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 PROLOGUE 
 
    NOAH 
 
      
 
    I’ve always loved the dark.   
 
    The unsettling feeling most people get from standing in a room where they can’t see and need to depend on their senses to move around is euphoric for me. Predators live in the dark, and maybe that’s why I feel right at home in an environment void of light.  
 
    I knew I was different from a young age; I just never expected the darkness to bleed into my soul and turn me into who I am today.  
 
    A vengeful and bloodthirsty teen.  
 
    One with nothing to lose now that Jacob Darwin has stolen everything from my family. My father was a fool to trust the businessman in the first place and got conned off everything he worked so hard to build. Not only did he lose his lifetime savings, but was charged and convicted of embezzlement.  
 
    “Don’t worry, son, Karma will surely get him.” 
 
    I scoff at the memory of my dad’s last words before he was whisked off to prison. He would be upset to learn that I went against his wishes, but I don’t particularly care.  
 
    For one, I am not him. He is weak and gullible. He should have fought for his money, but no, he decided to trust the justice system. And now he is going to spend the rest of his life in prison, that is, if he makes it that far.  
 
    No, I am not my dad. Never him.  
 
    If my actions drag me to the depths of hell, then I will drag the greedy businessman who did this to us down with me.  
 
    My fist clenches around the switchblade in my left hand as I find my way through the dark room, excitement pooling in my stomach.  
 
    Everything ends tonight with Darwin’s warm blood on my hands.  
 
    “Hey, what are you doing in my dad’s office?” 
 
    A tiny, soft voice calls out from behind me, and I freeze for a second before turning so fast I almost get whiplash. The room is dark, but I can still make out the small figure standing by the open door.  
 
    I didn’t hear the door open.  
 
    Shit.  
 
    The first thing that registers is that I’ve been caught, and the next is that it’s by a small child. It has to be.  
 
    Except Darwin doesn’t have a child. In fact, he has no family left. I was so sure of it before I came here. Breaking in here took weeks of research, and I never came across any information on the man fathering a child, and yet… she exists? 
 
    Maybe I’ve broken into the wrong house, but I was so sure… 
 
    “Are you here to rob us?” 
 
    I stand rooted to the floor, tongue-tied as the little figure walks into the room before reaching for the light switch. I cringe at the onslaught of light and wait for my eyes to adjust before turning to look at her.  
 
    She can’t be over six or seven, but what do I know about kids? 
 
    She stands by the door, staring at me with her big, baby blue eyes, and I am shocked to realize that she is not scared of me. Instead, her eyes are crowded with curiosity. She is holding a brown teddy bear in her arms, and the small smile on her face is quite unnerving.  
 
    I take a step back. Despite my need for revenge, I can’t hurt a child. Fuck! 
 
    I turn back and hurry to the window I snuck through before she can sound the alarm, but the next sound from her lips is not the scream I was anticipating.  
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. You don’t have to leave.” 
 
    Her words draw me up short, and I slowly turn back to look at her. She takes tentative steps toward me and stops just a short distance away. Her eyes bounce from the knife in my hands and back to my face.  
 
    “Are you a bad man?” 
 
    My breath catches in my throat. I could lie to her. Surely there is no way I am going to tell this angelic figure that I broke in to kill her father.  
 
    “Why were you standing in the dark alone? Do you hate the light?” she asks when I don’t respond to any of her questions. “I don’t like the dark. Monsters hide in the dark.” 
 
    “Y–” I clear my voice when it comes out scratchy. “You should probably go back to your room.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I stare into those innocent eyes that really should know better than to engage a stranger with a weapon “It’s dangerous for you, kid,” I say turning toward the window again. I push back the curtain and slowly push the window open, ready to jump out when her next words stop me. 
 
    “My name is Isabella, but you can call me Isa if you like. What’s yours?” 
 
    There is a mischievous smile on her face when I turn to look at her. Under the blinding light, she really looks like an angel with her blond hair and her long white sleeping gown. She is like no child I’ve seen before.  
 
    “If you tell me your name, I’ll show you where my dad keeps all his money.”  
 
    I stand frozen with one foot on the window sill. She takes a few more steps toward me and stares at me with her big blue eyes, the picture of innocence, as if she didn’t just promise to let me steal from her family in exchange for what… my name? 
 
    My name is worth nothing. Does she not realize that?   
 
    Still, she stands rooted to the floor, staring up at me in anticipation. 
 
    “Noah.” 
 
    Her face morphs into a beautiful smile as she mouths out my name, as if testing it on her tongue. “I like it,” she beams at me, before skipping away.  
 
    I watch in awe as she walks to the bookshelf and pushes a row of books to the side to reveal a safe. My eyes almost bulge out of their sockets as the little girl presses a few buttons, and seconds later, there is a beeping sound before the thing unlocks.  
 
    My heart is in my throat as I watch her. Part of me is convinced that I am getting pranked, but she turns and flashes me a proud smile before moving aside to reveal a large stack of cash and gold bars.  
 
    “Here, you can take it.” 
 
    “I don’t understand this–” I swallow the big lump in my throat. “Why?”  
 
    “Because you look sad. I don’t want you to be sad.”  
 
    My hands shake with anxiety as this little girl undoes all the anger I have built up. As she brings me to my knees with her words. Tonight, I was so ready to throw my life on the line, sell it to the devil if that is what it took, and now everything has changed.  
 
    “I…” My mouth is dry, and my head is empty of thoughts as my entire universe narrows on her. Do I thank her, what do I even say? 
 
    “You can have it all if you want,” she says cheerfully. “Don’t be sad anymore and… don’t forget about me, okay, Noah?” 
 
    Never!  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
    ISABELLA 
 
    Twelve years later 
 
      
 
    The pained cry makes its way to my bedroom, but it’s not enough for me to break my Yoga pose.  
 
    I maintain the pose even as my muscles threaten to give. I force myself to focus on Yoga in an attempt to block out the noises coming from downstairs, but they still prove to be distracting. 
 
    “Please, let me go. They’ll send people if they don’t hear from me.” 
 
    I break the pose and flatten my back on my Yoga mat to mirror the instructor on the screen. This is my only access to the outside world. That is, if I don’t count the frequent visits to the doctor that my father insists upon. And even then, I always have an army of guards following me. Everything else, from classes to my training sessions, all happen within these walls, which for the most part feel like prison bars.  
 
    For so long, I questioned my father’s decision to keep me a secret from everyone to the extent of locking me up in my room whenever anyone came to the house.  
 
    Part of me wanted to believe that he kept me hidden from the world because he cared about my safety, but that was back when I was naïve and believed the man was capable of caring for anyone other than himself.  
 
    I know better now.  
 
    My father hates me. My birth caused the death of the only person he ever loved, my mother. He was devoted to her, obsessed with her, but she died so I could live. When I was fifteen, my father told me the truth. My mother had been diagnosed with cancer, but chose not to receive treatment because she was pregnant. In the end, she gave birth to a healthy baby, but she was so weak, her body couldn’t take the strain. She died before I was a month old. But she loved me, so my father kept me. He said it was my fault she died, my fault his life was ruined. I look exactly like her though, and I’m all he has left, so he keeps me here. But I have to stay a secret; no one can know that I exist.  
 
    The only person I’ve ever met outside of this house is my doctor. My father is terrified that I will develop the same rare cancer that my mother did, and he’ll lose his only link to her. So, he insists on full check-ups every six months. The poking and prodding are annoying, but at least I get out of the house for a bit. I gave up begging him to let me out on my fifteenth birthday when he finally explained everything to me. Speaking of which, my nineteenth birthday is in a couple of days. There is no doubt that it’ll be as depressingly lonely as all my other birthdays have been.  
 
    “I swear if you don’t let me go, you’ll…” 
 
    I bend my back to mirror the Yoga instructor, ignoring the thin sweat trickling down my neck from the move. This instructor always makes the hard moves look so easy, and I can’t wait until— 
 
    A shot goes off, and I freeze in my position. The house is suddenly quiet, the only audible sound is the one coming from the video. My heart is in my throat as I listen.  
 
    That was a shot, right? It had to be.  
 
    Another shot rings out, spurring me into motion. My dad never brings work home, and from the commotion coming from downstairs, I now understand why.   
 
    A series of shots ring out again, and the sound of shattering glass has me jumping up and flattening my back against the wall with my heart pounding in fear.   
 
    Are we under attack? Is my dad… dead? I have no love for the man, but I don’t want him dead.  
 
    The loud, pained cries and angry male voices only add to my anxiety. I slide down the wall and place my head between my knees in an effort to block out the noise.  
 
    I can’t die. Not before I escape these lonely, suffocating walls.  
 
    Not before I see him again.  
 
    My black-capped Guardian Angel.  
 
    Most people believe they have some sort of Guardian Angel watching over them, but in my case, it goes beyond faith. See, my Guardian Angel is made of flesh, blood, and solid muscles. He shows up to save me whenever I am in danger, but he hides behind a black cap and thick sunglasses.  
 
    The first time he saved me, I was thirteen, and I’d just finished my doctor’s appointment when the fire alarms went off. I have no idea how the fire even started, but the memory of strong arms carrying me from the burning building after all my bodyguards had fled is a lasting one.  
 
    Our first meeting happened by accident. The others after that, not so much. Every time I had a doctor’s appointment, I snuck away from my guards and did everything I could, including walking into traffic and almost getting run over, just to draw him out from the shadows.  
 
    It worked, always.  
 
    The last time I saw him was a year ago. My father hasn’t let me leave the house since I turned eighteen, and instead, called my doctor to the house whenever I was due for a check-up.  
 
    A year is enough time for my Guardian Angel to forget me. There’s no saving me this time.  
 
    “I need to move,” I whisper out loud, but I seem to be frozen to the floor. Before I can think of my next move, I hear loud footsteps that are no doubt headed for my room. My eyes bounce around the room in search of a weapon, but nothing could beat a gun if the person coming decides to shoot.  
 
    I crawl closer to the bed and flatten myself to the floor before sliding under the it. Once I’m hidden, I press my palms to my lips to keep myself quiet.  
 
    The black combat boots in my doorway are the first thing I see, and my blood runs cold.  
 
    It’s not my father. Part of me was praying that it would be. I haven’t seen him in anything but formal designer shoes… ever.  
 
    The man walks into my room, but his boots are the only thing I can see. He makes his way around my bed to where I’d been standing earlier, and I watch with bated breath to see whether or not he’ll leave.  
 
    I don’t get so lucky as a large hand grabs my leg and pulls me from under the bed. It all happens so fast, that I don’t have time to scream. My back is pushed against a hard chest, and a hand goes around my lips to curb the scream I have building up in my throat.  
 
    “Hey, shhh, I won’t hurt you,” a deep, familiar voice whispers into my ear, making my eyes well up in relief.  
 
    He came. He’s here.  
 
    “I’m going to get us the hell out of here. I want you to stay quiet,” he whispers. “Can you do that for me, Angel?” 
 
    My heart skips a beat.  
 
    He always calls me that. The sound of his deep, rough voice against my ears has evoked different feelings in me over the years. Most recent of all is the pulsing heat between my legs and the way my breath catches when he refers to me as his angel.   
 
    I nod against his palm, and he must trust me because he lets go of my mouth but doesn’t let me turn to get a good look at him.  
 
    “We are coming out, make sure no one stops us,” he hisses behind me. “Shoot them dead if anyone tries.” 
 
    A shiver of excitement runs down my back at the thought of leaving this prison. It should matter that I am leaving with someone who clearly doesn’t care about taking lives, but… it’s him.  
 
    The man I’ve lain in bed dreaming about, trying to guess the color of his eyes and build up his image in my head to no avail.  
 
    Will he finally let me see him this time? 
 
    The man grabs my hand and steps in front of me, and I get a clear look at his body. He is huge. Not just his great physique, but he is extremely tall. He still has a black cap on, and I still can’t see his face since he is turned away from me.  
 
    It’s deliberate. The way he always hides his face from me feels intentional, and I can’t make sense of that.  
 
    “We are leaving now, Angel. I need you to stay by my side and not make a sound, okay?” 
 
    There he goes again, calling me Angel. Sending my heart to spiral out of control.  
 
    “Okay,” I whisper. 
 
    His grip tightens around my hand as we make our way out of my room and down the corridor. The place is eerily silent, and it’s not until we make our way down the stairs that I see the aftermath of what just happened.  
 
    The place is a mess with an endless array of shards of glass and bullet holes on the wall. I dare not look around in case I see something I would rather not.  
 
    He lifts me into his arms before stepping on the blood-stained shards. I grab onto his shoulders and hide my face in his neck in a move I’ve done so many times before. His familiar, sweet-smelling aftershave is the first thing I notice with my nose buried into his skin, and it instantly calms me. 
 
    I let him lead us out with my face buried in his neck, part of me worried for my father but afraid that if I looked up and saw him alive, I would be forced to stay.  
 
    “We’re here, Angel.” 
 
    I didn’t even notice we'd stopped, and when I lift my head from his neck to look at him, I’m met with familiar, stormy gray eyes. 
 
    They are dark, intense, and penetrative in a way that should terrify me, but just like the first time I saw them, they don’t.  
 
    The sunglasses and the black cap suddenly make sense. I don’t shift my eyes from him as it finally dawns on me why he always kept his face hidden all those times he saved my life.  
 
    Why he wouldn’t even tell me his name when I asked.   
 
    I am transported to the first time I saw him over ten years ago, the first time I felt a deeper connection to someone.  Part of me was so sure that night never happened, and I’d just made him up in my head, but there is no forgetting those dark eyes.  
 
    There’s no forgetting him.  
 
    “Noah.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
    NOAH 
 
      
 
    Finally. 
 
    We need to get moving, but my feet are rooted to the ground, lost in her beautiful eyes. Just as bright and soft as they’d been the first time I’d seen her.  
 
    Angel.  
 
    My angel. I’ve watched over her for years. The surveillance I had installed outside her home alerted me every time she left her house. Granted it only happened a few times a year, and she always had guards with her… it was still enough. 
 
    It had to be.  
 
    My plans to take her with me when she turned eighteen were all trampled when her father wouldn’t let her leave the house, forcing me to break in. 
 
    And now, she is leaving with me.   
 
    Finally. 
 
    “Isabella!” 
 
    An angry voice snaps me back to the present. I quickly lower her to the ground and reach into my jacket for a gun. Isa grabs onto my arm when I step in front of her to shield her from the one person I loathe.  
 
    “Isabella, get back in here this instant.” 
 
    My eyes meet Jacob Darwin’s bloodied ones. He is standing just outside his door with blood trickling from his forehead and down his face. He is clutching his hand as though hurt. I should know, I shot him there.  
 
    I should have aimed for the head.  
 
    “She is leaving with me,” I grit out, barely managing to hold on to my anger.  
 
    “You are that dead bastard’s son, aren’t you?” he sneers at me. “You look just like him.” 
 
    I clench my fists at his foul words. It’s true that my father was killed just two years into his prison sentence, but I don’t care to be reminded why he was there in the first place, not that I have forgotten.  
 
    “Dad, stop! I am leaving with him, and you can’t stop me.” Isa’s voice is shaky behind me, and it’s enough to snap me out of the red mist that is forming.  
 
    I want to plant a bullet between the man’s eyes and be done with it, but I can’t kill the man in front of his daughter. I refuse to do that to Isabella.  
 
    “You are messing with the wrong man.” 
 
    I scoff at his words.  
 
    If Jacob Darwin is under any illusion that I am anything like my father, then he is up for a rude awakening. The bodies scattered in his living room should have clued him in.  
 
    I am a devil of his own making. I have hurt and killed people to build a name for myself. I have done all this so that I can be a strong enough shield for Isabella, someone she can use to protect herself while she lives her life, not remain caged like some fucking exotic animal.  
 
    “I am taking Isabella with me.” I grit, fighting the need to just pull the trigger and scatter his brains on the pavement. “Stay the fuck away!”  
 
    I don’t bother to entertain him further. I can only control myself for so long. I open the back door of the car for Isabella before sliding in after her.  
 
    The car pulls away the second we are in, and I don’t relax until we are on the highway and driving further from Isabella’s old prison. Even with my men driving behind and ahead of us, I am still alert.  
 
    I need to be in order to protect my precious angel.  
 
    Speaking of which, I turn to her to find her watching me. I hadn’t expected her to immediately recognize me, but she did the second our eyes met. I raise a hand and push a loose red curl behind her ear.  
 
    “You dyed your hair,” I whisper, choosing to focus on her hair and not on the thin crop top that hides so little. I hadn’t realized how scantily she was dressed until my hand accidentally brushed her breasts earlier.   
 
    “Noah,” she whispers, her blue eyes filled with disbelief. Her hands reach up and gently brush my face to assure herself that I am indeed real before pulling away shyly. “It’s been you this entire time… I thought it was a child’s dream.” 
 
    Dream.  
 
    Most days, that night still feels like a dream, but it was every bit as real as this moment is. My eyes run greedily over the face that has changed so much since that day.  
 
    For months, I’ve thought, planned, and lost sleep over how I would get her the hell out of that house without her getting hurt. The chaos today provided me with the perfect opportunity to finally raid the house.  
 
    Initially, my plan was to sneak her out quietly, but I’m glad it happened this way. The thought of that the old man having to live with the fact that I took his only daughter is a balm to my raging heart.  
 
    “It’s not a dream,” I whisper moving closer to her. I don’t want to scare her, but how can I resist this?  
 
    Resist her?  
 
    Does she have any clue how many times I went to my bed feeling empty, craving her warmth, and wishing for the moment I could touch her like this? I’ve wanted her for years. Of course, my interest in her didn’t start out this way. At first, I wanted only to free her, but now I need to have her.  
 
    After stealing the money from her father, I spent years building a name for myself, a reputation in the criminal underworld. I needed money and power if I was ever going to have my revenge. But in all that time, I could never forget the sweet angel who’d helped me on my path of vengeance. She was so innocent and fragile, and I knew first-hand what a monster her father is. While I tracked Darwin’s movements, learning everything I could about his business, I also kept an eye on Isabella, ready to step in if she needed me.  
 
    And seven years later, she did.  
 
    Isabella was at her doctor’s office when there was a fire. Her bodyguards, the fucking cowards, left her behind. But I was there to step in and rescue her from the flames. I couldn’t let her know who I was in case she said something to her father, but I couldn’t leave my angel to die either.  
 
    After that, she seemed to find herself in constant trouble. It wasn’t until she was seventeen, only a few weeks shy of eighteen, that I realized she was drawing me out on purpose, the clever minx. She had escaped her doctor’s office through a bathroom window. I saw her climb out, and it nearly gave me a heart attack to watch her scuttle across the second story window ledge to the fire escape, then make her way to the alley below.  
 
    I followed her for several blocks as she wandered through the city with no apparent purpose. I suspected she was waiting for me to reveal myself, but I wouldn’t do that unless she was in danger. But as I watched her, I realized that my little angel had grown up. She wasn’t the innocent child I had met over ten years ago in her father’s office. She was a woman now, and she was breathtaking. Isabella moved with a grace and fluidity that I had never seen before. She looked at the world with a wide-eyed, innocent kind of wonder—no doubt due to her imprisonment in her father’s house. 
 
    After exploring the city for a while, Isabella took a cab to an old estate just outside the city limits. I followed in another cab closely behind and climbed out just in time to see her slip through a gap in the fence. She didn’t enter the house, but instead went around to the back. As I watched, she approached a giant weeping willow tree on the bank of a lake and settled herself against the trunk, closing her eyes. She sat there for hours, and as it started to turn dark, I knew I couldn’t let her stay out her any longer. Her father was probably tearing apart the city looking for her. It was a wonder he hadn’t found her already.  
 
    “Angel,” I said, stepping under the fronds of the willow tree. 
 
    Isabella opened her eyes and looked at me with a confused expression.  
 
    “Am I dreaming? Are you really here?” She asked.  
 
    “I’m here, angel, but it’s time to go home now. It isn’t safe for you out here.”  
 
    Without a word, Isabella stood and approached me. When she was near enough, she threw herself into my arms and buried her face in my neck. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. With her body pressed against mine, I thought again how she had grown into a beautiful woman, and I felt the first wave of desire flow through me. That day, I held her tighter and longer than I ever had before, committing every inch of her body to memory as she pressed against me.  
 
    It killed me to do it, but eventually, I pulled away from her. The tears in her eyes were like a vise around my heart. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Are you hurt?” I asked her.  
 
    “This was my mother’s favorite place,” she said. “I never really knew her, but one of our housekeepers told me. I was born here, but we moved when I was five. I only know about this place because of that housekeeper. I’ve always wanted to come back, but father refused.”  
 
    She pressed into me again, and I held her for several more minutes. When her tears finally stopped, I stepped away from her.  
 
    “You need to call your father,” I said.  
 
    “Can’t I stay with you? I don’t want to go back,” she replied, a tear rolling gently down her cheek. I shook my head and pressed my burner phone into her hand. She was still underage. No matter how much I wanted to, I couldn’t keep her…yet.  
 
    Isabella’s shiver brings me back to the present with a jolt.  
 
    “Are you cold?” I ask.  
 
    Her eyes meet mine as she shakes her head.  
 
    My hard cock throbs in my pants, but I ignore it. I want her with an intensity unlike anything I have felt before, but I don’t want to scare her.  
 
    She has been shielded from the world for so long and would probably be mortified if she knew what was going on in my head.  
 
    I press a button to raise the partition for privacy before scooping her up in my arms and pulling her over my lap. I hiss when her crotch brushes against my erection. She whimpers when I pull her against my chest but doesn’t push back, despite my cock digging into her. 
 
    “Angel,” I growl, a sense of possessiveness overcoming me. “You have no idea how long… how much I’ve dreamt of this moment.” 
 
    My arms tighten around her, and I ignore how her ample chest brushes against mine. I want to spread her on the car seat and lick every part of her, but… I’ll have time for that later, I have all the time in the world to do that.  
 
    She is mine now.  
 
    I trace my fingers up her arm, brushing her hair behind her back before leaning in and grazing my lips gently on her shoulder, the hand around her waist tightening. Her head falls back, and her lips open when I kiss the sensitive spot under her ear.  
 
    “Angel.” I lay an open-mouthed kiss on her neck and lick my way up to her ear, hissing out loud when she bucks in my arms, and her pelvis rub against mine.  
 
    Her pants are thin, I could tear them away right now, open my zipper, and slide my cock between her legs and into her warmth, but I need to hold myself back. I can’t do this to her in the tight confines of the car, she needs to be ravaged and worshipped in the open.  
 
    “Noah.” My name comes out gasped, and it feeds the animal that threatens to pounce.  
 
    I grab her hair into my fist and pull her back so that I am looking at her. She is beautiful, my angel. Her bright red hair is such a contrast against her pale complexion, and I can’t wait for her to feel the warmth of the sun against her skin.  
 
    “I am not the same boy you first met, Isa.” My fingers brush against her skin as my eyes watch her hungrily. “I am not as harmless as I was back then or in any of the times that I saved you. My hands are stained with blood, and… I know it’s probably safer for you if I slip back into the shadows, but... I can’t.” 
 
    I won’t.  
 
    Not when I finally have you.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
    ISABELLA 
 
      
 
    I’ve always wondered what became of that boy.   
 
    The angry kid that broke into my home with just a small knife as his only defense but with eyes so sharp they could tear through flesh.  
 
    I’d stood back and watched him stuff everything from my father’s safe into a bag. I hadn’t said anything when he’d slipped out the window but instead, snuck back into my room and slept.  
 
    My father hadn’t said anything to me, and part of me almost thought I’d dreamt up the entire thing, but no, Noah is real.  
 
    And so are the dark eyes I saw every time I closed my own. He is nothing like the boy I saw that night, that’s for sure.  
 
    Never in my wildest dreams had I thought that same, sad boy would turn out to be my Guardian Angel. I mean, it makes sense that the two people to majorly influence my life happened to be the same person, but it just never occurred to me.  
 
    It’s memories of that sad boy that haunted my dreams, but my body and heart yearned for my Guardian Angel. It’s him that I fell asleep thinking of. It’s him that kept coming back.  
 
    It’s him that I need. 
 
    His body is granite against mine, and all the softness from his youth has morphed into hardness. 
 
    His eyes are still as angry and vengeful as they’d been that night, but I can tell none of it is aimed at me. It never was to begin with.  
 
    The hand in my hair tightens, and a gasp escapes, quickly becoming a moan when the hard ridge in his pants rubs at the hot point between my legs, sending a thrill to my stomach.  
 
    It’s strange. The way my body burns against his is unexpected, and I have no clue what to do. The hand around my waist tightens, and Noah pulls me closer against him. The move sends pleasure burning its way up my spine.  
 
    My back bows at the sensation, and I move again, chasing the feeling. Noah’s iron-clad grip on my thigh halts my movements, and I let out a whine in frustration.  
 
    “Please,” I whine, staring at him through my eyelashes. My nipples ache, and I just need… I have no idea what I need, but I hope he does. “Please.” 
 
    Noah closes his eyes, as if in physical pain, before his hand grabs the hem of my crop top and pushes it up, revealing my naked breasts. A broken, ragged noise slips from his lips when his eyes fall onto my naked breasts.  
 
    “You wreck me, Angel,” he whispers as his eyes run over my bare breasts hungrily. He brushes a finger against my nipple, and I buck, rubbing my pelvis against his.  
 
    “Noah.” My eyes flutter to a close as I continue rubbing against his erection, chasing the pleasure that’s building up inside me.  
 
    “There you go, baby.” His voice sounds pained, but I am too gone, consumed by pleasure, to pay attention. “Can you feel the control slipping?” 
 
    My lips fall open as I chase release. Am I supposed to be this wet? It’s strange, but at the same time it feels so good, and I don’t want to stop.  
 
    I let out a disappointed cry when his fingers pull away from my nipples, which soon morphs into a surprised gasp when I feel wet suction on my nipple.  
 
    I jump back, and my eyes pop open in shock to meet his. There is a hungry look on his face that takes me by surprise.  
 
    “Noah. W-what was…” 
 
    He doesn’t respond but instead, pulls me closer again, his lips taking my nipple back in, and a shudder runs through my body as my lips fall open in a scream. My hand grabs the back of his head and pulls him tighter against me, as if he could get any closer. The pleasure building up in me is so intense, and the heat in my core is getting stronger.  
 
    “Does it feel good, baby?” Noah whispers, letting go of my nipple and kissing the center of my chest before giving the other nipple the same attention as the first.   
 
    I cry out when he bites into my sensitive skin, uncaring that the driver can hear us. I ride his thigh, chasing that strange heat, and I can feel myself getting closer to some sort of relief.  
 
    “Noah,” I cry out when it becomes too much, and my body spasms, sending a rush of delicious heat up my stomach and through the rest of my body.  
 
    “Oh, God…” The sob tears out of my throat as I let my body fall against him. My body shakes uncontrollably against his, and his hands go around my back to calm me.  
 
    “It’s okay, Angel,” he whispers against my hair as he runs a soothing hand down my back.  
 
    I let him soothe me, as I have no words to explain what just happened. For a moment, my body was not my own, and nothing of what just happened makes sense to me.  
 
    I lie against him until the car pulls up to a stop. We don’t immediately leave, as I know I am going to have to face the driver after I just screamed his boss’s name while he rocked my world. My body feels loose and weightless.  
 
    “We need to get out, baby,” Noah whispers against me when it becomes apparent that I have no intention of getting out.  
 
    “I don’t want to,” I whisper. “Not after what happened. Your driver must have heard us. I can’t face him.” 
 
    Besides, I’ll just be going into his house. A space with the same four walls as the one I’d just escaped. At least Noah will be there with me this time, and I won’t be as lonely as I would have been at my father’s house.  
 
    Noah grabs my hand and pulls me back from his chest before meeting my eyes. The hungry look is still present, but there is something else there equally as intense. “No one is going to say anything to you. It’s only right they learn that you belong to me, okay?” 
 
    He waits until I acknowledge his words with a nod before proceeding. “Besides, I have worked so hard to restore this beautiful home for us. You helped me get here; don’t you want to see it?” 
 
    My eyes trail to the car’s window, and from where it is parked, I cannot see much through the dark windows but the wall of a house.  
 
    A sigh escapes, and I quickly turn to look at him to make sure he doesn’t take offense at my lack of excitement.  
 
    “I’m ready,” I say with more conviction than I feel.  
 
    “You don’t sound excited. I bought this house because of the willow tree…” 
 
    I am crawling out of the car before he can finish the words, barely managing to pull down my crop top and cover my bare breasts before landing on the soft grass.  
 
    A small chuckle follows me out, but I am too excited to care about how crazed I look with my hair in my face as I crawl away from the car.  
 
    Willow tree. He mentioned a willow tree!  
 
    Is this real? Could he be talking about my tree—my mother’s tree?  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
    NOAH 
 
      
 
    I am a patient man, something Isa is determined to test.  
 
    After I stole the money from Darwin, part of me had been so sure that Isa would come clean and expose me, but days passed, and then weeks, and I heard nothing.  
 
    Not from Darwin or the cops. It was radio silent.  
 
    The first hundred-dollar bill I spent at the grocery store was spent in fear. Fear that someone would realize that the money was not mine, but the store clerk didn’t even bat an eyelash as he gave me back my change.  
 
    It was then that it hit me that Isa hadn’t said anything. Darwin probably had no clue who’d stolen his money.  
 
    The man probably had no clue that the money I used to buy back my father’s company… was his. 
 
    The first time I stalked Isabella, I did it to assure myself that she was safe. I tried to convince myself that even though her father was a cruel man, he would never hurt his own daughter, but I couldn’t resist the urge to check on her and make sure she was okay.  
 
    So, I followed her, something I am glad I did.  
 
    I shudder to think of what would have happened to her had I not been there to save her from the fire when all her bodyguards fled, leaving her vulnerable. Later, I’d made sure to find all three of them and teach them a lesson. Thankfully, my angel made it out unscathed, but the bodyguards weren’t as lucky when I finally caught up with them. 
 
    I became her shadow after the fire incident. Following her, protecting her from everyone and, sometimes, herself.  
 
    No matter. I’d sworn to protect her to my last breath.  
 
    “Are those ducks?” she screams, snapping me back to the present.  
 
    Her voice is filled with excitement as she points at the ducks that I had brought in just a couple of days ago. I knew she would love them.  
 
    “Oh my god,” her lips fall open, and I know what she is staring at even before I can turn.  
 
    After seeing Isabella here over a year ago and hearing the story behind the tree, how her mother had loved it, I became determined to restore this to her. It had taken some doing and a lot of maneuvering through shell companies, but I’d finally wrested this place from Darwin. He has no idea who actually bought his old estate. It’s taken most of the year to restore the house and grounds to their former glory. The picnic table I placed under the tree facing the water is a piece of art, and I figured she would love it. 
 
    Seems I’d been right on that front.  
 
    I step in behind her and run my hand around her waist, pushing her hair to the side so I can place gentle kisses on her skin, pushing my erection against her juicy ass.  
 
    “Do you like the table?” I whisper into her ear, my throbbing cock begging for me to release it from its tight confines, tear off her pants, and thrust into her.  
 
    I bet she is wet, soaked for me after that little episode in the car.  
 
    “I love it.” She whispers, her voice coming out in a breathy sigh as I brush my fingers against her breasts.  
 
    “I thought of you when I saw it.” I breathe as I trace my hand down her stomach. “I thought of how it would feel, fucking you under that tree with a view of the lake.” 
 
    Her head falls back against my shoulder as I slip my fingers into her pants. She doesn’t have anything underneath, and that has my cock throbbing harder in my pants.  
 
    “Do you want to know what I thought would happen every time I saw that tree?” I whisper as I run my middle finger along her wet sex. She is dripping.  
 
    She lets out a gasp when I rub my finger against her clit. “Yes, please.” 
 
    So polite. I can’t wait to corrupt her.  
 
    “I would be seated on the bench, going through the stocks or the news, and then you would walk up to me, all needy and horny, asking for my touch, begging for my cock.” 
 
    Isa bucks in my arms as I play with her clit, my other hand on her breast, teasing her body in ways only I can.  
 
    Only I ever will. 
 
    “You would grab the iPad from my fingers and throw it to the ground before straddling me and sliding my hard cock into your wet, needy hole.” 
 
    “Noah,” she cries as my movement becomes ruthless, done with the teasing. “Please.” 
 
    “I would let you ride me. Suck these pretty, pebbled nipples into my lips as you rode me just like you did back in the car, except this time, there would be nothing between us, nothing to keep me from thrusting my cock into that virgin pussy of yours.” 
 
    “Please…”  
 
    I place my finger against her wet entrance, but I don’t push in. The thought that my angel is a virgin, just waiting for a taste of my cock, has me almost coming on the spot.   
 
    “Please what, Angel? Tell Daddy what you want.” 
 
    The title slips out before I can think better of it, but I don’t take the words back. No, that’s what I am to my angel.  
 
    I’m her Daddy, and she’d best remember it.  
 
    “I… please.” 
 
    I play with her clit, burying my face in her neck and sucking a bruise into the soft skin. “Say it.” 
 
    “I want it… I need—” 
 
    “What do you need, Angel?” 
 
    I slide my hand under her crop top and brush my fingers against her nipples as I kiss my way up her neck.  
 
    “You,” she whispers breathily, her voice hesitant. “Your cock.” 
 
    The words are quiet and shy. I can tell that, before me, she’s never had to say the words out loud. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    She hesitates as I pleasure her with my fingers, pulling back when I feel she is close to an orgasm.  
 
    “I want to hear you say it.” She is close, I can feel it. “Tell Daddy what you need, Angel.” 
 
    I don’t give in even as she chases my fingers and lips. I refuse to give in until she says the words we both need to hear.   
 
    “Your cock. I want your cock in me,” she cries out, her body shaking in my arms. “Please, Daddy.” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    Her body explodes against mine.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
    ISABELLA 
 
      
 
    I don’t recognize the person staring back at me.  
 
    Her red hair is in all sorts of disarray; it looks like beetroot and not the good kind. There is a tear on my crop top, and there is no salvaging my clothes.  
 
    But it’s the smile on her face that strikes me as the strangest part of her appearance.  
 
    I don’t remember myself looking so happy, so there is no way the person staring back is me, right? 
 
    I turn my back to the mirror and look around the bathroom. Noah really went above and beyond with renovating this place. When he told me that he’d renovated it so that I could have something of my mother while also having a fresh start, I thought my heart would burst with happiness.  
 
    The glass walls allow me a clear view of the lake as I take a bath, and I bite into my lip to assure myself that I am not dreaming. This is, in fact, my life now, and I don’t have to stare at white walls all day, wondering what the outside looks like, what the sun feels like on my skin.  
 
    And Noah… 
 
    My eyes fall closed, and my body drums with pleasure at the memory of what just happened. The way Noah played with my body was as if he had been studying it and knows just the right places to touch. I don’t even know the man’s favorite color, and he’s already touched me in places I never know could draw so much pleasure.  
 
    My face warms over at the memory of it, and I realize that I can’t wait. I finish my bath as I watch the sunset, something I never did before. Noah probably figures I need space to myself and doesn’t interrupt my bath.  
 
    I don’t see him again until dinner. The glow on my face is hard to miss, and it must please him because he flashes me a soft smile.  
 
    “How are you feeling now, Angel? Well-rested?” he asks when I settle down for dinner. My cheeks heat up when I am reminded of how we spent our afternoon.  
 
    “I am,” I whisper shyly.  
 
    “That’s great to hear. How do you like the place, so far?” 
 
    “I love it. I watched the sunset, and it was amazing.” I beam at him before looking away nervously. “It would have been better if you were there to witness it with me.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Angel, we have many more sunsets to share together.” The smile on his face is affectionate as he reaches for my hand and squeezes it. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be there. I had to meet up with someone. Besides, I figured you could use some time alone to get settled. Did you miss me?” 
 
    I slip my hand from his and turn to my food, my appetite gone. “Who did you leave to go meet up with?” 
 
    “Oh. It was Sandra. She helped me pick this place, and I needed her help with something. I like what she’s done with the place and…” 
 
    I clench a fist around my fork and knife as a bitter taste forms in my mouth while he carries on his speech about this mysterious woman that helped him pick—what was it again?—the right aesthetic for the house.  
 
    “…She said that you would love the open concept and even came up with the idea to have a different aesthetic theme for each room. I can’t wait to give you a tour of our home.” 
 
    Suddenly I don’t like this house as much as I did before. He let another woman help him with the place, make decisions that should have been made by me.  
 
    Our home, and he let some other woman’s opinion matter. What else did she help him with? My stomach heaves as I think back on our earlier encounter by the lake. At the time, I was too blissed out to notice that Noah never found relief. Did he go to another woman for that, too? 
 
    I get up quickly, and the chair tips back. It falls with a loud clang that startles him. He stares at me with a strange look, as if he doesn’t know what’s happening. But I don’t know what’s happening either, I just know I can’t be in this room a moment longer. I feel like I’m crawling out of my skin. I have to get out of here.  
 
    Noah sits back and studies me.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” his voice is low, dangerously so.  
 
    I can’t respond as I race from the room. I don’t look to see whether or not Noah follows me as I run outside.  
 
    The willow tree is well lit this time of the night, casting a beautiful glow on the dark lake. I glare into the water as jealous, angry thoughts consume me.  
 
    Did Sandra help him pick out the lights and picnic table, too?  
 
    Maybe she helped fill up the lake. Anger burns through me, and though I know I’m overreacting, I don’t want to think about how ridiculous my thoughts are. I feel Noah approach before he speaks. 
 
    “Would you care to explain what just happened?” 
 
    “No,” I spit out, fully consumed by anger now.  
 
    Behind me, Noah is silent. I don’t turn to look at him but am startled when the lights under the tree suddenly go off. There is no moon tonight, so we are immediately covered by darkness. My anger is replaced with anxiety, not from fear of darkness, but because I know there is no way Noah is going to let my behavior go unanswered.  
 
    “Noah,” I call out to him, a little tremble in my voice. I can still feel his presence, but something about him feels… different.  
 
    Like he is at home in the darkness. 
 
    I gasp out when he grabs my shoulders from behind. “You may not be used to expressing yourself or your feelings. But you’re with me know, and in our home, we will be honest with each other and communicate like the adults we are.”  
 
    I swallow hard as he whispers the words into my hair. We are in the dark, anything could be lurking out here, but I doubt there is currently a predator more dangerous than the one standing behind me. Noah pulls at his shirt that I’m wearing like a dress.  
 
    The slap on my ass is sudden and loud, but he doesn’t let me move away from the sting. 
 
    “Now tell me why you are upset,” he hisses, his voice dangerously low. He lands another slap on my ass, and it stings more than the first.  
 
    I bite into my lip to hold back a cry as I shake my head.  
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    My skin burns as he lands another smack, but what’s even more confusing is the way my sex throbs at his low voice in my ear and his hand on my body.  
 
    “Stop, I’m sorry,” I cry out, anything to stop the spanking.  
 
    “I will stop when you explain yourself.” 
 
    A new wave of anger consumes me at his words. Explain myself! I am not the one taking advice from some random woman.  
 
    Did he sleep with her? Did he make her body tremble like he is doing mine?  
 
    “Sandra,” I spit out, as if the name burns my mouth. “You let another woman pick a home for us, I should have been the one to do that. You should have fucking waited for me.” 
 
    Noah is silent for a moment.  
 
    “Maybe I didn’t make myself clear.” His voice is a near growl in my ear. The tension that was there before increases ten-fold after my words.  
 
    He turns me to face him, and his lips are suddenly on mine. The kiss is near bruising and punishing, exploring my mouth in such a carnal way, it sends burning heat through my body.  
 
    Noah grabs my hand and directs it to his cock. It’s hard against his pants, but he doesn’t stop at that. “Take it out,” he orders against my lips. “Take me out, Angel.” 
 
    I lower the zipper with my trembling hands and pull out his cock. It pulses in my hands, and he moans against my lips when my fingers touch him. The feel of his wide girth sends a bolt of anxiety through me, making me want to drop the thing in my hand. 
 
    This… is supposed to go inside of me? It won’t fit.   
 
    “I kept it for you, baby, feel it,” he moans against my lips, his hands massaging my aching nipples against the shirt I borrowed from his closet. “Feel how hard it is for you, waiting for the day I could thrust into you and…” 
 
    He moans when I swipe my finger over the leaking head. I suddenly want to see him, and the darkness is not helping, but there is something erotic about only being able to feel and hear him. 
 
    “You are out of your goddamned mind if you think I would let another woman touch me like this. If you think I will ever let anyone but you get this close to me.” His lips drop to my neck and suck a bruise into it. “Only you, Angel.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
    NOAH 
 
      
 
    The nerve.  
 
    Does she have no idea, even now, as my cock throbs in her hands? Does she have no fucking clue that she means the world to me? 
 
    That I would first shoot my dick off before I ever let another woman touch me like this?  
 
    Maybe I haven’t done a good job in showing her. What better way to do it, than when I am in my element?  
 
    In the dark.  
 
    With nothing but the quiet of nature surrounding us, I lean down and take her lips back into mine, kissing her soft mouth with need, exploring her in ways I’ve only dared to dream of until this very moment. 
 
    I push up the shirt she has on—my shirt—trace my fingers over her panties, and yank them down. She gasps when I tear them off and throw them aside.  
 
    “My angel,” I gasp against her lips when her fingers brush the head of my cock. I gently push her hand away when I feel myself draw closer to an orgasm “Not yet, baby.” 
 
    Not yet. 
 
    I snake my finger to her pussy and find her wet. I run my middle finger along her soaked bridge, greedily soaking up her cries.  
 
    “Oh… don’t stop. Please,” she cries out as my finger rubs at her clit, my lips kissing a trail down her neck before finding a pebbled nipple and taking it into my lips. I suck the bead into my wet mouth, thrusting my hard cock against her thigh. 
 
    I need to taste her.  
 
    I drop to my knees on the soft grass, taking her by surprise with the way she jumps back and falls against the picnic table. 
 
    “Noah, w-what are you doing?” she whispers when I grab her right leg and lift it over my shoulder, leaving her exposed. 
 
    “It’s okay, baby,” I whisper, kissing my way up her thigh, my mouth salivating at the thought of finally getting a taste of her. “You’ll like it, I promise.” 
 
    I have dreamt of this moment for such a long time, thinking about what her juices would taste like. How she would feel against my tongue. I run my face along her thigh and place the heel of my hand against my cock to prevent myself from coming just from her scent alone.  
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I lean in and lick through the wet valley of her pussy, my hand tightening on her thighs when she jolts.  
 
    “Noah… oh my god.” 
 
    She grabs my hair and pulls me closer to her sex as I lap at her juices, her cries feeding the beast in me that wants to keep worshipping her body this way, demanding me to bury my cock in her.  
 
    “Oh god…” she sobs when I drag my tongue along her pussy before sucking gently on her soft, beaded clit. The grip in my hair tightens to the point of pain as she rides my face in circles, chasing her orgasm. I let her ride my face, lapping up her juices in long licks.  
 
    Her taste is… intoxicating.  
 
    Mine.  
 
    I can’t wait to pop her cherry and finally make her mine. I can tell she is close with how her thighs begin to shake and the sound of the cries coming from her. I trail my hand up her stomach and squeeze her little nipple with my finger.  
 
    I gently suckle her clit, and that is enough to push her over the edge. She cries out as her pussy clenches under my tongue, and the hand in my hair turns near bruising as she rides out her orgasm. 
 
    “So sweet,” I whisper letting her leg fall from my shoulder, kissing a trail up her stomach, and all the while, dragging her down to the grass with me. “So sweet, baby. Can you taste yourself on my lips?” 
 
    “Noah… I.” A hand goes around my neck, and she pulls me closer to her, deepening the kiss. Her tongue is demanding – insatiable – slanting hard against mine.  
 
    “Mine,” I grunt against her lips, my breathing harsh. I grab my hard, leaking cock and rub it against her wet folds. “So fucking wet for me.” 
 
    I lean down and place a gentle kiss on her lips, and her hands move to my shoulders.  
 
    “Noah,” her voice is shaky with nerves. “It feels so big. Will it fit?” 
 
    Her voice is so innocent it breaks my heart to even think of causing her a moment of discomfort. I lean down and take her lips to mine in a long, passionate kiss before pulling back.  
 
    “It will fit, Angel,” I whisper reassuringly. “Might feel uncomfortable for a little bit, but I’ll make you feel good, okay?” 
 
    “Okay. I trust you.” 
 
    Her blind trust in me goes straight to my balls, and I have to bite down hard on my lip to stop myself from coming.  
 
    I lean down and take her lips into mine just as I thrust my cock into her wet pussy. She cries out against my lips from the impact.  
 
    Oh fuck. Fuck! She’s so fucking tight, it’s a surprise I don’t immediately shoot into her.  
 
    Being inside her like this, it’s nothing like I ever imagined. No, it doesn’t even come close.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Angel,” I whisper, peppering her face with kisses. Hurting her is the last thing I ever want to do. I take her lips with my mouth to give her body time to adjust to mine and the pain to fade away.  
 
    I kiss a trail down her neck before taking her nipple between my lips. My hand goes down between us, and I rub at her clit, waiting until she is writhing in pleasure under me before pulling out and thrusting back into her.  
 
    “Oh. Ohhh. Oh god, Noah!”  
 
     I pull out and thrust back inside of her again, her cries filling the air. Her fingers grab onto my shoulders, and I shudder at the feel of her nails scratching at my skin.  
 
    “Ah… God. Noah.” She cries out when I lean down and take her nipple again, suckling it gently in my wet mouth before letting the hard bud slip out.  
 
    “Feel what I have been keeping for you, Angel?” I breathe harshly against her lips. I brace one hand on the soft grass, the other going back to her throat. “What no one else but Daddy’s little Angel has ever felt?” 
 
    I can’t see her in the dark, and that sends a thrill down my body as I pound into her wet heat, swallowing her cries as I take her, worshipping my angel in the dark.  
 
    Does she have any clue about the extent I have gone to protect her? The extent I would go, still, to make sure not a single strand of hair is harmed? 
 
    I thrust into her, feeding into the dark need in me that has always wanted to possess her, keep her to myself.   
 
    Her hand goes around my neck and pulls me closer, needing to feel my breath on hers as much I do.  
 
    “Please, Daddy” she pants, her breath hot against mine. “Faster.” 
 
    She cries out when I grab her around the waist and shift us so that she is on top of me. A low grunt escapes as my cock slips even deeper with the new position. 
 
    “Yours,” I say thickly, my hand fisting her hair and pulling back, exposing her neck to my lips. “This cock is yours only, say it.” 
 
    “Mine, Daddy,” she cries out, her thighs jolting as she teeters close to an orgasm. “It’s all mine!” 
 
    She picks up speed, moving fast on my lap before her breath catches, and she cries out, her body trembling on top of mine. Her hole clenches, gripping tight around my cock, triggering my own orgasm.  
 
    I cry out as an earth-shattering orgasm rips out of me, and I am spilling inside of her. Planting my seed into her womb, pounding through the orgasm until we are both spent.  
 
    She falls against me, her pants just as heavy as mine. Her body fits against mine like the missing piece to a puzzle.  
 
    “Who the fuck is Sandra?” she breathes against my neck, her voice heavy with exhaustion.  
 
    “The housekeeper.”  
 
    She is silent at my words as she tries to place a face to the name. “But… she’s like a hundred or something.” 
 
    I chuckle against her skin. To be fair, she does look a hundred, but Sandra is no more than eighty. The jolly old lady has always been into interior design, so she’s kept up with the latest trends, and her taste is impeccable despite her age. 
 
    “You need to apologize to her about the dishes.” 
 
    Her hands tighten around my neck even with my cock still buried inside her.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I’ll make it up to her.” 
 
    “I know you will,” I place a gentle kiss on her forehead before tightening my arms around her. “I belong to no one else but you, baby.” 
 
    “Ditto” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
    NOAH 
 
      
 
    I lift the coffee cup to my lips as I stare out my office window.  
 
    Isabella is under the willow tree, which seems to be her new favorite place as she strikes a weird Yoga pose. I don’t understand how the hell her legs can go up over her head like that. I make a note to test the limits of her flexibility later.    
 
    There is a knock on the door, but I don’t turn to see who it is as the person pushes it open.  
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    It’s Patrick, my chief of security.  
 
    “What is it?” I ask, not taking my eyes off my angel. Her legs come down, and she sits on the mat before stretching both her legs apart. Her pastel green hair slips from the bun and fans her face. When she said she wanted to dye her hair pastel green, I hadn’t been sure what to expect, but I have to admit, the color does look great on her.  
 
    “It’s Darwin.” 
 
    My back stiffens at the name I hate above the rest.  
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “He sent a message,” Patrick says, handing me a sealed envelope. I turn it over and see my name neatly printed on the cover. “He asked that it be given directly to you. We scanned it to make sure there are no foreign substances in it, but just to be careful, I brought you gloves.” 
 
    I almost roll my eyes at Patrick’s paranoia, but I don’t fault him for it. It’s his job to ensure that Isabella and I are well protected, and I pay him a shit load of money to make that happen.  
 
    I grab the gloves before tearing the envelope open. I read the contents, and my blood turns to ice with every word printed on the paper. I clench the paper in my fist as my eyes shift back to Isa.  
 
    Does she have any idea how cruel her father is, threatening to expose her identity to the world if I don’t take her back to him. Like hell!  
 
    Revealing her identity wouldn’t be a big deal for anyone else, but Darwin is a very dangerous man with even more dangerous enemies, hence the reason he kept her hidden. He didn’t want her to be used to blackmail him.  
 
    The Irony.  
 
    Isa looks in my direction and waves through the distance when she sees me watching her. She blows me a kiss before going back to her Yoga.  
 
    The world can’t find out about Isa. If they do, they will be coming for her, if only to get back at Darwin, and the damn businessman knows that. He knows that I would never risk Isa’s safety, but he must underestimate the lengths I would go to protect her.  
 
    Isabella flashes me another smile, her face radiating in a way I have never seen before. Darwin is clearly out of his mind, if he thinks I would hand over my angel to him. I would die first before I let anyone lay a finger on her.  
 
    I turn back to Patrick. “Double the security around her.” 
 
    “We already have six men on the grounds, three at the gate, and security cameras under twenty-four-hour surveillance around the property and into the neighboring properties.” 
 
    “I want the security around her doubled until I take care of that bastard,” I ground. “I want you to personally take charge when I am not around. Eyes on her at all times.” 
 
    I don’t have to look into his face to know how he feels about babysitting duties, but I don’t care. I pay, and he takes care of the most precious thing in my life.  
 
    It’s only a matter of time before Jacob Darwin sneaks into my home in an attempt to grab Isa, and when he does, we’ll be waiting.  
 
    I’ll be waiting. 
 
    And then I will finally finish what I started ten years ago.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
    ISABELLA 
 
      
 
    I grab a glass of water as I towel dry my wet hair.  
 
    I can tell that Noah is not around the second I step into the house, and I am a little disappointed that he’s left, but part of me is glad he was not around to witness me tip into the lake.  
 
    Something that was embarrassing for both me and the men who ran to pull me out of the water.  
 
    As much as I am thankful to the men for saving my life, there is no way I’ll ever be able to look them in the eye again. Especially when one of them thought that my green hair was some weed entangled with my hair.  
 
    I cringe at the way he’d tried to pull the “weed” off me, only to realize he was pulling at my hair.  
 
    Serves me right for dying my hair green.  
 
    I contemplate dying my hair back to its original color. I started dying it a year ago in an act of rebellion when my dad wouldn’t let me leave the house. Now that I’m out of his hold, maybe I should stop, but I find that I like it. Out here, I can be and do whatever I like with no one to stop me.  
 
    Maybe I just need to pick colors that don’t resemble weeds next time. I can’t have a repeat of today. I shudder at the thought of Noah viewing the footage of his guard pulling at my weed-like hair.  
 
    I place the glass down with a clang on the counter and pull the towel to my face to wipe at the water. Unfortunately for me, I can’t wipe away the shame.  
 
    I need to grab a shower before Noah returns, I decide. He promised to take me shopping today so I can replace all the things I had to leave behind at my father’s house. I’m making my way out of the kitchen when I bump into someone. My first thought is that it’s the housekeeper, Sandra, and I quickly draw my towel off to apologize when I am met with familiar blue eyes.  
 
    “Dad.” My back hits the counter when I take a startled step away from him. His face is hard and there are veins popping on his temples. My eyes shift from his hard gaze to the gun he’s holding by his side.  
 
    “Well, if it isn’t my ungrateful daughter,” he spits out. His voice loaded with so much venom, I flinch.  
 
    “Dad, how did you get in? You can’t be here!” I say, panicked, not just for me but for Noah as well. I know my father well enough to know that he has killed and hurt so many people over the years. He wouldn’t blink once before lodging a bullet into Noah’s head.  
 
    “Those incompetent fools basically let me walk in here. Figures, the boy is just as foolish as his old man,” he mocks. “Doesn’t matter, after I am done with him, I’ll bury you so deep, no one will get to you ever again.”  
 
    A shiver runs down my back as it dawns on me that my own father would rather see me dead than happy. I mean, I knew he blamed me for my mother’s death, he locked me up in that house for nineteen fucking years… but I never imagined he hated me enough to kill me. 
 
    A single tear falls down my cheek when I realize that he is doing this on my birthday.  
 
    “I love Noah, Dad.” I plead. “Can’t you please let me have this one thing? You’ve kept me locked up all my life, and I never tried to escape. I never challenged you about it. Can’t you just free me of your hold? Let me live my life?” 
 
    “Let you live your life?” he sneers, watching me in disgust. “You should be glad I didn’t kill you when you were born. Seeing your face every day is a constant reminder of the woman you killed.” 
 
    I choke back a sob at his words.  
 
    “You are lucky all I did was lock you up, I should have…” 
 
    “What, killed me?” I snap for the first time in my life. “My mother loved me. She’d be ashamed of you, if she could see you now!”  
 
    I don’t see the slap coming, and maybe that’s what makes it more painful. The tangy taste of blood fills my mouth, and I tear up. 
 
    “Fine, take me.” I cry, wiping my bleeding mouth with the towel. Maybe we can leave before Noah comes back. It will break his heart when he comes home to find me gone, and I will be crushed, too, but it’s best if we leave before he gets back.  
 
    My dad scoffs at my words. “We are not going anywhere until that son of a bitch is dead. I don’t know where he got the money to revive his father’s dead business or buy all this, but I will make sure he doesn’t enjoy it.” 
 
    My blood runs cold when I see Noah walk in. Since my father is facing me, he doesn’t have a clear view of the door, and I see Noah before he does.   
 
    “I gave him the money,” I blurt out when he tries to turn, distracting him. “He broke into your house when I was six, and I unlocked the safe for him and let him get away with all your money.” 
 
    There is surprise in his eyes at my words, and I can see that he doesn’t want to believe me, so I push further. “Your code is mom’s birthday. I watched you put it in so many times that I memorized it, and that’s how I opened the safe.” 
 
    He raises his hand to slap me again, and I brace myself for the impact, except the slap never lands. Noah grabs my father’s arm and twists it behind his back.  
 
    “She’s telling the truth,” Noah whispers from behind my father. “How does it feel to know that I rebuilt the company you ruined and grew my wealth off your money?” 
 
    An angry cry slips from my father’s lips as he tries to dislodge Noah’s grip, but it’s useless. Noah is much stronger than he is.  
 
    “Close your eyes, Angel.” 
 
    I meet Noah’s dark eyes over dad’s thinning hair, and a gasp slips from my lips. I lower my eyes and find my father’s.  
 
    I am not naïve. I know what Noah wants to do, but… he is my father. What would my mother think if she saw us now? Would she want him to live? 
 
    My eyes trail from Noah’s hand to the switchblade he is holding against my father’s neck. It is digging so deep into his skin that there is a trail of blood dripping onto his blue shirt collar.   
 
    “Noah, you can’t.” 
 
    His eyes are so dark, I question whether he can hear me or not.  
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “Angel, he will never stop if I let him leave here alive. He will keep coming after you. He will tell the entire fucking world who you are, and they will come after you, too. I can’t risk it, Angel.” 
 
    “Please,” my eyes tear up afresh. “It’s my birthday today. Please.” 
 
    I maintain eye contact with Noah as I watch for what he is going to do. He curses before letting go of my father. The second he is free, my father raises the gun we forgot he was holding and points it at me. I stare in shock as I wait for him to shoot me, but I never feel the impact.  
 
    There is a sound of glass shattering as two bullets pierce the air and into his chest. I watch him drop with a look of shock on his face.  
 
    Noah steps forward and draws me into his arms. “I tried to give him a second chance for you, baby,” he whispers into my hair, holding me for several minutes, before pulling back with a confused look on his face. “Why does your hair smell like that?” 
 
    “Lake water,” I whisper, my voice clouded with shock, but mostly glad to be alive. “I fell into the lake.” 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    I ignore his words as I push against his chest.  
 
    “I love you,” I whisper, burying myself into him and soaking up his warmth. His arms tighten around me as he whispers the words back to me.  
 
    I have been with him only a few days, and I can’t wait to see what the rest of our life together will be like.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    EPILOGUE 
 
      NOAH 
 
        Seven years later 
 
      
 
    If I didn’t know any better, I would think my family wants me to die of a heart attack.  
 
    I built them a pool, but no, they all just want to jump into the lake. I’ve been assured that the lake is safe, but ever since I saw the footage of Isa almost drown years ago, it’s stayed with me. I wanted to move, but Isa wanted to raise our kids here. 
 
    She wanted to teach them Yoga and have picnics under the beautiful willow tree. Except neither of our kids want to do Yoga with her, or have picnics. No, they just want to jump into the water, and today is no different.   
 
    I watch my five-year old twins fight with their mother when she warns them against going into the lake. Her purple hair is in a loose bun, and she is wearing a short, floral sundress to match the summer mood. My eyes shift to her cleavage, and I have to press the heel of my hand against my cock.  
 
    “Stay away from the lake if you don’t want to get grounded.” 
 
    “But why?” Aria whines, nudging her brother to back her up. Although Isabella cannot see it, from the monitor, I can see how the twins plan to gang up on their mother.  
 
    “Because… because.” Isa’s hands go up in exasperation before glaring at the twins. “Because I said so.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    I chuckle at the kid’s antics, and Isa must somehow sense it because her eyes go to the camera stationed on her left, and she glares straight at me.  
 
    “Fine,” she says running out of steam before turning to one of the two men seated on the bench, watching the kids. “Keep an eye on them. Especially Aria, she likes getting into trouble.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    The men straighten up and watch the kids jump into the water. Over the years, I have reduced the weight of manpower around my home so my kids don’t grow overwhelmed by it, but even so, they still need protection.  
 
    I switch to another monitor and watch my wife stomp into the kitchen, possibly annoyed that she lost a fight with two five-year olds. She pours lemonade into a glass and downs it.  
 
    My wife. The thought has my heart clenching with love. To have finally married my first and only love is a dream.  
 
    I rise from my chair and make my way toward the kitchen. I should get back to work. After spending two weeks vacationing in Bali with the family, I have too much work waiting, but Isabella has a charm so hard to resist.  
 
    I lean against the door and watch her drink more lemonade, her eyes on the window, possibly watching the kids. My eyes follow hers, and my heart swells when I see our two little angels playing in the water.  
 
    “We made that,” I whisper, walking towards her and grabbing her from behind.   
 
    “Brats.” She says without heat. I know how much she adores our kids, giving them the freedom that she was denied.  
 
    “They are stubborn,” I say affectionately. “I wonder whom they take after.” 
 
    “Careful.” Isa turns her head to glare at me, but I have long grown immune to her glares. 
 
    “Maybe the next one will take after me,” I whisper into her hair, pushing my erection against her ass.  
 
    “Noah…” her words come in a breathy moan, and her head falls back against my chest as I caress my way up her thigh. 
 
    “I have been watching, you know.” I whisper, grabbing the edge of her panties and tearing them down.  
 
    “Creep,” she moans. “I like it when you watch me. Sometimes…” 
 
    Her words morph into a moan when I slip my middle finger into her wet pussy.  
 
    “Sometimes?” 
 
    She cries out, her palms falling flat on the counter to hold herself up.  
 
    “God, Noah.” She moans as I finger her, running my cock against her ass. “Oh my god.” 
 
    “You were saying something,” I whisper pushing a knee between her legs to part them. She is dripping. My hand is soaked from her juices, and I just want to lean down and lap her up, but I’m too close, and I would rather spill inside her. I draw out my fingers and line my shaft up with her hole, teasing her with the crown.  
 
    “Sometimes, I like to tease you. When I… oh god!... I know you are watching and…” 
 
    Her words morph into a loud moan, and I have to clamp a hand on her mouth to stop her scream when I slam into her in one powerful thrust. 
 
    I bury my face in her nape, grip her thigh hard, and start fucking her. Hard and fast. Just how my angel likes it.  
 
    “Angel,” I whisper into her nape as I pick up speed, fucking her hard. “My angel. Say it.” 
 
    “Daddy!” she cries out as I piston in and out of her wet pussy, enjoying every second I get to spend with this woman. “Daddy, I’m so close…” 
 
    I’m close, too, and I feel my balls tighten, and a storm of heat spread across my back. I come into her, thrusting fast as I chase my orgasm. Her back bows, and her body trembles against mine as she comes too, and I turn her head to swallow her cry.  
 
    Our harsh breathing fills the kitchen, and neither of us straightens up until the stars clouding our vision disappear.  
 
    “I am going to watch that footage later,” I whisper, brushing my lips gently against hers. “I’ll keep it safe with me, so that I can remember the day we created another baby.” 
 
    She glares at me, pushing away from me and straightening her dress. She stares down at her torn panties in disgust. “You are a sick, sick man, Noah.” 
 
    I grab her by the waist and pull her flush against me, “I know, but you love me anyway.” 
 
    Her beautiful, baby blue eyes meet my dark ones. She’s the light to what would otherwise be a dull world. My angel, everything changed when I set my eyes on her that night in her father’s office. The love I felt for her then has only grown stronger. 
 
    A love that’s so overwhelming and confusing to someone as cold as myself.  
 
    Her eyes soften as we stare at each other. “I do love you, my black-capped Guardian Angel.” 
 
    “What?” I ask, confusion crowding my voice.  
 
    Isa simply laughs as she makes her way out of the kitchen, leaving me to question what the hell she meant by that. 
 
    The end.  
 
      
 
    Up Next… 
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