Usually the man was cold, cruel, and hateful. Especially towards me. 
 
    "Let's go." He dropped his hand and stepped back, his demeanor changing before my eyes.  
 
    Men were moving about in suits, touching earpieces and speaking quietly.  
 
    I was used to seeing things like this. My father had a similar setup. 
 
     Shit, my father.  
 
    I’d momentarily forgotten what the hell was going on. I didn't know how to pull off whatever I was supposed to be doing. Fuck, Pierce hadn’t even told me what I was supposed to be doing. I faltered, drawing the attention of the men guarding the front doors.  
 
    Pierce gripped my lower elbow, pulling me against him and turning so his back was blocking me from their view. 
 
    "You need to keep your shit together,” he hissed. 
 
    "I'm nervous; don't snap at me," I hissed right back. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around my waist. Do you want me to fuck you in the backseat before we go in? Maybe then you'll relax." His voice was low, taunting. 
 
    "What if I did?" I stared into his eyes, challenging him. 
 
    "We would never make it to the car. I'd fuck you in the middle of the driveway." 
 
    "Liar. You would never let the guards see me." I smiled, and he smirked. God, we were dysfunctional. 
 
    "You're right. Because this," he grabbed my ass and squeezed, "is mine and exclusive for my eyes." Before I could register his words, he pivoted, grabbing my hand and moving forward. 
 
    I mentally berated myself for the thousandth time. I hated that I wanted him in the most animalistic way. He'd kidnapped me, had a thing for my dead sister, killed his father, and now wanted to kill mine.  
 
    Yet, despite all the fucked-up shit he'd done, his filthy mouth still had my body at his command. I was a failure at this women’s equality shit.  
 
    Then again, most women never had a Pierce Serban.  
 
    Instead of walking through the front door, at the last second, he took a hard left. It took two minutes to walk the length of the house before we went around another corner. I was just about to ask what we were doing when he stopped at a side door and knocked twice. Immediately, a man I recognized from guarding his house pulled the door open and we entered a long private hall that had a set of white double doors at the end.  
 
    "Everything ready?" Pierce asked. 
 
    "Yes, sir." 
 
    Seemingly satisfied with that response, Pierce looked over at me and began giving instructions. "I want you to wait here. In a few minutes, you're going to come through those doors." 
 
    "How long is a few minutes?" 
 
    "You'll know when.” He pressed a light kiss to my forehead and went back out the door we'd just come through, slamming it shut behind him. 
 
    Fucking asshole.  
 
    I wasn't aware I’d growled aloud until the man at my side started to laugh. 
 
    "So, what's your name?" I asked him after a moment of awkward silence. 
 
    "Tito." He gave me a toothy smile I couldn't help but return. The name fit him. He was a little taller than Pierce, and a healthy robust. His light brown eyes stood out against his smooth mocha skin. He radiated a vibe of friendliness—something I knew could change with just a few words from his boss.  
 
    "Nice to meet you, Tito." 
 
    "Same, little lady." 
 
    What sounded like a microphone pinging had whatever I was going to ask him next fading away.  
 
    He went back into guard mode and nodded towards the double doors. 
 
    "As you know, we are all gathered here to celebrate a union of our own," someone began saying.  
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
    "Care to give me a heads-up?" I looked to Tito for an answer. He looked torn about whether to tell me what awaited me beyond the doors or listen to whatever Pierce had said to do. 
 
    "Your engagement party," he answered quietly.  
 
    “I’m sorry. My what?” 
 
    Before he could reply, my name was said. 
 
    "Willow, why don't you come out now?" I stood cemented in place, unable to walk through the doors. The decision was taken from me when someone on the other side pulled them open.  
 
    I wanted the floor to swallow me whole. I was used to being stared at when in a room, but not because I purposely made myself the center of attention. There were so many faces, some new, some unfamiliar. My nerves frayed like a splitting rope. 
 
    They were all dressed in formal evening wear while I was in a simple slutty dress. If Pierce were in front of me, I'd have punched him in the throat. My anger and Tito's soft coaxing were the only things that urged me forward. I walked through the doors, taking in the high ceilings, cream-colored floor, and the people standing semi-circle all staring at me.  
 
    A man in a suit stood beside Pierce, holding the microphone in his wrinkled hand. Pierce moved away from him to stand beside me, studying my face and taking my hand before turning back around. An invisible spotlight shone down on us, making this moment so much worse.  
 
    I instinctively tightened my hand in his. He surprised me by giving it a gentle squeeze back. 
 
    "I just wanted to congratulate you both formally. I never thought I'd see the day your stubborn ass got hitched."  
 
    I cloaked my surprised before it could itself known. Pierce had been telling the truth. He and Cassie’s relationship had never been announced. No one knew he’d planned to marry. 
 
    When the man older man smiled, and I realized I’d seen him before. He used to do business with my father. If he was in on whatever was happening… 
 
    Some people shouted out, agreeing with what he’d just said, a few others laughed. I knew they were all judging me, probably wondering how the hell this had happened, and when. They knew I was supposed to be missing but was now standing next to one of the most powerful men in the room. 
 
    Pierce apparently didn't give a shit about tearing apart my already skewed reputation. 
 
    The old man said a few more words, but I wasn't listening. It took everything in me not to drop my gaze to the floor when I found my father in the crowd. 
 
    His jaw was clenched, and he was staring at me with a murderous look in his dark eyes. People were eyeing him, their mouths moving and whispering about me, no doubt.  
 
    When the man sat the mic back on the stand, the crowd began to disperse. Some went towards buffet style tables, while others moved on to speak with someone else. 
 
    Men began to make their way over to us, greeting Pierce jovially. I heard more than a few congratulations. Already, I could see the phony plastic smiles, the fake affection in everyone's eyes, and the men having dick measuring competitions. Women looked at me with envy and clear disdain, and for once, I couldn’t call them out on it. 
 
    With a slight turn of my head, my eyes met my father's once more. His face was now blank, but his dark hues told me everything.  
 
    He was enraged and he had a right to be, but what about what he’d done with my sister? Or what he may have done to her? I had every reason to be just as upset. My father had just as many secrets as Pierce, if not more. That fact was depressing. If I couldn't trust the people closest to me, who could I trust?  
 
    "Should we go say hello?" Pierce asked, keeping his hand intertwined with mine. 
 
    Not waiting for me to answer, he politely excused us from the conversation he'd been having and led me towards Seth. 
 
    The closer we got, the more nervous I became. He may have been angry with me, but when he looked at Pierce, the respect he’d once had for him was replaced with pure hatred.  
 
    You didn't betray someone and not suffer the consequences. Pierce had to know that, which meant he still had something up his sleeve. 
 
    Tito moved silently behind us. A blonde-haired man just as intimidating had joined him. My father watched us approach. His eyes flickered between us, dropping to my hand, sizing up my ring. 
 
    "Willow." He greeted me with cold indifference, like I was a stranger. His hands remained clasped in front of him, resting against his slacks. "Pierce," he addressed with an edge to his tone. 
 
    "Seth, I figured you'd have a more open arms approach to seeing your missing daughter," Pierce goaded him with a smile on his face.  
 
    I bit my tongue to stop myself from demanding he tell me what was going on. I'd have to wait until we were alone. I couldn't make a scene in a room full of people. 
 
    "Well, it seems to me she wasn't missing at all. It looks like she was playing house. I'm guessing you have Abigail as well?" 
 
    "Actually, Jax has Abigail. They couldn't be here this evening."  
 
    I glanced at Pierce from the corner of my eye. His actions were mind-boggling to say the least. Seth was not a powerless man. How could he stand in front of him and so openly confess to all he’d done? 
 
    They eyed one another and it was suddenly obvious to see the cauldron of secrets and deceit bubbling between them. It wasn’t until that very moment that I was struck with the severity of my situation. Standing with the two men I adored, pieces of my heart slowly chipped away. 
 
    This could only end in blood. Whichever way things panned out, I would lose one and then the other because of my actions. But whose side did I take? Who did I choose if-when-it came down to the wire? 
 
    A decision that should have been a no brainer suddenly seemed as terrifying as climbing Mt. Everest. 
 
    As if he could sense the turmoil churning inside my head, Pierce leaned in and said, "I'll give you two a moment alone," kissed my cheek in a false show of affection and walked off. He was just full of surprises this evening. Why would he leave me alone with Seth? It's not like we were going to hug it out and go grab drinks. 
 
    "That's where you've been this whole time? Do you know how many men I’ve killed? How much time I’ve spent trying to find you? And you’re happily fucking my business partner?" He spoke low but I heard the malice in his tone. His words didn't hurt me as much as his reaction to seeing me again. 
 
    He had every right to be angry. 
 
     I couldn’t begin to imagine what things were like in his shoes right now, the humiliation he must be feeling. 
 
    Pierce Serban had always been forbidden. The seductive villain in all my dirty fantasies. 
 
    I was never supposed to want him the way I did. I’d ignored the warnings and let him have me knowing all of this. Now, I was here, and he still hadn’t asked if I was okay. He didn’t ask if this is what I truly wanted. I wondered why he couldn’t see what was right in front of him. Why was it always so easy to believe the bad about someone before accepting the good? 
 
    As we faced off, I knew defending myself would be a moot point, like beating a dead horse. His mind was already made up. It pissed me off. I had a plethora of reasons to be just as angry as him.  
 
    He may have been the one who took Cassie’s life, and I hadn’t just written him off without giving him a chance to explain. 
 
    Keeping my emotions in check and my head held high, I asked him. "When were you going to tell me about Cassie?"  
 
    His brows furrowed, dark eyes turned to slits, and he stepped closer. We were almost chest to chest; I could smell the pungent aroma of his alcoholic breath. "Whatever he told you, it's all lies. You think you can trust him? He's going to destroy you." 
 
    "You didn't answer the question."  
 
    Our voices began to draw the attention of a few people standing near us. We'd never had any real kind of confrontation before.  
 
    "I don't have to answer any of your questions," he sneered. "I saved you from being fucked by your uncle. I fed you, protected you, gave you anything you wanted…and how do you repay me? By fucking a Serban.” 
 
    He took a small step backward and shook his head. “When all this comes crashing down around you, I'll be waiting for you to come crawling back to me." Sweeping a hand through his dark silver hair, he turned away from me and disappeared in a small crowd of people. 
 
    I stood rooted to the floor, processing what he’d just said in a moment of anger. Richard was my uncle? Did that mean he was his brother? Spinning around, I saw Pierce across the room with a blonde. She was talking to him, but his eyes were on me. He brushed past her like she was nothing, heading straight for me. As soon as he was close enough, I began my tirade. 
 
    "You knew, didn't you? Why the fu—"  
 
    His hands gripped either side of my face, bringing our mouths together. If I thought people were staring before, it was ten times worse now. I grabbed his wrists, pulled his bottom lip between my teeth and bit down. 
 
     I wanted to hurt him. I wanted him to feel a fraction of what I did, not caring if it was physically, emotionally, or mentally. 
 
    When he chuckled softly, letting his hands drop to my hips to pull me against him, I felt how much it didn't work. 
 
    "I hate you." 
 
    "Impossible.” He smiled against my mouth. 
 
    "Why did you bring me here to do this? And why didn't you tell me about Richard?" I pulled away to look up at him. 
 
    "I will never tell you the whole truth. Sometimes it's so I don't hurt you, and sometimes it’s simply because I'm selfish and want you to hurt." 
 
    "Wow, nothing like being brutally honest." I stepped back and shook my head at him, trying to hide my emotions, because he had hurt me. He hurt me repeatedly, and I felt like a damn doormat for not being able to do anything about it. 
 
    If I hadn’t gone searching for him that night, none of this would have happened.  
 
    "I need you to do what we came here to do." He changed the subject with ease, like he sensed where my head was at. 
 
    "What we came here to do?" 
 
    "You never fucking listen," he grumbled, wrapping his arms around me in what appeared to be a lovers’ embrace. He turned me so I was facing the room. I sent an icy glare towards a woman openly eyeing us, and she quickly diverted her gaze. 
 
    "Top right upper balcony. He's in a navy dress shirt," he said softly in my ear. Following his directive, I spotted Jason Garter. He was talking to another man, smiling. 
 
    "Jason?" 
 
    "You know him?" 
 
    "I know a lot of people. What do you want with him?"  
 
    He placed his hand on my lower back and began guiding me around the room, talking just loud enough for me to hear, pausing when someone would approach us. 
 
    "I need you to play an emotionally distraught girl and lure him into giving you a ride." 
 
    "What the fuck? Lure him into giving me a ride? How? Why?"  
 
    He sighed dramatically, like I was asking him to bring me the moon. "You say the word fuck almost every time you open your mouth. I have a solution for that we can talk about later.”  
 
    “I’d rather not.” 
 
    “He's going to come to an intersection at Bearcreek Road. Keep him there. At ten-forty-five, I want you to duck, and stay down until someone comes to get you.” 
 
    I squeezed his arm as hard as I could without being obvious so he would shut up for a second. “Pierce. Why? How?”  
 
    "I chose that dress for a reason," he explained nonchalantly. 
 
    I glared at the side of his face. "You want me to screw him too?” 
 
    "Don’t be ridiculous. Your pussy is mine and I don't share things that belong to me. If his dick gets anywhere near you, I'll cut it off and shove it down his throat. You use your charming wit to keep him with you until I get there. The why doesn't matter right now”. 
 
    This man had issues.  
 
    "You’re missing my point. You think he's going to just give me a ride? Run off with your new fiancé? I see how everyone looks at you; they're afraid." He smiled as if I'd just given him a compliment. His twisted sense of humor was not nearly as amusing from my point of view. 
 
    "He's a ballsy sonofabitch. He'll do it." He shrugged, nodding at someone across the room. 
 
    Before I could turn to see who it was, he had me by the shoulders in some kind of bear hug.  
 
    "I need you to make a scene. Shouldn’t be too hard, con--.” 
 
    My knee connected with his balls before he could finish. He made a sound in his throat that sounded like a choked laugh. I shoved away from him and quickly pulled my dress down from where it had risen from the small movement. I said the first thing that popped in my head for added effect. "You selfish asshole!"  
 
    Turning on my heel, I saw more than a few people gawking at us and had to bite my inner cheek not to laugh. A few jokingly taunted Pierce about hormonal women. From my peripheral, I saw Jason watching me.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I walked up the stairs and turned the opposite direction, heading down the hall. 
 
    I had no idea where to go so fortunately Jason didn’t waste any time getting my attention. 
 
    When he said my name, I looked over my shoulder and pretended I didn’t know he’d started following me. We were the only people upstairs and while I wasn’t nervous or scared this whole thing made me uncomfortable. 
 
    "Oh, Mr. Garter. Hi." I gave him what I hoped was an innocent smile. 
 
    "Call me Jason, Willow. I've known you long enough. Are you okay?" His concern seemed genuine but based on the way he was looking at me, I was positive it was his other head doing the talking for him. 
 
    "I'm all right; he was just acting like himself. If you know Pierce, then you know how big of an asshole he can be," I laughed. 
 
    "Aren't you about to marry him next month?" He quirked brow and laughed.  
 
    Holy fuck. We were getting married in four weeks?  
 
    "I'm only doing it to piss off my father. Call it a wild act of rebellion." I saved face. At least, I hoped I did. I wasn't sure what to say to this guy. 
 
    "Do you wanna talk about it?" He placed his hand on my lower arm, giving me a serious look. I caught movement over his shoulder. Enrique, Pierce's cousin, stood watching us. He gave me what looked like a thumbs up before going down the stairs. 
 
    Jason started to turn to see what I was looking at but I grabbed his hand, bringing his attention right back to me. 
 
    "I'd love to talk, but not here. Eyes...and ears," I whispered, indicating the people below.  
 
    Jason nodded, understanding written all over his face. "I know a way out where we won't be seen if you want a ride home." He smiled. 
 
    This was way too easy. Jason was an idiot. How couldn’t he tell this was a set-up? A man like Pierce would never actually let me leave without a guard or himself by my side.  
 
    "Really?" I questioned, still playing my role. 
 
    "Yeah, come on." He reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me further down the hall. We approached a set of large double glass doors that led to a balcony. Without looking to see who may be around, he pushed them open and led me outside.  
 
    True to his word, there were two sets of stairs leading to the lower level on either side. 
 
    "You still wanna leave?" 
 
    Not with you. I wanted to go back inside, find Pierce, demand he take me home, and get answers to my growing list of questions. But I didn't have that option.  
 
    "Yes," I lied. "Let's go."


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 
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    I watched him from the corner of my eye, keeping my main focus on the street signs. His large SUV drove smoothly. Another was behind us; he said they were his security, which made zero sense to me. Shouldn't he have been in the truck with them, or vice versa? 
 
    "You’re kind of brave to offer me a ride,” I said, attempting to break some of the silence. 
 
    "Pierce doesn't scare me," Jason laughed.  
 
    He should.  
 
    How could no one else see how loony the man was? Jason chuckled and shook his head, placing a hand on my knee. He wasn't a bad looking guy in the slightest, but he did nothing for me. His brown eyes needed to be blue, blonde hair black, and he lacked in the muscle department. My ovaries weren't exploding just by looking at him. 
 
    The further he drove, the more my nerves wore down. Nothing but wheat fields surrounded us. We were on a long, lone country road and only two cars had passed us, both heading in the opposite direction.  
 
    When a street name above a stop sign caught my attention, Jason remained immobile. He put his truck into park and turned to face me.  
 
    Bear Creek Road. 
 
    He was looking at me with eyes full of lust. God, this was not good. I had a distinct feeling Jason had done this many a time before. 
 
    "So, do you want to talk about it? Or do you want me to make you feel good?" He leaned in to kiss me. I turned my head at the last minute, giving him my cheek. Make me feel good? I turned my laugh into a cough. When his tongue darted out and ran across my skin, I wanted to shove him across the cabin. Where the hell was Pierce? 
 
    "This isn't talking, Jason." I pushed him away, keeping my legs pressed together when he tried to part them. 
 
    "You didn't beg me for a ride to just to chit chat." He laughed again. I didn't find the situation funny. 
 
    “One, I never begged. Two, did you really think I'd fuck you in a car? You're not that special, babe." 
 
    I pushed him away again when he tried to lean back in. No meant fucking no. 
 
    "Willow." He grabbed hold of my forearm and glared at me. 
 
     The back windshield shattered before I could tell him to get the hell off me. My eyes went to the clock as I undid my seatbelt and ducked down.  
 
    Jason's SUV lurched forward as the one behind us smashed into it. Gunfire seemed to come from everywhere at once. The back windows splintered as they were hit next, sending little shards of glass in all directions. I heard tires screeching but didn't dare lift my head.  
 
    I'd seen way too many movies and knew exactly how this worked. It was over two minutes after it started. Everything went quiet. Jason, the genius that he was, decided now was the time to get out. I seriously wondered how the guy had made it as long as he had in this world of chaos. 
 
    "Jason, stay the fuck down," I hissed.  
 
    Pierce didn't tell me to leave with this man and shoot up his vehicle just to let him hop out and go unharmed. I was so busy thinking of myself and everything happening that I didn't think about Jason. 
 
    "Jason!" I reached up and grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and pulled as hard as I could when he reached for the door handle. There wasn't a ton of space to work with, but it was enough to drag him backward. 
 
    "What the hell?" He shook me off and looked at me as if I were crazy. 
 
    "I’m trying to save you. Why would you get out of the car? You have no idea who's out there." 
 
    "I know exactly who is out there and I know why. Let me handle this," he fixed his collar and got out of the truck.  
 
    Cursing, I followed him, scrambling over the leather seat.  
 
    Pierce, Enrique, Tito, and the blonde-haired man stood a little way in front of another SUV that had just arrived on the scene. Two sedans flanked it. Men stood outside them, looking ready to fly into action with the snap of a finger.  
 
    It was like an action movie brought to life. Finally realizing his dire situation, Jason feebly attempted to explain himself. 
 
    "My cousin saw everything." Pierce cut him off and turned his head to look at me, his voice remarkably calm considering he'd just taken part in a shootout. With a silent command, he motioned me to come to him. I shot Jason an apologetic look, knowing it didn't make up for any of this, and walked to Pierce. He wordlessly looked me over before gently moving me to stand beside Tito. 
 
    "I want you to apologize." He looked back at Jason with a dark look in his eyes. 
 
    "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have let her drag me off like that." Jason forced a laugh. 
 
    "You mean to tell me that tiny woman dragged you off? Pierce scoffed, gesturing towards me. 
 
    Quicker than my eyes could track, Pierce grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and lifted him off the ground. 
 
    "Pierce!" I went to intervene, but Enrique shook his head at me. 
 
    "You decided it was okay to be alone in a car with my fiancée?"  
 
    He didn't get a chance to answer. Pierce grabbed him by the back of the neck and slammed his face into the side of the truck. Something cracked, and blood began to gush from Jason's nose. He groaned in pain, cursing loudly. 
 
    The violence didn't bother me; I'd watched a man get his tongue blowtorched before. However, the fact that Jason hadn’t done anything did bother me. 
 
    "Pierce, knock it off!" I might as well have been yelling at a wall.  
 
    When Jason attempted to get up from where he'd landed on the ground, Pierce kicked him in the ribs to bring him back down. 
 
    "Zip ties," he demanded.  
 
    "Zip ties? Why are you tying him up?" No one acknowledged me. Tito moved and blocked my vision, forcing me to step back. I stood there feeling useless. 
 
    "Get her in the car,” Pierce commanded. 
 
     I couldn't believe this. Shaking my head, I turned and stormed towards the sedan behind us.  
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    I tried to slam the door in his face. Tried being the main operative. He laughed and walked into the bathroom behind me. 
 
    "It's not funny. Tell me why you did that!" Throwing my hands in the air, I spun around and glared up at him. He'd brushed me off in the car, not giving me a sliver of information. None of them had. Enrique had smiled at me like my anger was a joke. No one took me seriously.  
 
    "Why did I do it? Because I can." He shrugged and began to remove his tie. 
 
    "You sent me into a car that was going to be shot at. How could you do that? And the engagement party…what was the deal with that? Why don't you tell me anything, Pierce?" 
 
    "I told you why."  
 
    He regarded me with an inexpressive look on his face. Our conversation from earlier was at the forefront of my mind. I wanted to tear my hair out and scream. Pressure was building in my chest; a low throbbing began between my brows. 
 
    "You're an asshole. Get out."  
 
    "I'm not going anywhere. We have a problem to rectify." He circled around me and pulled my hands behind my back. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I struggled to break away from him. "Get off me." 
 
    "I told you your mouth was going to cause you problems. Do I need to make a checklist of everything you've done? All I let you get away with? You don't trust me to keep my word. I said nothing would ever happen to you, and I meant it." He wrapped his silk tie around my wrists, binding them tightly together. 
 
    "This couldn't wait until after I took a shower?" 
 
    "If you want to sleep in my come, sure. I actually think that’s an excellent fucking idea." He circled back around and smirked at me. 
 
    "I'm not sleeping with you." 
 
    "I know. You're going to get down and do something useful with your mouth for once."  
 
    Scoffing, I began backing away from him, shaking my head. My fingers nimbly grasped at the tie around my wrists, failing to undo it. 
 
    "I'm not sucking your dick." 
 
    "Do you remember the last time you tried to tell me you weren't doing something?" 
 
     I swallowed and stopped walking. How could I forget? That was the night he openly confessed to cutting his father's heart out of his chest. 
 
    "Why are my hands tied?" 
 
    "You have a problem keeping them off me."  
 
    He chucked his suit jacket across the room and pulled his dress shirt over his head. I stared at every hard, smooth ridge on his tanned stomach. 
 
    When I looked back up at his face, he had a cocky smirk waiting for me. 
 
    My hands began to tremble. I tried to calm my temper and failed. His eyes stayed locked with mine as he began to undo his belt. Moments like this brought everything back into perspective. 
 
    I had a million questions and he had all the answers, purposely leaving me out of the loop and making me participate in his fucked-up charade. We weren't a couple. We weren't even friends. We were two people with fucked up pasts who somehow ended up intertwined together. If he hadn't been with Cassie, I wondered if any of this would be happening. 
 
    He let his slacks settle low on his hips, exposing his well-defined V, and went to the standalone shower. He placed his shoes off to the side, then removed his pants and boxers before turning it on. 
 
    I tried to focus on the rising steam from the shower and not his firm, toned ass. 
 
    "Come here." He pulled the shower door open and didn't bother looking at me.  
 
    "If you put your dick anywhere near my mouth, I promise you, I'll bite it off."  
 
    That had him turning his head to look at me. We eyed one another for a few silent beats. 
 
    "If you want to keep the teeth you have in your mouth, I highly advise you not to do that." 
 
    "And if you want to keep your dingy cock attached to your body, you'll keep it away from my mouth." 
 
    He sighed and rolled his shoulders, "You're really fucking dense." 
 
    He turned and began stalking towards me. I remained where I was. He grabbed my arm and dragged me to the shower, shoving me inside. Hot water rained down on me, plastering my hair to my head and soaking my dress. 
 
    "Good. Now you're where you need to be."  
 
    He stepped inside the shower and knotted his hand in my hair. 
 
    "Get off me!" Throwing my body to the right, I tore from his grasp. It fucking hurt. My scalp burned where strands of hair had torn off. The worst pain was in my shoulders. I was rapidly exhausting myself trying to free my hands. 
 
    I suddenly found myself airborne. He lifted me over his shoulder like I was a sack of potatoes and stepped back out of the shower. 
 
    "I tried being as kind as I could to you, and I'm not a kind person. Now, we do this my way." His voice was deliberately quiet, making me regret my bold attitude. 
 
    There were other ways to be strong while keeping my head about me. I knew better; I was smarter than this.  
 
    "I'm sorry," I rushed out, trying to keep the bitterness from my tone. He should have been the one apologizing to me, but I had to do what I had to do. 
 
    He dropped me onto his bed, placing a muscled arm on either side of me. My wet clothes saturated the silk bed linens.  
 
    Poising his damp body above mine, he pressed his cock against my apex. With only the bathroom light illuminating the room, his blue eyes looked black. 
 
    "And why are you sorry?" 
 
    "For being a bitch."  
 
    I wriggled beneath him uncomfortably. My dress had risen to my hips and my arms felt like they were going to rip out of their sockets. 
 
    He tilted his head and studied me as if I were a test subject. "I like you like this. Helpless...needy...wet."  
 
    I bit into the flesh of my inner cheek. He moved back, gripped my ankles, and pulled me down the bed.  
 
    I ended up in a precarious position with my head almost hanging over the edge. 
 
    "Open your mouth," he demanded. Silently calling him every name imaginable, I partially parted my lips. 
 
    "We both know my cock isn't fitting through there." He reached down and used his fingers to widen my mouth before shoving his length inside. I tried not to gag when it hit the back of my throat. 
 
    I truly was helpless. I couldn't move. I was forced to lie on the bed and let him fuck my mouth. My eyes burned, eventually shedding the tears that had gathered. I found it disturbing that he wasn't making a single sound. He was breathing evenly, and his eyes were trained on my face. A creeping sensation ran down my spine. 
 
    His issues went far beyond him simply being a fucked-up person. I wasn't even sure he was enjoying the act of me sucking his cock as much as he was seeing me bound and at his mercy. 
 
    When he realized I was watching him the same way he was watching me, he stopped and pulled out of my mouth. He lifted me off the bed and carried me to the black love seat at the far side of the room. 
 
    "I know what you're doing," he said, dragging my underwear down my legs. 
 
    "I was doing what you wanted." 
 
    He gathered what was left of my ruined chignon and bent me over the arm of the sofa. He was giving me whiplash. I couldn't keep up with his constant mood swings.  
 
    Holding still, my heart pounding painfully in my chest, I waited to see what he would do next. The running shower almost disguised the sound he made behind me.  
 
    My ass cheeks were spread with his free hand, and a glob of spit ran down the crevice. 
 
    "If you don't relax, this will hurt a lot worse," he warned. 
 
    With my head pushed into the couch cushions, his fingers dug into my right globe and held it so he could drive into me. My scream was muffled by black suede fabric, but the burning sensation hit full force. If it weren't for the arm of the couch, I would have been on the floor. 
 
    "Stop," I choked out.  
 
    "Is this helping you remember your place?" 
 
    He withdrew and slammed back in again. I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood. His cock moved in and out at a brutally rapid pace. Breathing through my mouth, I tried to soften his thrusts as best I could. 
 
    When he slowed for just a second to adjust me, I was barely cognizant of his fingers on my clit until he added more pressure. 
 
    "How does it feel, Rebel?" he ground out, pumping into me harder, my entire body trembling beneath him. 
 
    Was this pain or was this pleasure?  
 
    It had to be both. With his hard, thick dick pounding into me and his calloused fingers working my clit, the waves of pain hit a wall of pleasure, knocking it down so the two mixed as one. 
 
    "Am I supposed to be feeling something right now?" I asked, covering up how I really felt.  
 
    His dark chuckle sent goose-pimples racing across my skin. The tie was roughly unknotted, freeing my hands. He didn't give me the chance to feel relieved.  
 
    He wrapped a hand around my throat, and lifted me up, thrusting with abandon.  
 
    The harder he fucked my ass, the tighter his hand gripped. 
 
    "Do you feel me now?” he growled in my ear. I couldn't form a coherent enough sentence to answer him. The sounds coming from my mouth couldn't be described as human. When he added more friction on my clit, I knew I'd lost a battle there was never a chance in hell of me winning. 
 
    A slow burning heat pervaded through my body, building in my core. He thrust inside me, pinching my bundle of nerves at the same time, sending me into a dizzying orbit and turning my vision white. I dug my nails into the wrist around my neck, crying out and feeling my ass clench around his cock. He pulled out a second later, coming on my lower back with a quiet groan. 
 
    Neither of us said a word. The death grip he had on my throat slowly loosened, I fought to catch my breath.  
 
    I could feel his come sliding between my ass cheeks, running down the backs of my legs. 
 
    He sighed, cursing beneath his breath. 
 
    "I should have put a bullet in your head when I had the chance." 
 
     Glancing over my shoulder, I swallowed and quickly looked away. There was no mistaking the look in his eyes. I tried not to let it affect me, but it was impossible not to. 
 
    He really did hate me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY 
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    I could hear her breathing. 
 
    She had finally fallen asleep fifteen minutes ago, wrapped up in her terry cloth robe and buried beneath the fresh sheets. 
 
    My mind kept replaying the way I’d just taken her. No one would ever hear me admit it aloud, but Willow was more compatible with me than any other woman I'd been with. 
 
    There was something about being the only man—and the last—she'd ever be with that made me feel more than I wanted to. We hadn't spoken one word to each other after my ill-timed confession. I didn't usually touch women I wanted to kill...or that I was going to kill. There was just so much shit she didn't know yet. It would always be that way; I’m not sure I could change it if I tried. 
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    I didn't remember falling asleep, but the first thing I realized when I woke up was that Willow wasn't in bed anymore and the sun was up. Both of those things spurred me into action.  
 
    I made the bed, straightened the pillows, and rushed into the bathroom.  
 
    After a quick piss, shower, and trim, I was dressed and heading for the stairs.  
 
    I had twelve missed calls, eight emails, and six texts. My life was never dull. Taking my father's place had me spending less and less time at home. Leaving Willow alone for days at a time wasn't ideal, but I wouldn't coddle her either.  
 
    I paused as soon as I stepped off the bottom stair, the second my eyes landed on her. She was wearing a jersey dress, sitting in a dining chair and staring out the large windows that made up the back wall of the house. Her usual morning cup of coffee was in her hands, long hair spilling over her shoulders. I would never deny the fact Willow was a gorgeous woman, but that didn't excuse her sordid past. 
 
    I ignored her, making my way into the kitchen. It wasn't until I had my protein shake in hand that I acknowledged her presence. Or rather, she acknowledged me. 
 
    "Why don't you tell me anything? You know I can't go anywhere, that I won't go anywhere if you have my sister. Why keep everything from me?" Her voice was quiet. She wanted answers and, in her position, who wouldn't? I told her nothing and fed her crumbs of truths bit by bit.  
 
    "It's a little sad that you feel the need to protect Abigail, who's been getting fucked by my brother in every way imaginable, yet you tried to kill your real sister." 
 
    "I'm tired of talking about her. I understand she may have been the love of your life, but I was a little girl. God, get over it! Abbi is more my sister than Cassie ever was.” She glared at me for all of five seconds before sighing and shaking her head. 
 
    "Funny, because Abbi isn't your sister at all." I took another sip of my shake, watching her reaction. She furrowed her brows, processing what I'd just said. 
 
    "What do you mean, she isn't my sister?" 
 
    "I'm running late, I have to get going. There are some papers on the coffee table you need to fill out." 
 
    I was purposely fucking with her. Did that make me an asshole? Yes. Did I feel bad about it? No. Rinsing my cup, I gathered what I needed and started for the door. 
 
    "You're just going to leave? What did you mean by that?" She followed behind me, anger creeping into her voice.  
 
    I turned to face her, mentally noting the way she stopped and made sure there was a good amount of space between us. I smirked at the bruises on her neck. With her hands going to her hips, she gave me a look that could freeze Hell over. 
 
    "Rebel, you're a semi-intelligent girl. If Seth never mentioned that Richard was his brother, I think we can assume it's because they aren't related. So...?" I urged her to catch on; all she did was blink up at me. 
 
    Maybe she was in denial. I could remedy that. 
 
    "Seth isn’t your real father." I didn't stay long enough to see her reaction. Not because I didn't want to, but because I should have left hours ago. Jason had been in a trunk all night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 
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    Does life ever get tired of fucking people over? It seemed to keep fucking me raw.  
 
    I wasn't sure how much of what Pierce said was true or false. There wasn’t anyone around to confirm anything. Part of me wondered why he would lie, but I could ask the same question as to why he wouldn't.  
 
    I stared up at the ceiling, thinking about the shit show that was my life. 
 
    I couldn't work out what Seth’s motive would be for stepping up and claiming a kid that wasn't his? I wasn't any closer to figuring this shit out than I was when he'd first brought me here. 
 
    My mind was worn down. I was exhausted and my stupid heart was determined to want the man holding me emotionally and physically captive, no matter the circumstances. Plopping down onto the large L-shaped sectional, I looked down at the papers on his coffee table. 
 
    He can’t be serious. 
 
    It was a venue packet. Little sticky notes about cake flavor and a ton of other shit I didn't care about were attached to it. The man was driving me up the wall. 
 
    I missed my sister. Despite what Pierce said. Blood related or not, Abbi was my family. I didn't care if she was screwing his brother. 
 
    The same thing could be said about me screwing him, but this arrangement was only supposed to be for a year, so what happened when it was up? Would he actually kill me? 
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    Was someone crying? 
 
    Rolling onto my stomach, I looked over at the digital clock. It was almost midnight. That seemed to be the witching hour in this house.  
 
    When a groan floated down the hall, I knew someone was definitely crying. It sounded like a grown man. Tossing the covers off, I hopped out of bed and padded towards the bedroom door. 
 
    I wasn't in anything but pink fuzzy sleep shorts and a tank top; it wasn't exactly proper attire to wear when going to investigate.  
 
    Looking out into the dark hall, I could hear voices from below. Pierce's stood out to me right away, but the other two I couldn't place. Trying to be as quiet as possible, I crept from the room and made my way down the hall. There wasn't a need to go downstairs; all I had to do was peer through the banister bars, something I’d been doing a fuck-ton of lately.  
 
    I cautiously leaned forward, taking in the scene below. I'd seen some messed up things growing up around Seth, but I'd never seen someone look as broken as Jason did. He was stripped down to his boxers. 
 
    I'm sure at one time they were white, but he’d clearly defecated on himself. 
 
    His once flawless skin was covered in dark bruises, lacerations, and what may have been a bullet graze. 
 
    His face was almost unrecognizable. Pierce stood with Enrique and two men I didn't know. They all seemed relaxed, talking quietly and not paying Jason any attention. My heart went out to him; I knew this was somewhat my fault, but I couldn't say I was sorry. I didn't trust Pierce not to hurt me or my sister. I would lead a thousand men to their deaths if it meant keeping both of us alive. 
 
    "It's downstairs. I'm sure he'll be okay for fifteen minutes," Pierce responded to something one of the men had said.  
 
    When his eyes abruptly flashed to mine, I flinched back around the corner and pressed myself to the wall, clutching a hand over my racing heart. Had he seen me? 
 
    I breathed a small sigh of relief when I heard them eventually exit the living room. 
 
    The basement door opened and closed, and then the house was silent—aside from an occasional groan from Jason. 
 
    Slowly crawling forward again, I looked back down to the open living room. Pierce had left him like this for a purpose. That became evident the second I spotted a conveniently placed butcher’s knife resting on the coffee table, the flashing light indicating that the front door lock wasn't engaged. 
 
    He’d said fifteen minutes, and while I could run downstairs, cut Jason's restraints, wake his ass up, and haul him out the door, one question remained.  
 
    Where would we go?  
 
    Unless there was a running car waiting for us, we'd have to wander around in the dark woods. 
 
    "Damn it," I seethed before making my decision.  
 
    I couldn't just sit on my ass and wait to see what happened next. I had to at least try and help him.  
 
    Moving at a snail’s pace, I started to descend the stairs, pausing at the bottom to listen for any sound. Not hearing anything, I jogged to Jason and knelt. He smelled awful, like he'd been dropped in a bucket of raw sewage and then left out to dry.  
 
    For a minute, I thought he was knocked out, but his eyes were wide open. Guilt lashed at my chest as I stared at a man who was nothing like the person I’d been with the night before. 
 
    "If I cut you loose, you have to try and haul ass out the door."  
 
    Snatching the knife off the table, I went to work on his restraints, breathing in as little of the nauseating air as possible. When his hands were free, I moved to his ankles. 
 
    "Alright, hurry," I whispered when I was done helping him up. 
 
    "Come...with me," he wheezed out.  
 
    How I wished I could. Between Seth and Pierce, I didn't trust either of them, but Pierce was the one with the connection to Abbi. I couldn't risk him doing something to her, and I was not going to run back to Seth.  
 
    I grunted from the strain of supporting his dead weight. As we struggled together, the grime coating his skin rubbed onto mine. It began to sink in how terrible of an idea this was. At the pace he was going, there was no way he could get out in time, but I couldn't exactly drag him back to the chair and tie him up again. He had no choice but to try and make it. 
 
    "You have to move fast,” I warned him as I pulled the front door open.  
 
    Jason wasted no time pushing off me and hobbling across the threshold with a muttered, "Good luck."  
 
    He made it to the tree line, struggling the entire time. 
 
    I knew once he got lost in the foliage, he would have much better survival odds. 
 
    But he never made it that far. 
 
    I heard the gun go off, heard the bullet hit Jason in the back. He went to his knees and still tried to keep going. I looked on in silent horror as Enrique approached Jason from the side of the house.  
 
    He lifted his gun and fired another round into the back of his head, execution style. I took a step back and turned around, freezing when I spotted Pierce sitting on the stairs, watching me with an amused expression on his face. He stood slowly, and then took his time approaching. When he was close, he reached around me and shut the door before backing me against it. 
 
    "Why?" I demanded to know. 
 
    "He touched you." 
 
    "That’s because you told me to get in the car with him.” 
 
    "I had to know if you would try to leave me. You didn't." 
 
    Jesus! He was so callous, so damn cold. 
 
    "So, he didn't do anything outside of that?" My tone was incredulous. Pierce was certifiably fucking insane.  
 
    He pinched my chin with two fingers, forcing me to tilt my head back and look up at him. 
 
    "He did cut me off in traffic a week ago," he smiled down at me. "There's nothing wrong with me, Rebel. You know who I am and what I do. I've never hidden it from you. You grew up in this lifestyle. Why is this situation bothering you?” 
 
    I swallowed, eyes briefly darting away. “Because he’s dead. And it’s my fault.” 
 
    He was shaking his head before I finished speaking. “Jason was the only man foolish enough to think he could be near you without consequence. This isn't your fault.” 
 
    “I don't care if I told you to seduce him with everything you had—no one touches what's mine. He disrespected me the second he thought he could. If you are with me, no one will touch you." He ran the pad of his thumb across my lower lip, pausing when my hands cupped the side of his face.  
 
    The sick, twisted truth was that I didn't hate him. Not even close. He was unnervingly intense. Dangerous. Callous and cruel. Yet, for all his faults he had always been oddly protective over me. Since he’d taken me, he had been loyal to me. I knew that didn’t make up for the half of it, but they mattered. The very things that should have made me hate him were all the reasons why I didn’t. It could have been worse. He could have been Hannibal Lector bad.  
 
    Besides, he was right. I did grow up in this world where crime was okay and dirty money was vital in how men provided for their families. 
 
    It might not have been right to outsiders, but it was all I knew. Maybe that made me screwed up, because after everything that had gone down between us, and even though there was a man with a bullet hole in the back of his head right outside the door, I still wanted him. 
 
    "God, this is so messed up." Shaking my head, I shoved away from him and headed for the stairs, cognizant he was right behind me. When I pivoted around on the fourth stair to add something else, he grabbed the back of my head and brought his mouth mere centimeters from mine.  
 
    “You’re right. Its screwed up. We’re a perfectly fucked up mess.” Lips pressing to lips, I was tempted to slap him, but my body was still sore from the night before and I knew I couldn't handle a repeat. 
 
    Sighing against him, I gave in like I always did, melting into him.  
 
    His tongue skated over the roof of my mouth, exploring until it found mine. He slid his hands to my ass, firmly gripping each globe before moving to the back of my thighs. 
 
    "Hold onto me," he commanded softly, wrapping my legs around his waist.  
 
    I locked my arms behind his neck, doing as he said. He carried me the rest of the way up the stairs and down the hall, laying me on his bed once we reached his room. 
 
    The kiss went from something soft and gentle to harsh and fevered. I grasped at his navy dress shirt to get it off him. He laughed lightly, grabbing my pajama shorts and pulling them off in one fluid motion, taking my underwear with them. 
 
    I sighed again contentedly, running my hands over his warm, smooth skin and spreading my legs. When all our clothes were strewn around the room, he gripped my thighs and settled between them. 
 
    I cupped his face, pulling his mouth back to mine.  
 
    If everything else could just fall away and I could keep this moment forever, I would. What we were doing was wrong, but, I didn't want to do what was right.  
 
    He ran his hard length up and down my slit, making me squirm beneath him. 
 
     "Do you want this?" he asked, breaking away from my mouth to trail kisses down my jawline. 
 
    "Yes,” I breathed.  
 
    That was all he needed to hear. He gripped my thighs and eased his thick cock inside me, slowly receded, and then came back in, going balls deep. I hissed from the rough intrusion, digging my nails into his broad back. Rough as ever, he and pounded into me with hard, brutal strokes. 
 
    I clawed at him, cursing him on ragged breaths and moans.  
 
    He lurched down, burying himself deeper and sucked my tongue into his mouth. His fingers dug into my legs as he tossed them over his shoulders. 
 
    Every thrust seemed to mold him to me. He filled me entirely, making sure my body would always remember his. He braced himself with one hand on the headboard, wrapping the other around my throat. 
 
    I met his hips with mine. Beads of sweat dotted his brow, muscles flexing beneath my fingertips. He abruptly dropped my thighs and flipped me onto my stomach, not giving me a chance to catch my breath before he was back inside me. One hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back and forcing my body to arch. A small yelp slipped out when he smacked my ass and shoved my face into the bedsheets. 
 
    I wasn't sure how long we went at it. He didn't stop until my voice was gone and my orgasms were nothing but silent screams. 
 
    My body was complete mush when we finished. 
 
    When he pulled me into his arms after we had showered, I didn't fight it, even though it confused me. He couldn't hate me—not as he claimed to. You didn’t hold someone you hated the way he held me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 
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    We were still wrapped in each other's arms, basking in the silence, when I decided to speak. 
 
    "Do you know my real father?" 
 
    “No," he answered quietly, running a hand through my hair. 
 
    "Is my sister okay?" 
 
    "Unless orgasms cause pain, she's fine."  
 
    What an ass.  
 
    I wasn't surprised Abbi had fallen into bed with Jax. My sister had always been a bit more sexually free than I was. Jax was hot; Abbi was gorgeous. I'm sure the sex was explosive.  
 
    "Are you going to tell me what's going on?" 
 
    "Isn't it obvious? We just fucked.” 
 
    I lifted my head from his chest and glared. 
 
    "I can't tell you. Not yet." 
 
    "But why? What does it change? I'm not going anywhere. I could've run out that door, and I didn't." 
 
    "Rebel." He shifted so my head was back on his chest. "You should get some rest. We have a long day tomorrow." It was the last thing he said to me before I was lulled to sleep by his heartbeat. 
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    At barely six in the morning, the sound of a phone ringing woke me up. 
 
    I was surprised that Pierce had stayed in bed with me all night. I was glad he finally slept. Sometimes, the man seemed more cyborg than human. I nudged his shoulder to rouse him and watched his eyes spring open. 
 
    He sat up like he'd been awake the whole time and reached for his phone. 
 
     I caught a glimpse of the name Remmington on the screen. When he answered, I attempted to move away, but he wrapped an arm around my waist and held me in place. 
 
    "Is it done?" he asked whoever was on the other line. 
 
    "Everything is handled." I heard a baritone voice reply and couldn't stop myself from trying to hear more.  
 
    What did that mean? 
 
    "Send the routing information, and I'll wire a deposit," Pierce finally said after a few blunt back and forth sentences. I tried to follow his conversation but it didn’t really make any sense. It sounded sketchy.  
 
    He ended his phone call and pressed a gentle kiss on my neck. Exhaling a small breath, I leaned back into him. If I could erase that phone call, ignore the fact Jason had just been shot execution style, and forget Pierce kidnapped me, this would be a normal morning.  
 
    He forced me down to my back and covered my body with his. We stared at one another, searching each other's eyes for our own reasons. 
 
    "Who was that?"  
 
    I didn't really care who he was talking to unless it directly involved me, but I couldn't take him staring down at me like he could see all my secrets. 
 
    "Someone with a personal company I invest in. I don't hide everything from you," he added when he saw my expression. 
 
    "What kind of personal company?" 
 
    "One that has connections,” he vaguely answered. 
 
    Chewing my lower lip, I wrapped my arms around his neck. This gorgeous asshole was mine—at least for a few precious seconds. As if he could read my mind, he gave me a roguish smile. 
 
    "After breakfast, we need to leave. Where we're going is a long drive." He dropped his mouth to my chest and began kissing downwards. 
 
    "So what are you doing then?" 
 
    "I said after breakfast." He gave me a smoldering look before moving his mouth between my legs. 
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    Every time I moved, my clit tingled and I ached for him all over again. He'd licked, sucked, and fingered me until I begged him to stop. Then he fucked me hard enough to leave a bruise on my cervix. We hadn't really spoken beyond that. He was back in his three-piece suit and I was back to feeling out of place. 
 
    "Your thoughts are much louder than the silence," he commented ten minutes into our drive. "Talk to me." 
 
    "Why? You aren't going to tell me anything." 
 
    "In two weeks," he began, "my aunt, grandmother, and cousin will be taking you dress shopping. If you don't piss me off, I'll let Abbi come with you." 
 
    I opened my mouth to respond and quickly snapped it back shut, seconds away from doing the very thing he just told me not to. Just like that, the night we spent together was crushed into nothing. I'd never be okay with the control he had over my life.  
 
    "Open this." He dropped a black wallet onto my lap, pulling me from my inner ramblings. I lifted it up and flipped it open. He had a limitless credit card and a debit to match, which wasn't surprising.  
 
    What was surprising, however, was the picture on the left side of his wallet. I stared at her round face, olive shaped indigo eyes, and took note of the striped bow in her hair. 
 
    "You...you have a daughter." Not a question. A statement. There was no denying her resemblance to him. 
 
    "I had a little sister. Her name was Chloe.” 
 
    He referred to her in past tense. I wasn't sure what to say so I kept quiet. When people spoke of the Serbans, not once had it surfaced that there had been a little girl.  
 
    "Pretty," I said after a few minutes, dropping his wallet back into his lap. From my tone, he could tell I was already a million miles away, lost back in my thoughts. He didn't elaborate any further and I wasn't ready to ask, unsure if the answers were something I could handle. I had a gut feeling I wasn’t going to like whatever they were, and that was the ironic gist of all this.  
 
    He purposely danced around my questions because he knew I wasn't ready for the truth. It was even more blatantly obvious that Pierce didn't hate me, because in his own twisted way, he always protected me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 
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    "I need you to listen carefully," he began, taking the next exit and coasting off the highway, "The place we’re going...Rebel, these men are far worse than I am. And that should tell you everything you need to know." 
 
    A feeling of dread bloomed in my stomach. The fact he was warning me was a clear indicator that we weren't going for a simple afternoon tea. 
 
    "So, why did you bring me? How screwed up are we talking, because you're a bit of a basket case." 
 
    He shot me an annoyed look. I bit my lip to stifle a laugh.  
 
    "I'm sorry, I'll be serious."  
 
    "Rebel, I promise nothing will ever hurt you as long as you're with me, but it would be beneficial to both of us if you kept your smart ass mouth shut and didn't provoke anyone. Don't comment on anything you see, and for fuck’s sake, act like a lady." 
 
    Act like a lady? I scowled at him.  
 
    "If I'm supposed to be practically invisible, why did you even bring me?" 
 
    “Think back on what I first told you and that's your answer." 
 
    Neither of us said another word. I tried to think back on all the warped shit he'd said to me. One line flashed through my head–the part of his speech that had stuck with me ever since he explained the document I signed.  
 
    Be what he needs me to be. But what if I couldn’t do that? 
 
    Eventually, he turned off onto a private road and approached a neighborhood that could only be described as extreme upper-class. There didn’t seem to be a ton of houses in the gated community, but that was because they took up too much space.  
 
    Pierce maneuvered his car around a moving truck and slowed at a set of iron gates. A large, intricate R was embellished on the front of them. I recognized it immediately. We were in Remmington Square…and since Pierce could never shock me just a little bit, he had to go all out by taking me to their actual goddamn house. 
 
    "The Remmingtons? Are you freaking kidding me?"  
 
    "Now you know why I warned you," he commented as the gates swung open for his car to pass through. 
 
    If my nerves were unstable before, they were now all over the place. I wasn't afraid of much, and I knew what went on behind the scenes, but the Remmingtons were at the tippy top of the power chain. They were like a mini fucking Rothschild. Their bloodline went way back and was spread out all over the place. Some had begun to use alias names to remain anonymous in their ploys. 
 
    The fact Pierce knew them well enough to drive to one of their homes and go inside did not sit well with me. I knew he did some unsavory things and dealt with some questionable people. But this? I was ready to high-tail it out of his car and foot it back home. These people didn’t operate on the same level as the suits in our world, they were worse. Much worse, with their own playing field. 
 
    How did Pierce manage to mix the two? 
 
    He parked, cut the ignition, got out, and came around to open my door, still not saying a word.  
 
    “Who the hell are you?” I absentmindedly asked, staring at his offered hand. 
 
    “I’m yours.” 
 
    I blinked, swearing I’d just misheard him. He reached down and grasped my hand, helping me out of the car. 
 
    We didn't have to knock; the door swung open before we even reached it. A man dressed in all black stood before us. His eyes were hidden behind a pair of dark sunglasses, and he had a gun in his hand. 
 
    "Serban, it's good to see you, Sir." a grin broke out on the man's face, and he quickly stepped aside.  
 
    So, he’s more than familiar with them? God, who is he? This went so far beyond the connections Seth had and the things he did.  
 
    I hated to even admit it to myself, but somehow I just knew I was about to be dragged further into a conspiracy of bullshit. 
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    The home was massive, gleaming marble floors, cathedral style ceilings, and expensive furniture that matched the dark jewel-colored tones of the rest of the house. 
 
    I didn't get to look around for a long. A throat cleared, and I glanced over to see a man in a charcoal colored suit coming towards us. 
 
    Pierce took my hand in his and introduced us. 
 
    "Elias, this is Willow," Pierce said.  
 
    Elias. I’d heard that name before. He was one of the notorious Remmington boys. 
 
    The younger brother if memory served me correctly. It was hard to hold his eyes, they were nearly as intense as Pierce’s. He studied me for a few silent seconds before what looked like approval reflected back at me.  
 
    "For one of Louie’s, she's gorgeous." Elias spoke directly over my head. I furrowed my brows. Who was Louie? Glancing at Pierce for some clarification, his gaze was locked with Elias’. Some type of silent communication was going on. It dawned on me that he was keeping this from me as well. Surprise, surprise. 
 
    "Come, let's go to the study. Mateo is waiting," Elias said. 
 
    Mateo—Mateo Remmington. A tremor ran up my spine. I did not want to be alone in a room with the three of them and whatever secret they shared. 
 
    The last time I was alone with a good-looking, dangerous man, he wrapped his hand around my throat and kidnapped me.  
 
    Whatever this whole shebang was that had to do with me, I wasn't sure I wanted to know anymore—unless it was still about Seth, who may or may not have killed my sister, and who also said Pierce was a liar. Why was everything so fucking complicated? 
 
    My hand was warm and held tightly inside Pierce's. We walked down a long hall to where an open pair of doors was. Inside the room were tall bookshelves, a lit fireplace, russet brown leather furniture, and a huge desk. Mateo rose when we entered. 
 
    "Pierce." He smiled brightly and came to give him a man-hug before turning to me, and I caught glimpse of a thick wedding band. Proof I’d been Pierce’s willing-unwilling captive for quite some time. 
 
    No way in hell was it quiet news this man had gotten married. I wondered who his wife was. 
 
    "You grew up to be a beautiful girl. Lucky man," he added with a wink. 
 
    There wasn't anything sexual about his delivery, but I had no idea where I'd personally met him before. Surely I would have remembered that? Aside from Pierce, he and his brother were the most attractive men I’d ever seen in my life. And that said a lot. 
 
    I gave him a tight smile and kept my mouth shut. It was better to watch and assess rather than knee Pierce in the balls again and demand answers. 
 
    "Have a seat," Elias said from behind us, closing the study room doors. With our hands still intertwined, Pierce led me to one of the leather sofas and sat us side by side. There was a brief lapse of silence before Mateo began to speak. 
 
    "I assume you already made the deposit?" 
 
    "It was done a few hours ago. Have you made any leeway?"  
 
    I understood nothing. A soft rap on the door interrupted Mateo mid-sentence. 
 
    "Excuse me." He stood and strode to the doors, flinging them open.  
 
    Someone in the hall began speaking to him in what I believed was Portugese. In the midst of their rapid fire conversation, what sounded like a pained groan reached my ears. I remembered Pierce’s earlier words to not focus on anything that was done around me. The sounds behind me were making that a hard order to follow. Pierce, as perceptive as always, rested his warm hand on my thigh. 
 
    I was wearing a simple maroon dress that hit just above the knee. When he started massaging imaginary circles into my skin, it sent an ache straight between my legs.  
 
    I kept my eyes on the dark oak coffee table, feeling Elias’ on us. 
 
    Mateo returned, but he wasn't alone. There were three men with him. Two held up a battered man who could barely stand. 
 
    A wave of déjà vu washed over me. The man's face was black and blue, and he was stripped down to nothing but his slacks. Ugly infected wounds covered his torso. I could count the ribs showing through his sunken skin. The sight of him was revolting. I gritted my teeth together, forcing myself to keep quiet.  
 
    There would never be a point in time when torturing another human being was okay to me. I knew it could be worse. I could be seeing another girl sold off to a savage or traded to pay a debt. I rather felt like one of those myself. 
 
    "Jensen, happy to see you again," Pierce mused from beside me, sounding way too pleased about this.  
 
    "Jensen thought it would be okay to help himself to some pickup money," Mateo explained. 
 
    "Kneel." he nudged Jensen in the back of the leg, forcing his week knees to buckle. I tried to push Pierce's hand off me. He stopping moving his fingers and dug into my skin. I bit my tongue to suppress my hiss of pain and to prevent myself from calling him a derogatory name. 
 
    "Do you think this will work?" Pierce leaned forward, keeping his death grip on my thigh. 
 
    "Well, we don't need him anymore, anyway. We have her." Elias nodded to me. Had me for what? Before I could ponder his words too long, he reached down and grabbed Jensen's hand, snapping one of his long fingers back one by one with a scary ease. 
 
    My stomach lurched as the sound of breaking bone and a scream of agony filled the air.  
 
    I diverted my attention away from the oddly angled digits, disgusted. Jensen held his injured hand to his chest, full blown sobs wracking his frail body.  
 
    "How long do you think it will take him to show up?" Mateo asked, paying no attention to the man in the middle of the floor. 
 
    "Shut the fuck up," Elias snapped, kneeing Jensen in the back of the head. 
 
    I inwardly cringed and forced myself to focus on an old globe across the room. 
 
    "Sooner rather than later," Pierce answered. 
 
    "Who is Louie?" I couldn't sit there any longer and pretend to be oblivious when they were talking about me. An elongated silence greeted my question. 
 
    Pierce sighed. "He's your father." There was no remorse detected in his tone for lying to me. Again. I shoved his hand off my thigh and glared. Had I not just asked him if he knew my father the night before? 
 
    "You're a fucking asshole." I stood up and made my way out of the room, not caring how upset he got. I needed air. There was a lapse of silence, and then both Remmintons laughed in amusement. It followed me all the way to the front door.  
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    Three hours. 
 
    That's how long he left me stewing in his car. I needed to use the bathroom, my stomach kept growling, and I was in desperate need of some Motrin. 
 
    Being alone with only your thoughts can be so damn depressing. Running from the things inside my head was impossible. My anger had just begun to temper when Pierce walked out, laughing at something Mateo said. A blonde had joined them. She gave him a hug that looked way to friendly, and a kiss on the cheek.  
 
    My frustrations grew stronger the closer he got. He climbed inside, smelling faintly of liquor and something spicy. Without a word, he started the car and pulled out of the driveway. 
 
    "You really are a drama queen. You know that?" He sounded amused. I stared at him slack-jawed. Was he serious? 
 
    "You said you didn't know my father. You lied to me!" 
 
    "I'm not a liar. You asked me if I knew your father. I don't know him. However, I do know who he is."  
 
    He glanced over at me with a smug smirk on his face. My mouth opened and closed, but no words came out.  
 
    "If I had known that would get you to shut up, I'd have used it a long time ago. No. Never mind. I like using my cock to do it." He shrugged, keeping his gaze straight ahead. I dug my nails into my palms until it hurt. He was back to his usual asshole self: cold and cocky. If he weren't driving, I would have tackled him and pummeled his head in. 
 
    By the time we reached his house, my body was taut with anger. He opened his mouth to say something, but I scrambled out of the car and up to the front door.  
 
    Pierce approached slowly. I could feel his eyes burning holes into me. 
 
    Taking his sweet time, he used an odd looking key to open the door. I stepped back inside my pretty prison, hoping to God he would leave me alone. 
 
    I had taken four steps before the door was slamming behind me, the lock was engaging, and Pierce was turning me around with a firm grip on my wrist. 
 
    "You did everything I told you not to do," he sighed. 
 
    "Fuck you," I snapped.  
 
    His deep blue eyes bored into mine, a sardonic smile slowly spreading across his face. 
 
    "You know, I think I will." 
 
    "That wasn't an invitation." I jerked to get away from him, and he easily let me go. My equilibrium was thrown, causing me to land on my ass. He watched me with an amused glint in his eye, slowly stalking towards me. I crab-walked backward before turning to make a stealthy dash away. 
 
    "No, no, no," Pierce tsked, wrapping his arms around my waist.  
 
    I twisted around, shoving against him. He let me go again, this time laughing when I tripped over my own two feet. 
 
    "I still can't figure out if the fire in you is sexy or dangerously reckless, whatever it is. I never want to put it out." Standing over me, he cocked his head and looked down, beginning to remove his clothes.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 
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    She looked at me with hooded eyes. 
 
    I could read her like an open book. She was angry, enraged. But her body was begging me to ravage it on the floor. And who was I to ignore my gorgeous fiancée needing a thorough fuck? Lurching down, I grabbed her ankles and dragged her towards me. 
 
    A small gasp escaped from her mouth, deep chocolate eyes flickered between my face and my cock.  
 
    I smirked, acutely aware of how endowed I was and how much she loved that one specific part of me just a little more than the rest—because whether she admitted it or not, I knew the truth. Willow had fallen for me the second my hand was wrapped around her throat. 
 
    "Why do you do this?" Her voice was full of anger and hurt.  
 
    I ignored it, grabbing the back of her neck and bringing her mouth to mine. I settled between her thighs, easily spreading her wide. Her lacy underwear was gone within seconds, the dress she had on shoved up, and the top pulled down, exposing her prefect breasts. 
 
    "Pierce, we need to—" 
 
    I bit down on her, causing her sentence to end with a whimper. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around my neck and tugged at my hair. Swirling the tip of my tongue around hers, I savored how sweet she tasted. Hands on her silky-smooth thighs, I ran the tip of my cock up and down her slit, soaking the head with her juices. I flexed my hips, slowly sinking into her tight cunt. 
 
    She arched against me, a sultry moan sliding from her mouth. I began to pump inside her, rocking myself in and out; going deeper, thrusting harder. I wrapped one hand around her throat, bracing myself above her with the other. Her nails clawed at my back. Her pussy drenching my cock down to my balls. 
 
    "Hate me, Rebel. I need you to hate me," I growled.  
 
    "Fuck you; I can’t." 
 
    I felt—watched—her come apart beneath me. Leaning low, I buried my face in her neck, forcing myself not to follow. 
 
    She held onto me, threading her fingers through my hair. Her soft mewling, the feel of her wrapped around me, and her hands grabbing at me to pull me deeper had me losing any small semblance of self-control. I choked her hard, riding her body and finding my own release. 
 
    When I felt the dampness on my shoulder, I pulled her into my arms and let her cry it all out, willing her to be strong for just a little longer.  
 
    Our situation wasn’t conventional. Fuck, it was toxic, and like an addict, I couldn’t fathom giving it up. I needed her to be here, always. She was the perfect fit for me. There was a thin line between love and obsession, and she’d had me walking it since she was seventeen years old. 
 
    The worst of things were almost over, and when it was, I would spend the rest of my life trying to make it up to her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 
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    The next four days passed in a repetitive cycle. 
 
    Pierce disappeared for large hours at a time, always coming back and using my body until early morning. I was beginning to wonder if the man ever slept. If he did, I was always too gone in my own slumber to notice. Besides our animalistic sex, we never talked. 
 
     I was beginning to feel like a mindless vessel, just there for him to play with when the mood struck. Being stuck inside the house was starting to drive me mad. I knew he needed me for something, but I drew a blank every time I thought about what it could be. I needed answers, and spreading my legs for him was not the way to get them.  
 
    That’s how I ended up sitting at the dining room table until three in the morning. My eyes were heavy; I was bored out of my mind. When I heard him enter the house, my hand with the pen in it froze over my Sudoku book. 
 
    "You know, some people get off on hurting other people. On watching them suffer. Building them up just to tear them down." Classic Pierce style, he couldn't just give me a standard greeting. 
 
    "Is that what you're doing to me?" I eyed him warily. He looked more relaxed than I’d seen in a while. 
 
    "Sometimes. I don't get off on it, though. I just want you to hurt. For some reason it makes you cling to me a little stronger. It's more of a control thing. Haven't you noticed how much more agreeable you are? The only time you open your mouth is to scream my name."  
 
    He removed his tie and started towards me. I held my posture even though I felt like slumping to the floor. I should have never grown attached to the twisted bastard. Not that I had a choice in that matter. Purely hating him was much easier said than done.  
 
    The only person I had to talk to was him. When I shared a meal with someone, it was him. Sleeping, sex, arguments, and even small moments of laughter were all with him. He forced me to have tunnel vision. Nothing else was visible in my head. I felt like an addict always needing a fix.  
 
    Even as I wanted answers—needed answers—my body ached for him.  
 
    My mind longed to hear all the fucked up things he had to say. This was disturbing on a psychological level. I was the girl who didn't need anyone and suddenly I felt like I couldn’t live without him. I didn’t understand. 
 
    "Is that...blood?" I asked in alarm. He glanced down at himself, looking back up with a half grin on his face. 
 
    "I guess things got a little messy. Some people aren't always...agreeable." He eyed me on the last word. 
 
    My fingers curled around the pen to the point of pain. He was such an asshole.  
 
    "When I look at you, I wonder if I'd still fuck you if we were brother and sister. Guess we'll never know. I need to shower." He headed for the stairs, leaving me to dissect his new riddle. Brother and sister? 
 
    "I expect you to be waiting for me when I get out," he called from the top of the stairs.  
 
    On a whim, I tossed my pen down and headed for the front door. I attempted to fling it open, even though there were two suited men outside and the security light was flashing. It was almost laughable because I knew better. 
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    My eyes popped open at the sound of Pierce's voice. I must have after fallen asleep on the sofa. Pierce had me in his arms, cradled against his chest, and we were halfway to the bedroom. 
 
    "Have you?" he asked. 
 
    “Have I what?”I grumbled, not fully awake. 
 
    “You’ve heard of something called OMR?” 
 
    "I don’t know what means, but I've heard about it from you...I think," I added, unsure if it was from him directly or from my eavesdropping. 
 
    "It’s made up of old money families; a few years back they brought in new money. Things started to fall apart when men like my father, your real father, and Seth took positions of power they should have never been given.” 
 
    As I woke a little more what he was talking about started to ring as familiar. “I thought that was a myth?” 
 
    “So did I. Turns out, they just like being discreet. I was lucky enough to be brought into that inner circle.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “We're purging out all the weak links, all the failing corporate companies, the weak business fronts, and the families that threaten to ruin what many have worked for. Taking back control, in so many words." 
 
    "You want power…” I mumbled, finally waking up fully. 
 
    "I already have that. This is a business arrangement. I scratch their backs, they scratch mine. It's how all the partnerships work. The men I deal with…we are each significantly connected." 
 
    "What does that have to do with me?" I pushed up on my elbows after he laid me on the bed. 
 
    "In regards to me? Everything." He didn't elaborate.  
 
    Instead, he dropped the towel from his waist and climbed into bed beside me. Surprisingly, he didn't touch me. I stared up at the dark ceiling, trying to piece all of what he had told me together. 
 
    "Does it bother you that I kill people?" Pierce asked suddenly. 
 
    What a change of topic. I narrowed my brows in contemplation. Did it bother me?  
 
    No. If it did, I'd have flipped shit when Jason was killed right in front of me. When he came home far more than once with blood on him, and sometimes bruised knuckles. I told him as much. 
 
    "I wanted to keep you separate from all of this. Leave you some small act of kindness. You don't need to witness everything I have, deal with the shit I deal with. And it pisses me off, because you should." 
 
    I rolled onto my side, poking him in the chest. "I don't know why you keep blaming me for my sister’s death. I didn't slit her throat. I didn't tell her to make the choices she did, and I never told her to start messing around with you. How do you know it's not your fault?  
 
    “Do you know how tired I am of this back and forth bullshit? Tell me what it is you want from me because I don't understand." 
 
    He made a sound in his throat, a sound of annoyance and his own frustration. Before I could make another remark, he was above me. My hands were pinned above my head, and my body was swallowed by his. Even in the dark, I could see the anger in his eyes. His tone sent goosepimples racing across my skin and his venomous words slashed at my crippled heart. 
 
    "It was supposed to be you that night. We all thought it would be you—the young girl who had always been forgotten and shoved into the background. Who the fuck would miss her? I had your sister eating out of the palm of my hand. She wasn't supposed to mean anything to me. She did.  
 
    “Everything went to shit because your mother was a stupid whore who let men breeze through her pussy like it was a truck stop. Cassie had to go. I couldn't do anything about it. Sometimes you make me forget what I had with her, and I hate that.” 
 
    I tried to cut him off but he spoke over me. 
 
    "You're mouthy, stubborn, and constantly trying to piss me off. I don't want to like you, Rebel, but I love the shit out of you and it pisses me off. Emotions make you weak. They fuck up your judgment and cause people to make rash decisions. This life isn't one where I can afford to let that happen." He glared down at me. 
 
    I was speechless for once. Angry. Hurt. Turned on. I wanted to shove him away but he had my hands pinned. 
 
    "You're...arg! Let go of me."  
 
    He laughed, a full blown. 
 
    "Why are you doing this to me?" 
 
    "I can see you breaking, and this is the only thing I can do to help you. Hate me. I don't deserve you. It's better for you to hate me than to try and love me." 
 
    "You stupid fucker; it's too late for that." I loathed crying.  
 
    It always made me feel weak, but I couldn't stop the dam from bursting no matter how hard I fought to keep it together.  
 
    He kissed my tear stained cheeks, using his body instead of words. We simply couldn't be anything other than what we were. This was the consequence for consuming something forbidden. 
 
    He was my consequence. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 
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    Holy shit.  
 
    He loved me. 
 
    The thought didn't hit until two days later. I was lounging in the sunroom, trying to do another Sudoku, when it rushed to the forefront of my mind. I was wondering why he'd been around the last two days, making me eat three meals a day, correcting my posture and telling me which silverware to use.  
 
    He also expected me to be in fancy dresses and slutty heels all the time. And there was no lounging comfortably in those outfits. I wondered if he had just said it to pull me further under his deceitful spell. 
 
    He hadn't said anything else about it, and he wasn't acting any different towards me. He was still being a pompous ass and burying himself inside me whenever he felt like it. 
 
    I was hung up on the fact that it was supposed to be me who died that night. It was supposed to be my neck that was slit from ear to ear, and not my sister's. Did he know Cassie was going to die? He made it seem like he did. If Pierce didn't have the communication skills of a caveman, we might actually get somewhere. 
 
    Sighing, I scrubbed my hands over my face and looked out the windows. 
 
    "Rebel." Pierce walked into the room carrying a glass of iced tea. He gave me a quick peck on the cheek and handed it to me. 
 
    "Thanks," I mumbled, taking a healthy swig. 
 
    "What?" I lowered the glass, eyeing him the same way he was eyeing me. 
 
    "You're beautiful." 
 
    "Right," I scoffed.  
 
    "Why do you think otherwise?" He looked at me like he already knew the answer. I looked away, not able to admit it aloud, and certainly not able to talk about it with him. I thought I was over what Richard had done to me and the sick way he’d ruined my body.  
 
    Somehow finding out he was my uncle and not some random man my mom decided to marry made it worse. It nauseated me, bringing back memories I thought were burned from my brain. 
 
    "Your mother loved you," he started. I went to object, but he cut me off and kept going, taking a seat on the wicker sofa. "In this life, it's not unusual for men to be away, working long hours, sometimes being gone for a day or two. When we come home, I guess the notion of a family gives us something to look forward to. Your father went back and found your mom fucking his brother.” 
 
    I already knew my mother was a whore, but I kept quiet and let him continue. 
 
    "My mother was a sweet woman. She raised two boys and cared for my dad's bastard—my baby sister—as her own. She wasn't meant for this life. I loved her, but fuck, was she weak. And everyone knew it. Dear old Dad no longer hid his affairs, disrespecting her whenever he had the chance. Imagine how surprised he was when he came home to your father fucking my mother in their bed.” He paused, staring out the windows as if picturing the scene in front of him. 
 
    An ice cube lodged in my throat, I remained mute, taking it all in. With just that bit of information, I began to have a semblance of understanding as to what had happened. I waited for him to continue, needed him to. 
 
    "Our mothers were best friends, our fathers as close as two men dare to get in this life. It all had a domino effect. My dad let yours live but only because he had a bigger plan: to take everything Lou had. Clients, money, and his daughter." He gave me a pointed look. "That fell apart, too. I remember in the middle of the night, he said he needed me. There was a woman down on her knees, crying and beaten. He told me to put a bullet in the back of her head. I didn't question him. I just did it.  
 
    I had plans of my own to knock my father down a few pegs." 
 
    "And you were going to use Cassie," I added absentmindedly. 
 
    "At first. Then, I got to know her. The sober her. The night she died, I got a call. See, no one even knew about you until you got a little older. Your mother had hidden you away. My father started sleeping with her and found out who you were, and began paying her to sleep with Richard to get information on your dad. It was a ‘keep your friends close and enemies closer’ kind of thing. He told me everything, thinking he could trust me." 
 
    "And you cut his heart out, so clearly that was a bad idea. What does any of this have to do with me?" Setting my glass on the side table, I looked to him for the remaining answers.  
 
    He stood back up and looked down at me. 
 
    "We were all fucking someone over and using each other to get what we wanted.” He expelled a deep breath, running a hand over his mouth. “Your mother thought Richard would love her. Your father took advantage of my mom, blind to the fact she was just like yours. My father...well, he orchestrated the entire thing. No one accounted for your sister being a junkie who started screwing her dealer and telling him everything.  
 
    I trusted her. My father died, and I moved forward with his plan. And that's where you came in. 
 
    "I couldn't figure out who you were at first. It should have been easy; you look just like your dad. Your mom tried to pass you off as Richard’s. I needed his daughter and it was discovered Cassie wasn't the girl we thought he had. You were. She became expendable. She told Seth, and he killed her and took you. That brought me all the way into it. I could no longer watch from the sidelines. I found out a few more vital pieces of information and failed to kill him. I won't make the same mistake twice." 
 
    Was he referring to trusting me? Killing Seth? Both? 
 
    This was all so screwed up. We both came from corrupted families; the problem was that his wanted to destroy mine. And they had. He had. There was nothing left of my family but me...and my father. 
 
    "What is it he has everyone wants?" 
 
    “Just you. He’d been wiring Seth money to keep you safe. When he found out his real intentions, he contacted me. Let's just say the news of our engagement traveled fast, and he isn't pleased. Your father wanted me to keep you safe, still trusting the wrong people.” 
 
    I felt a million different emotions at once, but anger was in the lead. Standing from the chair, I faced off with him. 
 
    "Did anyone consider that I'm a human being and not a game piece? That I want more out of life than to be someone's pawn!" I was a glutton for punishment. A stitched breath rattled my chest. Tears burned in my eyes; I tried to hold them back but a few strays escaped. When did this end? When would I no longer be yanked back and forth in this game of his? 
 
    "And what do you want? Revenge? His money?" 
 
    "I want a lot of things," he answered, not responding to anything else I had just said. "Right now, I need to go handle a few things before all hell breaks loose."  
 
    He kissed my cheek and then my forehead before walking back inside the house. He’d given me a handful of answers that each came with their own questions, keeping me in a constant state of unknown. 
 
    This had to stop. I had to take control of my life back.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 
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    I had told her more than I ever thought I would. What I didn’t tell her was that it was her father who had made a colossal fuck up and killed my baby sister.  
 
    A car crash he’d set up turned her into a brain-dead corpse. She was so young and innocent, born into a life she had no choices in—just like Willow. 
 
    But she didn’t need to know that. She knew enough.  
 
    It had been five days since I'd been home. I'd only gone back to take care of a special package with the help of my brother and cousin. 
 
    Everything had come down to this. There hadn’t been any room for error. I had men with families loyal to me and relying on me to come through, and now I had Willow. 
 
    "I told you it was a bad idea to fall for this girl," Enrique muttered from beside me.  
 
    The glare I gave him had his hands shooting up in defense. Of course, the motherfucker was right. I wasn't supposed to fall for my charge. Truthfully, I hadn't thought that was even possible.  
 
    Emotions. Love. The disease was given to humans by the devil himself. A disease people fought over, died over, and made too many fucked up decisions over. I didn’t think I was capable of it, not in the way most people were. 
 
    Obsession, however.  
 
    Well, that was another story entirely. 
 
    "Hey, I don't blame you. She's beautiful, strong, and doesn't put up with your shit. Not like..." my cousin's voice trailed off. I knew who he was referring to, and once again, he was right. Willow was so much different from Cassie. They were night and day. 
 
    "I want her for all the reasons I hate her." No one said anything. Not Enrique, Jax, or Tito. They all nursed their drinks and looked to the stage, where a brunette was twirling around upside down. 
 
    "You should stop this then, before—" 
 
    "I said I want her, not that I'm ready to throw everything away and say fuck securing our future. If we don't do this, she may not have a future. It's a bit of pain to reap the reward in the end. She's resilient; she'll be fine." Silence ensued once more. They all knew I was right. I didn't add what was already known.  
 
    As shitty as all this was. Lou wasn't the end goal. He was just a small part of it. Call me power hungry, crazed, and an asshole, but I was going to get what I deserved.  
 
    I didn't shoot my mother in the head for no reason, putting her out of her misery once and for all. Somone had to save her from my father’s sick method of payback and she didn’t have the spine to save herself. 
 
    Now, it was time for me to collect my dues and move on with my life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 
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    I wasn't sure when he would come back, but I'd be ready this time. I couldn't let him use sex to distract me—or control me, as he so oftenly did.  
 
    After day three, I wasn't sure if he would come back. He'd stocked the fridge and left the schedule attached to it. I wound up so bored the tasks became my only form of keeping busy. 
 
    Watering plants, cleaning the floors, changing bed linens…it was the perfect housewife routine. I hated it. 
 
    I'd just gotten out of the shower and slipped on my robe when I heard the front door shut. Pulling the towel from my head, I hung it on a hook and headed for the bedroom door,pausing when I crossed the threshold. He was already upstairs and coming straight for me. Without saying a word, he wrapped me in his arms and pushed me against the wall.  
 
    After a few minutes and he still hadn't spoken, just continued to hold me, I managed to break away and put a small distance between us. 
 
    "We need to talk." I kept my voice level; forcing a sense of calm I didn't feel. 
 
    "And what do we need to discuss?" 
 
    Taking a breath, I looked into his eyes. They were guarded. I'd find no answers within them. 
 
    "This situation. I want answers.” 
 
    "Ah, look at you. You aren't so broken after all." 
 
    "I'll never be broken, especially over someone like you," I retorted evenly. 
 
     He grinned like a schoolboy. "I like this. I was wondering when this side of you would resurface. You’re right, you do deserve some relief of all this. I'll make you a deal; we can go and see Lou. Then, you and I are going to have a nice long chat about our future together." 
 
    Immediately I was suspicious. Pierce didn’t do anything at random. "You know where he is?" 
 
    “He’s out back. Has been for two days." His head tilted to the side, and he studied me. I blinked. 
 
    He was out back? What the hell? 
 
    "You put him in your shed." I brushed past him and practically levitated down the stairs. 
 
    All I could do was hope he was in better shape than Jason had been. Cutting through the sunroom, I paused and looked out the glass door. It was pitch black outside. All I could hear was the soft pitter-patter of rain. Pierce reached around me and turned the lock in the door before stepping back and watching me expectantly.  
 
    I stared at him in disbelief. “Was the door open this entire time?” 
 
    “No. But it has been for the past two weeks. You just never tried to open it.” 
 
    Flustered, I asked, "You're going to let me see him?" 
 
    "Why would I care? He's not going anywhere." 
 
    His voice gave nothing away. I had no idea what I was about to be met with. There were no shoes on my feet, and only the silk robe covered me, but that didn't matter to me right then.  
 
    Pushing the door open, I walked across the rain-slicked deck, down the stairs, and slowly approached the large red shed. Wet grass pushed between my toes. 
 
    When a light flickered on, I paused to glance over my shoulder. Pierce was pointing towards the front of the house, leaning over the deck rail and talking to Tito.  
 
    No one seemed to care we were all getting soaked. Looking away from them, I shakily lifted a hand and touched the door of the shed. The first sign something wasn't right was the fact it wasn't locked. The second was the single wooden chair and the blood staining the floorboards.  
 
    I swallowed and whirled around, the shed door banging shut behind me. Pierce stood a few feet away, looking relaxed, letting the rain wash down on him.  
 
    Even in the dark, in the pouring rain, he was beautiful.  
 
    He was also cruel and ruthless—something my foolish heart kept trying to make excuses for. I was afraid to ask him what he had done. A sharp sense of déjà vu hit me, reminding me of his previous confession. 
 
    "You said he was here… You said he wasn't going anywhere…so?"  
 
    I gestured behind me. We looked at one another, his eyes slowly roaming over my body, looking at the way my robe clung to my skin before coming to my face. 
 
    "He is here; I never said he was in the shed." 
 
    "I don't want more of your bullshit riddles! Where is he?" My voice carried, drowned out by a flash of lightning. 
 
    "You're so close you're nearly standing on him." My stomach dropped, I spun towards the treeline, eyeing the ground, and spotted it, the fresh dirt and the shovel leaning against the tree. No, no, no. 
 
    "He probably ran out of air fifteen minutes ago. You can dig him up if you want. He might still be alive. I, on the other hand, have had enough of standing in the rain." He turned his back on me, took a step, and then paused, "If you want to run away, go ahead. You won't get far." He continued towards the deck after that, not bothering to see what I was doing. My hands began to shake, nausea bubbling in my stomach.  
 
    I began to question if he was an actual psychopath. Maybe a sociopath. Whatever his diagnosis, he was the coldest sonofabitch I had ever met. His cruelty knew no bounds, dressed up in riddles and slowly revealed truths. Pierce made the worst of sinners look like saints. 
 
    I stared at his retreating form seeing nothing but red. So many answers to questions that had haunted me my whole life were now buried six feet under, because of him. 
 
    He never saw me coming.  
 
    I never gave a warning.  
 
    The shovel from the tree was in my hands. At the last second, he turned around, but he wasn't fast enough. He didn't make a sound when the end smacked into his head. 
 
    I took pleasure in watching him fall for once, instead of me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 
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    Every muscle in my body screamed in agony. My heart had yet to find its natural rhythm, but I had done it.  
 
    I had managed to drag Pierce back into the house. Unable to find any rope to tie him up with, I’d bound his hands to a spindle on the lower banister with a bundle of panty-hose and string from his dress shoes. Now I was religiously checking his pulse to make sure he was still alive, pacing back and forth. 
 
    Mud caked feet dragging across once shiny flooring, my robe clinging to my chilled skin. 
 
    Without his input, I was left to figure all of this out on my own as best as I could. Seth wasn’t my father. My actual dad had just been buried in my fiances backyard after being tortured right beneath my nose. 
 
    The words father, dad, parent. They meant shit to me. Every parental figure I ever had failed me. Seth was more to me than them and he wasn’t who he claimed to be either. I couldn’t force myself to feel sadness or loss for a total stranger.  
 
    However, I could feel plenty of anger. 
 
    A low laugh made me pause. I turned and looked at Pierce, finding he was now wide awake. 
 
    “You think this is funny?” 
 
    “I think you’re incredible and gave me one hell of a headache.” He chuckled in response. 
 
    This wasn’t the reaction I had been anticipating. He almost looked proud of me. 
 
    “If you want to kill me, there’s a gun taped beneath my nightstand.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something but couldn’t word it the right way.  
 
    “I don’t want to kill you, Pierce, Jesus. I want you to let my sister go and let me leave.” 
 
    He stared at me for so long I began to grow uncomfortable. I didn’t want to tie him up like this but maybe he would actually listen to me now.  
 
    “I could do that,” he eventually said. “I could give you a car or let you use my plane, set you up and give you access to everything like I planned to when you took my name…but I’m not going to. I’m not letting you go.” 
 
    He was tied to a banister and still spoke his piece with his usual blunt, callous demeanor. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” I looked to the ceiling as if it had all my answers. 
 
    “I’m not letting you go because you and I know that would be hell for both of us. I killed your father because he was going to get you killed, and for taking someone away from me. I don’t purposely do things to hurt you, Willow, but I must do things that will.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that. I heard the sincerity in his words and knew he was right. Leaving him would be walking away from the only bit of good I’d ever known. Staying would mean I condoned all the terrible things he’d done. 
 
     “How can we—” I jumped at the sound of a gunshot from outside. Before I could ask him what was going on, two more went off and a pregnant silence ensued. 
 
    “Shit,” I gasped, rushing towards him. 
 
    “What are you doing? Get upstairs!” he snapped at me. 
 
    “And leave you tied to the banister?” I frantically tried to undo the knots I’d made, panicking when I couldn’t get them back out. 
 
    “Goddamn it, Willow. Get the fuck upstairs and grab my gun.” 
 
    The gun.  
 
    I took off up the steps, taking them two at a time. Something hit the front door just as I reached his bedroom doorway. 
 
    Laughter floated up from below, making my skin crawl. Seth. Fuck. 
 
    I ran for the nightstand, diving across the bed. Just like he said, there was a gun strapped to the bottom side of it. It pulled away with ease. Scrambling back across the mattress, I was almost out of the room when I heard a loud pop ring out. 
 
    My stomach dropped to the floor. Keeping close to the wall, I fumbled with the safety switch and inched forward. 
 
    Peering around the corner, I looked down to see the banister spindle where Pierce had just been tied was broken and missing, a small smudge of blood on the floor. 
 
    Hearing voices coming from the sunroom, I slowly inched down the stairs. The front door stood wide open but there was no sign of Tito or the other guard. 
 
    “Your father didn’t kill the bitch. I did. She was using more product than she was worth,” Seth loudly confessed. 
 
    I almost fell over my own two feet. He’d killed my sister? Pierce said something back, but it was too low for me to hear. 
 
    “Where’s Willow?” 
 
    “She’s—” 
 
    “Right here,” I responded coolly, coming around the corner with the gun held tightly in my hand. 
 
    They both turned to look at me. I felt an instant relief when I saw Pierce wasn’t critically injured. 
 
    “And what are you going to do with that?” Seth asked in amusement, eyeing the gun in my hand. 
 
    “I dunno. What do you think I should do with it, dad?” 
 
    “Oh, I see. You’re upset.—No matter my reasons. We both know I did you a favor by taking you in.” 
 
    “And Cassie?” 
 
    “An unfortunate casulty. Every fued has a few.” 
 
    I glanced at Pierce to see him watching me with an unreadable expression on his face. Seth followed my gaze and scoffed. 
 
    “You can tell him goodbye if you want but whatever you two had going on is done. You’re coming with me.”  
 
    He pointed his gun towards Pierce and I reacted on instinct. It was him who taught me to never hesitate when your finger was on the trigger. 
 
    There was a bang but nothing happened. 
 
    “You gave me a gun with blanks?” 
 
    I looked at Pierce and Seth looked at me, laughter spilling from his mouth. That was his fatal mistake, taking his eyes off the only real threat in the room. 
 
    Pierce pulled a gun from his waistband and fired twice. Seth’s head snapped back, I flinched as blood and a chunk of brain matter hit the patio wall, and Seth’s body tumbled to the floor. I swallowed and stared at the puddle of crimson forming around his head. His eyes were still open, a smile slowly fading from his face. 
 
    It was odd, maybe wrong, to feel a sudden peace now that he was gone. My sister’s killer. The man who had taken care of me for so long for his own hidden agenda. One I still wasn’t sure of. 
 
    “Sir?” Tito called out, bursting through the deck door. 
 
    “Where the hell were you ten minutes ago?” I looked from him, to Seth, and then back to Pierce. “Did you plan this?” 
 
    “Of course, I planned this. Minus you tying me up. Poor use of restraint on your end. Fortunately, for me.” 
 
    There were truly no words for the lengths he went to. He was always ten steps ahead of everyone else. “I can’t believe you. He was going to kill you, you idiot!” 
 
    “Get him out of here,” he said to Tito, slowly approaching me. “You wouldn’t have let that happen.” He cupped my face and wiped away the tears I hadn’t even realized were free-falling. 
 
    He was right; I wouldn’t have let it happen. I wrapped my arms around him and squeezed as hard as I could. 
 
    “Why did you give me a gun with blanks?” 
 
    “It’s not your job to kill people. It’s mine. Taking his life would only make him forever haunt yours. I refused to let that happen.” 
 
    I peeked around his shoulder to watch Tito drag Seth’s body towards the door, but Pierce easily side-stepped to block my view. 
 
    “You don’t need to see that. I know you care for him. When everything really sinks in I know you’ll mourn the person you thought he was. But one day, you will feel freedom and peace, leaving the past to lie where it is.” 
 
    I couldn’t form a response to that right then. “I want a real gun,” I demanded, not anywhere near ready to discuss what had just happened, and because he got me more than I gave him credit for, he didn’t push. 
 
    “Well, I want to discuss you hitting me with a dirty shovel.” He scooped me up like I weighed nothing and carried me back into the main part of the house. We had a lot to discuss, and I had a lot to grieve for.  
 
    I knew we were both angry for a lot of reasons, but it wasn’t directed at each other. It would take more than a day. More than a week. Right then, I was positive our discussion would involve a painful round of fucking, but he knew it was what I needed, because he needed it too. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    EPILOUGE 
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    Marrying Pierce Serban had been a fantasy of mine since I was a girl.  
 
    Who knew the reality of getting his last name meant getting kidnapped, finding out we had freak shows for families and burying a few people in our backyard. 
 
    It was so worth it. He was worth it. If I had to do it all over again, I would, shovel to the head included.  
 
    I inhaled a deep breath of salty sea-air and smiled to myself. 
 
    “Your happiness is gross,” Abbi teased from the lounge beside me, poking me in the side. I laughed and slapped her hand away.  
 
    She didn’t know everything. I’d agreed with Pierce when he said it would be best if she didn’t. We still had no idea where she came from, but it was clear she wasn’t Seth’s daughter either. I let her believe the best of him, his loss covered up by a lie. I didn’t want her to have the questions I once did.  
 
    No matter what, she was still my sister. We were practically inseparable these days. We’d cried together, got pissed together, and eventually got drunk and hysterical about how insane the last year had been. 
 
    I never had time to be depressed about it because Pierce was always in my face telling me to cheer the fuck up, doing anything he could to make it better. 
 
    I looked towards the parking lot where he and Jax had gone to talk ‘business’ with a different set of Remmingtons, and found his eyes on me, like always. 
 
    I smiled at him, and even from a distance, I knew he gave me his signature little smirk back. He was still an immoral asshole. That would never change, but now he was officially my immoral asshole. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Her smile made up for all the secrets I kept. I found her happiness to be worth every single one. 
 
    I didn’t deserve her, but I damn sure wasn’t giving her up. Willow had been mine since she looked at me with her pretty brown eyes in that strip club.  
 
    Now that we were together openly, there was a shift in our dynamic. One for the better. She didn’t seem to care about the whispers or the stares people gave us. She was content with me—just me. Not my money, last name, or what I truly did for a living. 
 
    I reluctantly looked away from her to focus back on D’Angelo and Elias Remmington. These two would be my partners in building a criminal empire unlike anything before. Seth had been one more small obstacle to remove before things took a drastic turn. 
 
    He had no idea I’d invited him over to die that night. He thought Willow would be confessing to what her father did with his property deeds and money. 
 
    He even took it up a notch by confessing to Cassie’s murder. We both knew my father was responsible for that. He was a gullible idiot. Willow had never met her father, so how the fuck he thought she knew where he kept his property deeds and money was beyond me. 
 
    Of course, I knew though. Her father gave everything to me and his daughter when he met with me to bless our marriage, right before I killed him. 
 
    He deserved it. 
 
    They all deserved it. 
 
    I got what I wanted and I’d spend forever making sure Willow had everything she deserved. She was going to be happy with me. I would keep her naïve enough to never carry the weight of this world on her shoulders, even if that meant hiding bodies and keeping secrets until I went to my grave. 
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