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        To the girl whose father is a dropkick but still manages to crush this thing called life and not have daddy issues.

        This one is for you.

        Me.
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        Sailor

      

      

      

      
        
        My husband sold me.

        Not only did he sell me, but he told me he loved me while doing the deal.

        What lies he tells.

        Only fools believe him.

        Unfortunately, one of those fools was…

        me.

      

      

      

      
        
        Keir

      

      

      

      
        
        I’m not in the habit of buying women.

        I didn’t need to.

        I was a king of my realm, the devil you whispered about in your sleep.

        So, when his debt fell due, he sold me his wife.

        And I was happy because I wanted to play with her like any fool would.

        And play with her, I did.

        Pity, in the end, I would have to kill her.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Variety Gossip

      

      

      

      
        
        The King of the Underworld

      

      

      

      
        
        New York’s most notorious bad boy, king of the underworld and most eligible bachelor, was seen today without a woman once again. But he was snapped with his hands up the skirt of one of New York’s top models, and let me tell you, she was not complaining.

        Pity what they say about him.

        Uses women then discards them.

        Pretty sure I wouldn’t complain about him using me, though.

        Right readers?
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Keir

        

      

    

    
      Once, a long time ago, I dreamed I could be a normal man. Like the ones you see holding hands as they walk down the street with their girlfriends, like nothing in the world is a worry to them as they smile, and laugh, and kiss. But then I realized that life is a lie. A big, fat, juicy lie.

      Mine? My fucked-up life is as real as one could ever get.

      The blood that pools at my feet tells me so.

      The fear apparent in this guy’s brown eyes tells me so.

      His life is a lie, just like many others living around me are beautiful lies.

      Licking my lips, I wonder if he would easily go back to his normal, boring life if I gave him a chance.

      Or would he stop living a lie?

      I think we both know the answer.

      The lie is too juicy to let go of it so effortlessly. It’s much easier to live it. Be surrounded by it.

      I don’t like the lie, never lived it, and never intend to. So, when you lie to me, I’ll come along and bleed it from you. I’ll let the blood that seeps from your body tell me your truth.

      If you owe me, that is.

      My father used to tell me, “Boys are just men in the making. You, my son, are a killer in the making. Remember that you will never be a man. You’ll have the needs of a man, yes, but no woman will love the real you.”

      He said those words for as long as I can remember. Reiterating them often.

      I’m not a man.

      I’m a stone-cold killer.

      That’s why this man sitting here pleading for his life doesn’t faze me. Doesn’t stir anything within me.

      Because we know by the end of the day, I’ll walk out of this house.

      And the man with the brown eyes will die burning inside.

      What a beautiful fucking fairy tale ending.

      “Boss.”

      I pull my gun.

      The boys have had their fun.

      It’s time to leave.

      I have other debts to collect.

      “We could stay … play a little longer.”

      I once enjoyed the mere satisfaction of watching a man bleed until he passed out. Or listening to his screams as I gouged out his eyes one at a time.

      But something has shifted.

      Now, I raise my gun, and in an instant, the bullet finds a new home between his eyes, and his head snaps back on impact.

      Looking up, I see Joey shaking his head.

      He wanted to play, and I know that, but I’ll wait to see if he says anything.

      He should know better.

      My patience level is becoming smaller and smaller, and my trigger finger is getting happier and happier.

      Once I was a man who killed simply for the joy of it. The high that followed was unlike any other.

      The hard-on I would get from watching some fuckface die some sort of excruciatingly cruel death would be exhilarating.

      Now, it’s different.

      Now, I fuck because I’m bored.

      And I’m bored a lot.

      And bored is not what you want me to be.
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Sailor

        

      

    

    
      His lips taste sour.

      That’s my first thought after his eager mouth leaves mine.

      His rough hand slides up my skirt, creeping its way up my thigh with intent as we stand outside the club. I didn’t want to come, but he insisted.

      He insists on a lot of things, and like a fool, I follow without question.

      A fool, I tell you.

      I know it, you don’t have to tell me.

      Because, hell, I know.

      But it’s different from the life I had before. So very different.

      “Are you ready?” he asks into the air, not even looking my way as his hand stays where it is, possessively resting on my upper thigh where my leg is covered in ink. I move my stare away from his lips, the ones that have left a bitter taste on my tongue and turn my head to where he’s focusing his attention.

      It doesn’t seem like much to me—an alleyway off a quiet street with only a few cars around us. If I didn’t know this man, I would think he was taking me down this dark, dingy alley to rape me, kill me … gosh, anything a woman’s worst fears are comprised of.

      But I do know him, and I have for an incredibly long time. The ring on my left hand indicates the reason, and the man whose touch is still lingering on my skin put it there.

      I’m not scared of him, though. And he knows it.

      “Ready for what?” I ask him, nervousness filling my tone since I have no idea what I’m in for tonight. But again, he doesn’t answer me. Typical. He simply smirks before flashing me his extremely white teeth, the ones he just has to brush three times a day. Internally, I roll my eyes just thinking about it.

      Did I mention his habits annoy me?

      A lot.

      His hand drops from my thigh, the cold night air caressing my bare skin the minute he steps away, and for a second, I wish he were back. Back standing in front of me, holding me like a good husband holds his wife. Instead, he hardly gives me a backward glance as he starts walking ahead, expecting me to follow him like a lost puppy. And I do, because no matter how stupid I am for staying with him, I’m not so stupid to be left alone in a dark alley.

      Like, hello.

      Not that dumb.

      Wrapping my arms around my waist, I grasp at the silky material of my violet insanely short minidress that clings to every curve of my body. The one I wore to make him happy. He prefers it when my dresses are short. Easy access, he likes to say.

      Which is weird considering it’s been months since we’ve fucked.

      “Wait, Dillan.” I’m not able to keep up with his pace in my heels, but he doesn’t seem to notice nor care as he approaches a door in the distance. He stops and spins around, a smile spreading across his face that doesn’t quite meet his eyes, then knocks on the door three times.

      I’m about to tell him that we’re at the wrong place, that no one would be down here. There are only three cars on this street and no other businesses are open. But as I go to open my mouth, the door opens, and standing there is a woman dressed in green. From her extravagant jewelry to her beautiful form-fitting dress, down to her embellished stilettos—all green.

      Her eyes lock on Dillan, then move to me. She assesses me, taking her time to scan me from top to toe, leaving me even more confused than I was before. Once she’s satisfied, she nods once and steps back as Dillan grabs my hand and jerks me in behind him. I momentarily try to stay where I am, but his pull is clearly stronger than mine.

      I’m hesitant to move forward, but I do, afraid of tripping in these black heels that are extra high tonight because I wanted to impress my husband, who, by the way, hasn’t even noticed that I’m wearing these gorgeous heels to begin with. Never mind the fact that they cost more than my monthly paycheck. Thank God for rentals. Yes, you heard it through me, I rented them. They are not mine, but how I wish they were. Even if I was brought up to not waste my money on material things, that doesn’t stop me from wanting them. Badly. They make my soul happy.

      “Color?” the woman asks as she shuts the door. I look to her for an explanation, but her eyes are only on Dillan. Mine scan the room, and I don’t notice anything out of the ordinary. It looks like a normal reception area with a seat, black walls, and a white desk.

      “Yellow,” Dillan answers for the both of us, still not bothering to tell me what exactly is going on.

      What the fuck?

      “And your friend?” Her brow raises as if she knows the answer that will be coming. I’m glad she does because I have no idea.

      Dillan finally looks at me, then his gaze continues down my body before squeezing my hand too firmly. He smiles back at the woman in green. “Yellow as well.”

      “Yellow it is.” She places a wristband on Dillan’s arm, then reaches for me and starts to do the same.

      “What’s this for?” I ask, but she’s quiet and won’t look me in the eyes.

      It’s Dillan who answers, “It’s a club, sweetie.” He gently pushes a stray hair back from my face, and I grind my teeth at the sweet gesture.

      “What kind?”

      The woman finishes with my band and tries unsuccessfully to hide her smile as she walks off. Turning to face Dillan, I look down at the yellow wristband and back up at him.

      “Just go with it, okay?”

      I want to argue, to tell him that I just go with a lot of things, and every single one of those things, I do for him and only him.

      But what does he do for me? Nothing lately.

      He comes home smelling of other women, tells me it’s from his work colleagues, and lies about going out all night while I stay home.

      He has brought me with him tonight, thinking I should be thankful.

      I’m not.

      I don’t want to be here.

      A long time ago, I moved away from my family and friends to live with him, and I have been a good wife.

      I can’t say the same for him being a good husband.

      Unfortunately for me, I fell in love with him thinking I could have a nice, normal life. Now, I’m not the same woman as I once was, and times have changed.

      I have changed.

      He has not.

      Dillan pushes open a set of double doors and soft music flows out from behind them. He keeps on walking while I take slow steps, following him cautiously toward the party I can see coming into view. I slink past him, unable to keep my curiosity at bay any longer. Taking one look over the railing, what I see below us has my exceptionally expensive heels locking in place.

      “Dillan,” I say in a soft voice, my words barely making it past my lips. “Where are we?”

      He chuckles and walks up behind me, one hand going to my waist as he moves my hair over my shoulder with his other before whispering in my ear, “We are at a traffic party.”

      “A what?”

      “Red means you’re here to only support or watch, yellow means you’re interested but with someone, green means you’re up for everything.” I glance down at my yellow wristband, then back to the floor below me.

      Sprawling beds and lounge chairs take up the space, all surrounded by naked people.

      It’s like an orgy with a bar.

      “Why are we not wearing red ones?” He stays silent for a moment as he trails his hand from my hair, down my spine, landing on the curve of my ass and squeezing.

      “Because it’s time we spice things up and play. It’s getting old in our bedroom.” His words instantly shock me, punching me right in the gut, forcing my whole body to still.

      That’s not something a wife wants to hear. Ever.

      Is it me?

      No, it’s him as well.

      All he wants is doggy. I hate it but don’t say anything because it’s what he likes. And I want to please him. But it’s been months.

      “I want to leave.” The moment the words leave my mouth, Dillan removes his hands from me, then he smirks and starts walking away.

      “Leave then. But if you do …” He doesn’t finish.

      My heart feels like it’s being stomped on with each and every step he takes down those stairs and farther away from me.
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Sailor

        

      

    

    
      I should have walked away, gotten myself together and left. But we have been together for so long and a part of me did love him at one time, maybe even still loves him. Maybe. Instead, I walk down the stairs to find my husband. Each step I take is a strike to my pride. I never thought I’d be somewhere like this. Especially not with someone who supposedly loves me.

      In an attempt at being independent again, I try to tear at the yellow band on my wrist, branding me as something I am not, but it’s impossible and won’t budge. Scissors will be needed to get this thing off me.

      In a past life, I would have thrived at a place like this.

      But that’s in the past.

      “Hello.”

      Spinning around, I find a woman standing behind me. She’s dressed in only a G-string and steps closer, her lean body almost coming into contact with mine as she reaches for the strap on my top. Expecting her to tell me something, anything, I look up at her, but her bright pink lips say nothing as she leans in closer to me. Her body is perfect, and if I was interested in a woman, she would be it. Strong, lean physique, toned abs, and sun-kissed skin.

      “I …” Words fail me as she leans in and places her lips on mine. Nothing else is said before she tries to kiss me. I stand still as a statue, wondering what in the ever-loving fuck is happening.

      When she realizes I’m not kissing her back, she removes her mouth from mine, my pink lipstick now smeared on her plump lips, and she smirks. “First time is always the hardest.” Yeah, not what I was expecting her to say. “Go to the bar, get a drink, and calm your nerves.” Then she walks away.

      Checking behind me, the bar has no patrons right now. Everyone is either with someone or walking around touching others. Not many people are wearing red wristbands, with most being either yellow or green. I tug at mine again, almost snapping a perfect nail in the process, but it still doesn’t budge.

      Huffing, I stay where I am and check around for Dillan—who has just won the husband of the year award for leaving me alone—but don’t find that asshole anywhere.

      It’s time I finally leave him.

      Like, for real this time.

      Not just think about it.

      Because I work from home, I have no friends in our town apart from Dillan’s, and they are loyal to him, not me. My parents are traveling in their camper van, and my friends from home all have lives that don’t include me anymore—and I can’t blame them. Dillan never lets me see them anyway, so I put my everything into Dillan.

      Even when I shouldn’t.

      Meeting Dillan I always thought he was different. My friends back home are still in the same place they were when I left—selling on the streets, no jobs, or doing things they shouldn’t. I fell into their crowds. And I loved it, despite everything. Doing shit you shouldn’t be doing is a thrill, and don’t we all love a thrill. Except, I knew eventually I’d have to grow up, and when I did, I left all that behind me.

      But as I look at Dillan I wonder, what does he give me?

      Actually …

      … not much.

      My eyes scan the area as I search again, and all I see is an orgy club.

      I walk over to the bar, sit down, and wave down the bartender behind the counter.

      “Do you have scissors?”

      He raises an eyebrow, and I hold up my wrist. “You aren’t allowed to remove that in here,” he responds, then taps his hand on the bar. “What do you want to drink?”

      “I want a pair of damn scissors,” I tell him again.

      He shakes his head and walks off, effectively dismissing me.

      “You get dragged here or something?” a dark voice asks. Whirling around on my stool, there’s a man leaning over the bar with a phone in his hand. I bite the inside of my cheek as I stare at him. He’s not looking at me, so I can’t tell you what color his eyes are, but from my guess, I would say they’re as dark as his voice. I’ve heard dark voices before. His, though, is mixed with a smoothness like silk. It slides straight from his tongue to where I am with no hesitation.

      As I continue to scan him, I note the expensive suit that’s tailored to perfection for his body, his jacket over the back of the chair, and he’s wearing a button-up shirt. He’s actually the only person in here wearing anything at all, and I have to wonder why.

      As his strong arms tense while he waits for my answer, I remember he is nothing like Dillan. Dillan is clean-cut with a soft voice. So why, as my eyes reach this man’s black shirt rolled up to his elbows, do I feel an instant attraction to him when he’s nothing like my husband?

      “Pretty much,” I reply, finally remembering to answer his question.

      His lip turns upward into a slight smirk, and my heart pitter-patters in response. Slowly, he turns, placing his phone down, and it’s then I realize he’s sporting a red wristband.

      I want one of those, I immediately think to myself.

      He notices where my eyes are and raises a brow. His eyes are dark, like looking into a black abyss.

      He lifts his wrist. “You want one?” I bite my lip and look away, trying to find my husband, but don’t see him anywhere. At least this explains why he always smells of other women. It’s clearly not his first time here.

      “I’d rather leave,” I tell him, forcing a smile as I look back in his direction. His eyes turn darker if that’s even possible while his mouth sets into a grim line, and he looks away, taking his attention away from me as he goes back to his phone.

      Did I make him angry?

      Who cares, Sailor? You aren’t here to please anyone.

      Taking a deep breath, I stand from the stool and look up the stairs.

      I need to leave.

      This is it—I can’t do this anymore.

      I’ve made up my mind.

      “Sailor.” I turn to my name uttered by my husband’s voice. When I fix my gaze on him, he has a split lip. I make a move to touch him, to see if he’s okay, but drop my hand back down to my side.

      Nope.

      He does not deserve my concern.

      He scrubs his hand over his face. “Sailor, I really fucked up.”

      “What?” I ask, confused.

      Dillan shakes his head, and his eyes focus on something over my shoulder. When I turn to see what’s caught his attention, Mr. Tall Dark and Handsome is off his phone and hovering directly behind me.

      “She will do, won’t she?” Dillan asks him.

      At his words, I scrunch up my nose, trying to register them. He didn’t just say what I think he did, did he?

      “Yes.”

      I swing my head around back to the man, who is now watching me. His eyes fully take in every detail of me, from every curve of my body to every feature on my face, assessing me as if I am his. Or something soon to be owned by him.

      Which is worse, I’m not sure yet.

      “What have you done, Dillan?” I ask on a shaky voice as two other men come and stand on either side of me.

      “I had to. I just …” He shakes his head. “I don’t need you anymore.”

      “What?” My brain is having difficulty registering everything around me. As my so-called husband continues to talk, white noise flutters around inside my brain, and I have trouble taking in his words.

      “I sold you, Sailor. I’m sorry.”

      What does that even mean? You can’t just sell someone, especially someone you love. How is this even possible?  My hands ball to fists at my sides as I stare at Dillan, and he simply turns and walks away without another word of explanation. I go to follow him, to scream at him, tell him I’m not his to sell or bargain with, but two strong and overpowering men step in my way to block my path as Dillan disappears from my view.

      “Move!” I yell at them.

      They don’t, of course.

      My hands go to one of the giant’s chests and I try to push with everything I have, but he ignores me completely, looking past me without flinching a muscle.

      “I’m not his.”

      “No, you are mine.”

      There’s that dark voice again.

      Hands go around my waist and he turns me so I am facing him, his hard, broad shoulders come into my vision and it takes everything in me not to cry or drop to the ground.

      “I am definitely not yours.” I spit at him.

      He wipes my spit from his face then looks me dead in the eye, his hands are fast to reach for me and he throws me over his shoulder.

      “Put me down,” I scream out, my hands banging on his back.

      “No can do.” He slaps my ass to quieten me, but I just scream louder. “I like it when they scream. Tell me, will you like it when I make you scream?”

      Before I can say anything back, he looks at his men and says, “Buttala fuori.” <Knock her out.> Then hands are over my face, and everything goes black as I breathe in something that’s not air.
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      It’s still on my wrist. That’s the first thing I notice when I wake.

      The second is that I’m not alone.

      My hands instantly go to my dress to make sure it’s on, and when I feel everything intact, I sigh in relief. But the relief is short-lived when I hear slight huffing noises.

      Do I even want to turn around to see what that sound is?

      I wait a few beats to see if he speaks, but he doesn’t, and I don’t want to turn to face him either. It’s just a bad dream, right? This doesn’t happen in real life. Who sells their wife? And why would anyone want to buy me?

      What the fuck?

      I’m not his to sell. I’m mine, and only mine. My hands shaking and my mouth dry, I lick my lips as I gather up my courage.

      The huffing coming from behind me continues.

      Is he fucking someone next to me on this bed?

      Sliding to the edge, I hold on to my dress so it doesn’t slide up and sit up straight. My eyes lock on my shoes, which I love, that somehow now look dirty lying on the floor beside the bed. Or maybe it’s me who feels dirty. A shiver runs through me at the thought.

      Can I run?

      I should run.

      What would they do to me if I ran?

      Standing on shaky legs, I turn ever so slowly. My heartbeat is high, my palms are dewy, and my eyes are heavy. Managing to look past the blindingly white sheets of his bed, I see him, and in his hands are weights. He pumps them with force, and every muscle in his body goes taut each time he moves them.

      Thank God he isn’t fucking someone. That’s not something I want to see after being fucking sold.

      “Excuse me.” My voice is surprisingly even. Fucked if I know how, though.

      As he stops lifting the weights, with a motion I never knew existed, he drops them to the floor and picks up a towel wiping his face before he turns toward me. His chest is bare, and I can see every bit of skin that was hidden under that black shirt last night. He’s the type you see in the movies. Those bad boys you know you should stay away from. Those ex-boyfriends who are simply bad for you, but you keep going back to because their appeal drags you in like some sort of magical spell that’s been cast on you.

      But I don’t want to be some sort of rag doll who’s pulled every which way.

      Been there, done that.

      The man is Italian. I know it by looking at him and those strong features. Plus, I’m pretty sure he spoke it to someone as he threw me over his shoulder.

      Asshole.

      I try to look away, it would be the smart thing to do.

      But this man has a body like no others. My husband has a nice body, but you can tell this man takes great pride in his and I appreciate that right now. Just looking at him alone is good for the vibrator bank. The way the veins in his arms pop as he moves, or the way he bites his lip as he pulls the weights up, yep great material for later.

      My voice quivers when the next words leave my mouth. “I think it’s time I leave,” I say to him.

      He gives me nothing, simply leans down and lifts his bottle of water, holds it to those delectable lips, and swallows. I watch as he takes each gulp, his throat moving with precision, the sweat trickling over his neck to his chest then further down his stomach. When he’s done, he places the bottle back down and walks to my side. My heart starts pumping hard, my eyes on the verge of watering, with the thought that he may just kill me. I never feared my own death before, but with him, I do. You simply can’t help but be concerned with your own mortality when a man like this stares at you like you are nothing but shit on his shoe.

      His mouth curves up as he steps closer and says, “Good legs, strong arms, a handful of tits. I think I may very well just keep you.” And with those words now spoken my jaw drops.

      My mouth opens in complete and utter shock. No one has ever vocalized something like that about me before. So damn crudely. I step back away from him, but he smirks and steps closer.

      Managing to gather myself and not smack him where I know it will hurt, I say, “I need to leave. I have work to do.”

      “If you leave, you forfeit your life and your husband’s.” His words stop me in my tracks.

      What the fuck does he mean?

      He can’t be serious, can he?

      He turns, his back now in view and it’s nothing but muscle, and when I realize what I’m doing, I take a deep breath and look away.

      What the fuck is going on?

      And how many more times am I going to ask myself that?

      He throws over his shoulder, “I’m showering. Stay where you are. We aren’t finished.”

      Like hell we aren’t.

      He walks off and leaves me standing in his bedroom. Well, I think it’s his bedroom.

      Looking back at my shoes, which I know are going to cost me a fortune to replace, I leave them where they are and head straight for the door. I’m not sure what hurts more, leaving those shoes or what’s happening to me right now. Getting to the door, I turn the handle, and a rush of breath leaves me when it opens. My hands are shaking, and my body feels cold, but I don’t stop. Why the hell would I?

      Then his words run through my head. “If you leave, you forfeit your life and your husband’s.” My bare feet pause on the cold tiles beneath me, and a shiver like I have never felt before runs up my spine. Turning my eyes to the side, I see a glass case. Inside that glass case are guns. There’s a lot of guns and not your average ones either.

      Holy shit.

      Who are these people?

      The mafia?

      What has Dillan gotten me into?

      Looking back over my shoulder to his door, I contemplate going back, but that would be stupid.

      But …

      … what if what he said is true?

      What if he will do as he says and kill Dillan and me? I mean, I shouldn’t care what happens to Dillan, because clearly, he is an asshole and doesn’t give two shits about me. But I do care about him, I guess some part of me still loves him, so I don’t want to see him dead in a ditch.

      My eyes glance at that gun case again. If he has that many and isn’t afraid to kidnap women, what else is this asshole capable of? I’m not sure I want to find out.

      Licking my dry lips, I rub them together to get some moisture into them as my bare feet turn on the cold tiles, and I make my way back to the bedroom door. Pushing it open, everything is as I left it. My shoes are on the floor by the side of the bed, the white sheets are messy from where I left them, and his weights are lying in the corner.

      “Didn’t get far?” That voice—it rocks me to my core.

      I turn to see him standing naked at the entry to his bathroom with just a towel, and might I add, it’s not wrapped around his waist. No, it’s wiping his face and hiding incredibly high cheek bones and a jaw that looks like it was carved from granite.

      Try as I might to keep my eyes from wandering farther down his body, because I’m a married woman, I lose the battle. But then again, I am a woman, and with my betraying eyes I follow the dips and planes of his chest and abs until I get to …

      Shit.

      No wonder he has the confidence to walk around naked. If I looked like him, was hung like him, I would probably do it as well.

      Gathering up my wits, I remove my eyes from his cock and say, “I want to go home.”

      “No can do, lollipop.”

      My brows scrunch at his words. Lollipop? Who the fuck calls someone that?

      “You can’t own me. I am not for sale. You can’t buy people,” I argue with him.

      He lets out a soft chuckle and turns his back on me. “But I do own you. Now, shut the fuck up and get naked.”
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      “Naked?” My voice squeaks unusually high.

      “Did I stutter?” he snaps back.

      I make no move to do as he requested. Instead, I stand there stock-still, waiting for what will come of my disobedience.

      Because getting naked sure as shit is not happening.

      I will not get naked and lie on his bed.

      I am not a whore for his pleasure.

      While hugging my arms around my body, I look around the room, and wonder how I can get myself out of this.

      When I didn’t even put myself in this scenario in the first place.

      Fucking Dillan did.

      Does he plan for me to fuck him?

      Because I won’t.

      But then again, will he rape me?

      I look back up to see dark eyes watching my every move. He leans against the wall his hands in front of him.

      “I can see why he didn’t want you.” His words are wrapped in a brash tone that slithers all over me, making me feel even more meaningless than I could think possible in this moment. He steps closer to me, and I look up to see he has slid on jeans, which now sit low on his toned hips. I didn’t even know hips could be toned.

      “Are you always this stupid?”

      “I’m not stupid.”

      He huffs at my words. “Exactly what a stupid person would say. Stay here and don’t fucking move. I have a guard at the door who isn’t afraid to knock you out again if you disobey.” He steps farther into my space, snaps his teeth, and smirks as he hovers over me. “Under-fucking-stood?”

      My head nods on its own accord, because, right now, he is one of the scariest people I have been around on this planet. And I’ve dealt with my fair share of monsters in my life. His looks deceive you—they reel you in. And even though his words are cruel, it’s his eyes that let me know he isn’t joking. That he would do some of the worst things imaginable to me if I pushed him even a sliver of an inch.

      And I don’t even know why.

      “Shower. You fucking stink.” He turns, grabs a shirt, and throws it on over his head and without stopping he walks out the door, then slams it as he leaves. The whole room shakes under the weight of the door, and I wonder for a second if the door hinges will hold.

      My hands fall to my sides as I start to consider how I got trapped with a man like this and how I’ll get out of here. Maybe if I talk to him, be nice, he’ll let me go.

      I don’t even know why I’m here.

      What has Dillan done?

      Walking back to my shoes, I search around for my bag. When I find it, I sigh in relief and open it, searching for my phone. When my hand comes out empty, the tears I’ve been holding back finally fall.

      He’s taken my phone—the one that holds all my work. Everything I do is on that phone.

      I may not be in the business world like Dillan is, but the few clients I do have, I love. And I’m starting to make a decent wage being an online assistant to them.

      How am I meant to work if I don’t have my phone?

      My head lowers to my hands as my body lets go and drops to the floor. I try to wipe away the tears, but they aren’t stopping. Why aren’t they stopping?

      “Miss.” I hold my breath as I look up. Standing in front of me is a boy—no, maybe he is a man, but he’s definitely on the younger side. He holds his hands clasped together in front of him and offers me a shy smile. “I brought you some food.” He nods to the bed, and I see a tray sitting there with all kinds of food neatly displayed. “We weren’t sure what you liked,” he finishes and turns to leave.

      “Stop,” I say, quickly getting back to my feet as I swipe at my tear-stained face. “Where am I?”

      “I’m not permitted to answer any questions. I’m sorry.” He walks out with an oddly sympathetic expression and shuts the door carefully behind him with a click.

      The smell of the food hits me, and my stomach begins to grumble. I didn’t eat before we went out, and now, I wish I had. I step to the window and pull the curtains back. Outside there’s a large in-ground pool and a white gazebo, all surrounded by a lush green yard. I knew I was in the house of someone who has money—I mean, the marble flooring alone tells me that—but now as I look outside as the sun is starting to rise, I see it all so clearly. Squinting, I realize we are also near the beach because I can see the water from here.

      My thoughts return to what he said before he left me here, Shower. You fucking stink.

      He told me to shower.

      I’m not sure I want to make him mad. My plan is to get on his good side, then get him to let me go. And more than anything I need to get my phone back.

      It’s the only plan I can think of right now.

      Turning back to the tray, there’s a selection of fruit, croissants, and pastries all lined up in neat rows. I pick up a chocolate croissant hoping it’s not poisoned, and with each delicious bite I take, I move to the bathroom he walked out of before.

      How did I get here?

      My feet pause at the bathroom as my head runs rampant with thoughts.

      I don’t even know his name.

      Am I meant to know his name?

      I read books, it’s what I do. But they’re fiction books, not real life. I prefer to get lost in a world that isn’t my own. It becomes a nice escape. It’s why most of my clients are authors, actually some of my favorites, which I never fail to read when they release a new book.

      Shit.

      I can’t lose my job.

      I can’t go back to the person I was before.

      Pushing open the bathroom door, there’s a towel and a set of clothes sitting on the counter. I run my fingers over the fabric and feel the silk beneath them. It’s not a man’s outfit, of that, I am sure. It’s a woman’s dress, but is it there for me? It can’t be. Can it?

      I almost choke when I see the shower. I’ve seen double showers before, I’ve even been in one, but I’ve never seen a waterfall version in my life. Stepping in, I turn the water on and smile as I watch the water leave the showerhead. Putting the rest of the croissant in my mouth, I tear off my dress and drop it at my feet before I step in and have the hot water spraying my body. It’s like a massage I never asked for but greatly appreciate. Putting my head under the spray, I wipe at my face, washing off the makeup left over from last night.

      “So, you can listen?”

      Oh, my god! I jump at his voice, my hands falling to my chest to cover myself. Keeping my back to him, I look over my shoulder and use my hands to cover as much of myself as humanly possible.

      His eyes look hollow, like he has no care in the world, as he stares at me with not an ounce of shame. It’s like looking into the pitch-black sky on an overcast evening. I cough to bring his attention up from roaming my naked body, to which he only gives a slight smirk before he pushes off the counter and strides over to the shower. It has no doors, and I try to turn my body to maintain some sort of modesty, to which he only shakes his head.

      “You have nothing I haven’t seen before.”

      “That may be the case, but it doesn’t mean I want you to see mine,” I bite back at him.

      He makes no move to leave.

      “Have you eaten?” His voice is dark but alluring all at once. However, beneath it, I have a feeling there’s nothing but emptiness.

      “I had a croissant.”

      He nods, closes his eyes, and tilts his head down to the floor at my feet. I sigh heavily, which brings his attention back to me.

      “You’ll eat with me. Get dressed.” Then he leaves.

      Quickly dropping my hands, I reach for the towel, wrapping it around my body before I step out. When I glance in the mirror, I see the black mascara is still smudged, giving me panda eyes. I wipe at it with the towel and decide to put on my dress from last night, but then my eyes land on the new one on the counter.

      He didn’t say it was for me, but I don’t know who else it could be for. I pull it over my head and let it fall down my legs. It touches the floor and has a split up each side, thin spaghetti straps hold it at my shoulders, and a sunburst pattern coats the material.

      It fits me perfectly.

      Walking out with the towel and my dirty clothes in hand, I find him standing at the door speaking with the boy who came in to bring me food. When he spots me, those dark eyes skim me once again before he turns and strides out.

      “Follow,” is the bark of command that floats over his shoulder. I do as I am instructed, quickly and quietly making my way to the door. The boy reaches for my clothes, removing them from my hands.

      I wasn’t always this way. Meek. Blindly following orders. I had a backbone growing up. I even stood my ground.

      Some of the things I did for money would make your stomach turn, but I changed. I changed for Dillan. To be the perfect woman for him, and now look at where that’s gotten me.

      He never appreciated me anyway.

      Saying it’s all Dillan’s fault would be a lie.

      I changed for him, yes, because I wanted to make my husband happy.

      After we got married, we tried to have kids, and I stopped working at a law firm as a secretary to do all the things he wanted. Turns out, my body doesn’t like to hold babies.

      I miscarried every time.

      Four times, to be exact.

      Shattering.

      Devastating.

      Every single time I lost a little more of myself.

      When we realized it wasn’t going to happen for us, I started looking for work and found I could work from home. Dillan liked the idea because it meant I could still maintain the house and cook him dinner every night, plus prepare his stupid damn lunch.

      Before, I did neither.

      I never wanted to be a housewife—it was never my goal in life. Somehow, though, my life structure changed, and for some strange reason I allowed that metamorphosis to happen without even realizing it.

      That’s the problem, you see.

      I accepted it.

      I enabled Dillan to mold me into something I wasn’t with no hesitation.

      No uncertainty or doubt.

      Why? I trusted him.

      It cost a lot to try to fall pregnant—IVF is not cheap. And, eventually, we had to stop.

      He resented me for it.

      Resented the fact that I was the one who said no more.

      But I had to.

      I couldn’t keep crying myself to sleep, wondering what was wrong with me and how I couldn’t do the most natural thing in the world. Why my body decided it should not work correctly and bear his child.

      Dillan never told me it wasn’t me. He never once eased my worries. He agreed wholeheartedly with my thoughts.

      Then, somehow, I lost myself and became the person he wanted. Even that, though, was never enough for him. He started staying out late at night and came home smelling of women’s perfume that sure as shit was not mine.

      I’ve been with Dillan for over five years. Three of those were when I lost myself. The other two, I thought he was the one.

      Now? Well, now I’m not quite sure what I was thinking.

      Dillan Robok is most definitely not the man I love. Pity, it took me being sold for me to see that, but I also don’t want him dead.

      So, my decision, for now, is to follow the devil.

      Or let the devil destroy everything I know.
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      Quiet.

      Timid.

      Shy.

      Nothing at all like I’m used to.

      Women drop to the floor at my feet.

      They grovel at my shoes just to have me touch them.

      And believe me, my touch is fucking incendiary.

      But this one? I’m not sure she was worth the trade.

      Yes, she is fucking amazing to look at. It’s one of the only reasons I agreed to take her. Her honey-colored hair, those eyes that look at you as if you can solve a million puzzles in one go and those lips—big, full, soft lips.

      While raking my teeth over my mouth, I think about that dress that she was wearing, and how good it felt when I smacked her ass while she was wearing it. She has a full leg of tattoos, which surprised me when Dillan pointed her out. He’s so clean-cut and she’s just so, well, interesting. From her small delicate body that I want to break, tear apart and put back together to those doe eyes that sealed the deal.

      I hear her soft footsteps as she enters the room.

      My men are gathered around the table as she approaches. She pauses, stops, and her little doe eyes go wide. All six sets of eyes fixate on her, and I watch as she straightens her back and grips the silk of her dress in her hands a little tighter to hold the slit together.

      “You bought us a toy. You shouldn’t have.” Roberto licks his lips as he watches her, and all my other men stay silent as they wait for her reaction. She doesn’t move or make a sound. “Why don’t you come and sit next to me, sweetheart? We can eat together.” Roberto taps the chair next to him, and her eyes shoot to me. “Oh, don’t worry about him, I’ll protect you from the big bad wolf.”

      Joey chuckles at Roberto’s words and shakes his head. Joey is my younger brother, and he knows me better than anyone on this planet. He also knows no one could protect themselves from me if I want them dead.

      Not even him.

      “I think I’ll stand, thanks.” She shrugs her shoulders a little higher and places her arms tightly around her body, as if they’re a shield.

      “Sit,” I bark at her.

      All the chatter dies at my single word, and her eyes find mine before she decides to take a step in my direction. There is only one seat left, and it’s directly between Roberto and Harry. Roberto smiles happily that she has to sit next to him and smirks when she takes quiet steps to round his side of the table. Roberto pulls out her chair, and she reluctantly sits, placing her clasped hands in her lap.

      The servers come out to fill our glasses, and the chatter continues as it was before she stepped into the room.

      Joey taps the table to gain my attention, and I pull my gaze from her to see a glint in his eyes. “We have to move later, you know this. It’s the only way to keep business going.” I nod at Joey’s words. “Keir …” He says my name, making me turn to face him.

      “What?”

      “You really bought her?” he asks, confused. “He owed you money. You could have taken anything he owned.”

      “He owed me a life, so I took hers.” Dillan owed me—I gave him money for his businesses, and he never met the deadlines for payment. Depending on how I am feeling on any given day, I could decide to be lenient or ruthless. I was lenient with him the first time, but when I saw him at that club with her …

      … I knew I was going to be fucking ruthless.

      All Dillan thinks of is pussy and money. But he doesn’t think about money in the right way. He has gambling problems, and in return for that problem, he now owes me a considerable amount. I’m in business, and his debt is always more than what I lend, but that’s smart business and I am nothing if not a smart businessman. This business of ours has been in the family for generations, and it will continue that way into the future.

      “Are you sure that’s a smart move?” My eyes fall to Joey again, and he shakes his head and focuses on his hands resting on the table. “Sorry, boss.”

      I would have killed anyone else for those words, but Joey is my brother, and because of that, he gets chances.

      Chances that are rewarded to him and only him.

      Our mother lives in an apartment on the upper east side. I pay for everything, her cooks, and people to be at her beck and call, even though she has her own money. While my father is buried under ten feet of dirt where he belongs.

      The day I got that call, I was young, only twenty-one and not ready for the responsibility that came with it.

      Joey and I were at a strip joint, the day before I had to work with my father, and he made me shoot one of his men simply because he betrayed him. My father told me it was another lesson for me to learn and remember.

      You kill those who betrayed you.

      No second chances.

      Zero.

      My father tapped me on the shoulder, then told me to fuck off after I did what he asked.

      Joey knew, he was out the front waiting for me, and when I walked out, he declared we should go and get fucked up and watch some tits bounce.

      I was halfway through my second bottle with a girl on my lap and another trying to kiss my lips. These women knew who my family were and wanted a piece of the forbidden fruit. I didn’t care who they were, all I wanted was pussy.

      My father told me to fuck who I wanted but marry only who he said. So I did just that. Fucked every chance I could get. It was the only thing he didn’t dictate to me—where my cock went—that was until the day I got married. But even then what did it matter when others didn’t care.

      I’d never seen a healthy relationship—my own parents didn’t have one because my father controlled everything and that’s that.

      “Keir.” Joey pushed the stripper away from me, so I glanced at him over my shoulder—his face deadly serious. “We need to go.”

      I remember those words clear as day because his next words changed my life.

      “Papa’s dead.”

      I never shed one single tear at his funeral, and we never found the asshole who shot him. Even with all the resources at our disposal we couldn’t find them.

      My mother cried, even though she shouldn’t have.

      Everything my father was went to me. I became the king of the mafia, and my life was forever changed. And I wasn’t sure if people realized the extent of his teachings and if they were ready for another iron fist ruler.

      Glancing back at Joey he’s the only person I trust, but that doesn’t mean if I had to, I wouldn’t kill him.

      If he ever betrays me, he will join him under the ground.

      Two servers come out and place plates of food in front of us. Everyone at the table waits until I lift my fork before they do. The boss always eats first—it’s a sign of respect in this house.

      “Is there something wrong with your food?” I ask her as everyone starts to eat. She’s sitting there doing nothing, staring at the table in complete silence as if she didn’t even hear me.

      Everyone stops talking, and a hush fills the room as we wait for her to answer. My fingers squeeze the utensil in my hand hard enough to leave an imprint while I wait.

      “I …” She shakes her head. “Nothing is wrong,” she finishes. She picks up a piece of bacon and places it into her mouth. I watch as a look of disgust coats her face when she chews it. Everyone’s eyes are glued on her, confused by what’s going on, but I know exactly.

      “You’re a vegetarian?”

      When she doesn’t answer me, my fist comes down hard on the table. She jumps in her seat while everyone else remains still.

      “Yes. Yes, I am.”

      “Do you not like bacon? I have some real good meat for you to try later.” Roberto winks, and she jumps away from him and almost falls into Harry as everyone laughs at her reaction. Harry leans away, careful not to touch her as she rights herself.

      Tapping my hand on the table, a server comes out, and I nod to Sailor’s plate, which she quickly takes away.

      “Use your fuckin’ words next time,” I snarl at her.

      She drops her head down as everyone continues to eat, effectively ignoring her.

      She doesn’t make a sound, nor does she move for the rest of the meal.

      I can see why Dillan used her.

      It’s simple.

      She likes to be used.

      Maybe even abused.

      We shall see.
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      After breakfast, I was escorted back to the room and told to stay there.

      I did.

      All day.

      I was brought fruit for lunch, and I somehow managed to sleep during the time between the meals. I’m sitting at the window, looking out at the water, when the door to the room is opened.

      “Miss.” I turn to see the young boy from earlier standing there. “Would you like to go to the beach?” he asks me.

      “Am I allowed?”

      “I was given permission to take you down if you want to go.”

      “I’ll stay, thank you.” I turn away from him and go back to staring out the window, my thoughts a jumbled mess as I continue thinking.

      Did Dillan love me?

      Or was I nothing to him?

      Was I always nothing?

      When you are alone with nothing but your thoughts, it makes you wonder about a lot of things. Makes you think of things you wouldn’t normally waste your time on when life’s distractions are there to occupy your mind instead.

      A feminine giggle reaches my ears, and the door to the room is pushed open. I stay in my spot at the window as a girl with long black hair enters wearing a short black dress. She walks in, spots me, then pauses. Her teeth basically show as she goes to growl at me but stops when Keir steps in behind her.

      “You have company,” she says to him. “You know how I hate to share you.” I look away and stare back out the window. I don’t want to be a part of this conversation or anything that may or may not happen behind me. Fuck that!

      “Get to your knees.” My back straightens at his command, but when I glance over my shoulder, I see he’s not talking to me but to her. His eyes are only on me, though. I look away, quickly, not wanting to be involved as I hear her undo his zipper.

      I’m not a nun, I know what she’s about to do, and a part of me wants to turn back around and watch, but the better part knows not to. Instead, I listen.

      “Look.” I know his voice is directed at me this time. I can feel it in my bones by the way he speaks—it’s cruel, deliberate, and meant to convey his power. Slowly, I move to face them, my eyes falling to the tiles before they reach her black heels, then slowly skate up her dress until I see his hand on the back of her head, directing her mouth on his cock. Her head bobs up and down, up and down, as she sucks him thoroughly.

      Those dark, wolf-like eyes stay on me. He smirks when I tighten my lips and give a look of disgust, like it’s the reaction he’s after, and then grips the girl’s hair tighter, slamming his cock into the back of her throat. I can hear her choking, but he doesn’t stop. He licks his lips, eyes going wild as he continues to fuck her mouth, and all the while, the woman on her knees grips his hips and takes whatever it is she can get.

      What the hell is happening?

      And why am I watching?

      But the most important question is, why are my nipples hardening beneath this dress at what I’m witnessing?

      After he comes with an animalistic grunt, he pushes her off him, puts his cock back in his jeans, and steps aside.

      “Leave. Now.”

      She wipes her mouth, stands, and looks back at me. Her eyes glare through angry slits at me before she spins away, her heels clicking as she leaves.

      “What a show,” I say sarcastically, crossing my arms over my chest to cover my hard nipples and disguise my shaking hands.

      I know from the moment the words leave my lips that it was a bad move. Looking up at him, I see him lick his teeth before he gives me his back, walks out the door, and slams it behind him.

      Again, with the door slam.

      Anger issues, that one.

      Childish behavior.

      Turning back to the window, I try to calm my nerves, but it’s no use. I just watched that bastard get a blowjob, and he knew I was here and demanded I watch.

      What kind of man is he?

      And why do I keep asking myself that?

      Deciding to get up, I go to the closet and open the door. It’s full of suits. Black ones, and they’re all extremely expensive. I know he has money, it’s obvious from the way he lives and how he has servants.

      Thumbing my fingers over the fabric of a suit jacket, I jump when I hear someone speak.

      “Miss.” The boy is back.

      “Do you do anything else other than check up on me?” I ask.

      “It’s my job, Miss. Can I please escort you outside now?”

      “Is it a request?” I ask. He looks at me, puzzled. “I mean, do I have to go?”

      “Well, no, but I can take you out there.”

      “No, I don’t want to go out.” I continue looking through Keir’s closet. “Where are we?” I mean, I know we can’t be too far from New York, but how far?

      “Coney Island, Miss.”

      Wow, okay, didn’t expect that.

      “Thank you.”

      “Welcome.” Then I hear his footsteps retreating. I keep searching but come up with absolutely nothing. He has no hidden areas and nothing for me to snoop into. I was hoping to find a phone. But, of course, he wouldn’t make it that easy for me to have access to outside communication.

      “Your husband is here.” I spin on my heels to see Keir back so soon, standing at the door.

      I’m shocked by his words and not even sure if I want to see my complete asshole of a husband. So, I ask him a question, “Do you know what your name means?”  I change the subject

      “Care to enlighten me?” he replies, unmoving.

      “The dark one,” I say, referring to the meaning of his name, and he smiles at my words.

      “Clever after all. Now, follow me.” He doesn’t ask me how I know the meaning of his name, and I wouldn’t know how to tell him anyway. When I was trying to get pregnant, that’s what I did, I researched baby books for names. I remember that name, and I liked it, despite the meaning.

      It suits him. Keir.

      Asshole.

      “Sailor,” Keir barks my name, and I move to catch up with him. He takes me the same way I went to the dining area, and that’s where I see him—my husband—standing there, one hand on a chair as he watches me approach. No emotion crosses his face, no worry, no concern for my wellbeing. I could have been tortured or raped, and he doesn’t even seem to give one single fuck about it.

      “Dillan.” He smiles at his name leaving my lips in a shocked tone. I do not return his smile.

      “It’s good to see you.” He starts to make his way over to me but pauses and looks to Keir. I do the same and see him shake his head at Dillan. I’m thankful because if he touched me right now, I might knee him where his sperm does not shine. “Look …” he scratches the back of his head and looks to Keir, “… can I have a minute with her?”

      “No,” Keir responds straight away, leaving no room for argument.

      Dillan faces me again, and a look I know only too well after years of experience stares back at me. He is about to talk me into something. He always does it well, and for some stupid reason I listen. Obey even, like the good wife I am.

      “You have lipstick, just here.” I tap my shoulder, indicating a spot on his wrinkled shirt. “Did you know?” Dillan glances at it, then shakes his head.

      “It’s only until I get the money. Once l get the money, we can go away. A holiday like you’ve always asked for,” he pleads with me.

      Lies.

      We never had a honeymoon, and I’ve always wanted to leave America, but he never wanted to. So, we stayed home, he went to work, and I tried not to miscarry. It was a vicious cycle that I have no desire to repeat.

      A cycle that it’s time I am set free from, even if the circumstances are less than favorable for me right now.

      “Sailor, I see that look. Don’t think like that, you know we are destined. No one would treat you like I do. No one will love you like I do.” He steps closer, his hands reaching out to touch my face. I stay still, shocked that he’s even thinking of touching me right now.

      Has he forgotten he just sold me?

      “You only have one love, Dillan.” He smiles at my words. “Yourself.” His smile falls from his lips, then he sucks air through his teeth and his attitude changes in the time it took me to blink.

      Turning from me, he addresses Keir, “You can keep the bitch.”

      “I’m not yours to sell!” I scream back at him.

      Dillan turns quickly and gets in my face, his fingers digging into my cheeks. “You are whatever I want you to be. And now you will be whatever he wants as well. Because you are nothing, Sailor. No one likes you, and you have no one.”

      My mouth drops open in disgusted awe at his words that he could say something like that to me after everything I’ve done to please him. “You are so cruel.”

      He shrugs and pulls back, completely unfazed. “You were just too blind to see it and always saw the best in people. Your parents warned you.” He smiles as if it’s a win, as if he’s happy he’s won. He’s gloating. My parents told me not to marry him, but I was young and believed Dillan loved me, that he could take me away from the life I was living. What a fool I was.

      “Do you love me?” I have to know, not that it will change anything, but I need to know.

      He licks his lips as if he’s contemplating answering me, then says, “We both fell out of love with each other a while ago, you just didn’t want to believe it. You pulled away from my kisses, you stopped liking them, and you pulled away from me in doing so.”

      To be honest, I never liked the way he kissed me anyway.

      Or the way he fucked.

      Or … fuck. Anything.

      From the corner of my eye, I catch Keir watching us as if we’re boring him with this interaction. We probably are, and to be honest, I can’t blame him for his lack of empathy. Why would he care about our marriage or our lives when I don’t give a shit if I see Dillan ever again.

      “You have one week to pay this debt off. That’s all I will give you. After that, I’m walking out. And if this man chooses to kill you if you haven’t paid, that’s your problem, not mine. And … I want my phone back. I need to work.” I cross my arms over my chest and look back to Dillan when Keir says nothing in return.

      “I can’t get that type of money in one week!” Dillan has the audacity to yell at me.

      “Maybe you should have thought of that before you …” Turning away from him I don’t bother finishing because I don’t care anymore.

      I walk over to Keir. “I’m ready to go back to my room now.”

      Keir nods, and that’s the only answer I get from him before I move to exit the room.

      “You don’t get to decide how long you’re here for,” Dillan calls out as I get to the door. “You are my collateral, my payment.”

      Over my shoulder, I look at Keir, who hasn’t moved a muscle. He briefly studies me, then looks to Dillan. “You have one week,” he tells Dillan, then saunters past me on his way out of the room. I send him my best smile before I follow Keir with a little pep in my step.

      Fuck Dillan!

      Fuck him every which way to Sunday.

      “Thank you,” I say.

      As we get to the door, I hear a loud scream and then Dillan swearing. When I step back through the door, I see Dillan on the floor with two men holding him down.

      “That wasn’t for you. Do not think anything I do will be for you. I just came to realize you aren’t worth the amount he owes me, so a little push to get my pay and fuck you right off is just what I need.” My eyes go wide at his words. “Go to fucking sleep.”

      Then he’s gone.
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      “You were meant to keep her,” Joey says as I sit opposite him in front of the fireplace. He just got back from doing some jobs, and most nights he doesn’t stay here. Except when his demons haunt him.

      They haunt all of us—me the most.

      I grunt at his words.

      “Boss.” I turn to look at him as he passes me a crystal glass of whiskey. “We could use her.”

      “For?”

      He smirks. “Sex. I’m sure the boys will be gentle, at first.”

      “You all get enough pussy,” I say back to him, gazing into the fire.

      “Yeah, but a live-in one?” He nods as if it’s the best thought he’s ever had.

      “We don’t rape women, Joey.”

      “Whoa.” He holds up his hands. “No one said that. We could pay her. A lot.”

      “No,” I answer back. We may be a lot of things, but that is something we are not. And we’ve done a lot of dark shit in our lifetime.

      “Boss.”

      We both turn.

      Phillip stands there with his arms crossed in front of him and his eyes directed to the floor. “She asked to swim. She’s outside.” Phillip turns and walks off.

      Finishing my drink, I place the empty glass on the table and stand.

      “Bet she fucks your brains out. Those quiet ones are always so damn fuckable.” Joey laughs as I turn and walk out. I give him no response because it’s best not to encourage him.

      Stepping outside, I find her sitting on the edge of the pool, still in that dress. I turn and wave Phillip in as I make my way closer to her.

      She’s different.

      I’m not sure how to describe her, but she’s not what I expected either.

      “You must think I’m a weak woman,” she says, her eyes cast down at the pool’s surface as she speaks. How she knows it’s me, I’m not sure. “I wasn’t always that way. Sometimes things break you and you let them, even when you don’t realize it’s happening.”

      I give her no words in reply.

      I have no words to give her.

      What I have to say, she doesn’t want to hear.

      I’d be ruthless, and clearly, she’s had enough of that for this day.

      “Sometimes, I just want to disappear.” She moves forward and her body goes into the water, falling forward until she is fully submerged. I step to the pool’s edge and see her touching the bottom, not coming up for air.

      Glancing at my watch, I check the time, then look back to her.

      She stays under.

      One minute.

      Two minutes.

      I’m about to dive in after her when she finally pushes up off the bottom, sucking in air once she reaches the surface.

      She eyes me, her gaze tightening as it locks on mine. “What’s wrong?”

      “Why would you think something is wrong?”

      “You have this look …” She shakes her head. “Never mind.” Then she goes back under again and I time her.

      This time, she lasts almost three minutes before she comes back up, only this time she’s gasping for air.

      “I used to swim every day, no matter the temperature. It was …” she flips to her back and starts floating, “… an escape.”

      “Why are you telling me this?” I don’t recall asking for her life story.

      “We have to spend a week together, so I figured you should know who is living in your house.” She turns, swims to the edge of the pool where the stairs are located, and looks at me before she climbs out, her dress now sticking to her tight little body. “I want my phone.”

      “You’re making demands now?”

      Those eyes that are infused with warm honey and green trees lock on me.

      I can see the defiance in them, and I wonder why she never gave it to him. From what he said, he had total control over her. But I can see her fire there, sparkling behind those doe eyes, waiting for someone to light the match and ignite the tinder box.

      “No, I am asking for my phone, so after this week I still have a job to go to because I know for a fact that he’s going to go home and sell everything we own, and I will be left with jack shit.”

      She’s right, he’s probably doing that right now.

      It’s the kind of people I go into business with, knowing full well who they are. Everyone in this life is here to serve their own purpose. Some just come along for a ride instead of taking ownership of the wheel.

      “You should go inside.”

      Sailor’s mouth starts to open, then she closes it and walks past me.

      I’m still undecided if I want to kill her.

      Time will tell.
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      Phillip walks in with his head down as I sit at the window, still in my wet clothes. It’s dark and I’m tired, but I don’t know if I want to sleep just yet.

      “Miss.” I raise my head and see him holding out his hand and in it is a key. I take it from him—it’s my house key. “Please go outside.” He leaves and I follow. When I get to the front door, which is open, there are two black cars and three men leaning on them, talking in hushed tones. When I step out, all three stop and two of them look directly at me.

      He does not.

      “You’re all wet,” one of them says.

      I remember him as the cocky one sitting next to me at the dining table, his hair is perfectly slicked back, and he’s wearing a green shirt, but he isn’t as large as Keir. “But, baby, I haven’t said anything to make you this wet. Is it just the sight of me?” He winks, and a part of me should be repulsed, but I’m not. Something about him makes me feel at ease, and that’s dangerous.

      “No, looking at you makes me dry. Dry as the Sahara Desert.” I smirk back at him.

      “I can see your nipples,” he points out and looks straight at my breasts.

      “They look good?” I ask him with a tilt of my head.

      This time, he throws his head back and starts laughing. “They do. They really do. Now, if you would just remove the rest of your clothes so I can take a better look.”

      “Roberto.” Keir says his name succinctly, and instantly, Roberto stops talking and turns away from me, but not before he throws another wink in my direction. Keir approaches and touches my hair, lifting just a few strands, feeling it between his fingers before he drops it back in place. Then he leans in closer. I can smell his breath on my face and a hint of whiskey hits my nostrils. His dark eyes, which hold notes of amber flecks, flick their way across my features.

      “Go and get what you can carry. Try to run.” Keir reaches his hand to the back of my neck and pulls my hair slightly, just enough so our faces are now touching nose to nose, then he smiles. “I’ll eat you for breakfast, and not in the good way. You’ll wish you never fucking met me, do you understand?”

      “I … I …”

      I stutter, my lips basically moving on his as he speaks again, “I nothing. Tell me you understand.” He doesn’t care that our lips are touching. He makes no move to kiss me, he only wants me to know he holds all the power. That it’s his choice regarding everything.

      I chant in my head.

      It’s only a week.

      It’s only a week.

      But it’s already been a few days.

      Can I do another week?

      “Understood.”

      He backs off, and the cold air assaults my face again. Keir says nothing more as he goes back inside and leaves me standing there with two of his men.

      “Come on, sweetcheeks, we don’t got all night. We need some action too.” Roberto winks at me as he gets into the passenger side of one of the cars. The other guy looks me over before he gets in the driver’s side and starts the car. I slide into the backseat, and they start driving just as I get the door closed. Not once do they ask me where I live or how to get there. It’s obvious they already know that. They speak of music and drinks, nothing to tell me any more about who they are or what they do.

      I almost fall asleep on the ride to the apartment. When we arrive, I see the lights on and have to stop myself from telling them to keep driving. Both men get out of the car, and I follow. I watch as they walk up the stairs that lead to my green door, which I painted myself, and I think looks so trendy up against all the other dowdy ones.

      I love this apartment. It isn’t overly big—nothing ever is in New York—but it was perfect for us. It’s cozy with two bedrooms, and I put a lot of effort into making it our home. Now, when I look at it under the night sky, I wonder what demons live inside.

      There’s one I know all too well.

      Roberto doesn’t play around, going straight up to the door and knocking hard. I only saw my husband a few hours ago, but when he pulls the door open, he looks trashed, like he came home and decided to drink everything available to him. His eyes fall to the men, then to me standing behind them.

      “What are you doing here?” he spits, a beer bottle in one hand.

      “I need to get my things.”

      Roberto moves to the side so I can go in, and Dillan blocks the doorway.

      “Fuck off, this isn’t your place anymore.”

      “Just let me get my things, Dillan. Not everything in here is yours.”

      He chuckles and it sounds purely sadistic. “Of course, it is. Even you are mine. Bitch.”

      Fuck! I take a deep breath to hold back my anger. I want so badly to punch him in the dick. Instead, I stand taller and look over his shoulder before I push past him and through the door. He huffs as I do. Dillan has never hit me, and I wouldn’t have thought he would ever do such a thing, but the man I have seen come to the surface this last week isn’t someone I know too well anymore.

      “Run along, bitch.” He faces me, and I look to see Roberto and his friend just standing at the door, not paying us any attention.

      I open my mouth to say something but walk past him and straight up the stairs instead. My hands slide along the wooden rails that I have clung to many times when I needed to, especially through the hard times, but this time they are pulling me up toward my old bedroom and to where my personal items are located. I head straight for the closet, grabbing the first bag I see and start packing it full of my clothes along with other things I know I will need. Then I head into the bathroom where my collection of jewelry is in a drawer and stuff all of that in too. I try searching for my phone but come up empty-handed.

      “Give me the ring.” I look down to the ring on my finger, the one he asked me to marry him with, and pull it off my finger without any further thought. My skin is imprinted from years of wearing it, and if this was a different situation, I might just cry.

      “Take it.” I go to hand it to him, but he pulls me by my wrist toward him.

      Dillan’s breath smells of liquor when he speaks, “I’ll take you anytime I want, remember that.”

      I push off his chest, but his fingers wrap tighter around my wrist.

      “Let go of my wrist, Dillan.” He does, pushing me back when he drops it.

      “He’s going to kill you,” he whispers. “It’s what he does. Keir’s evil.” He sneers at me.

      “Who is he?” I ask, hoping he’ll tell me.

      Keir is the reason I’m in this predicament, after all.

      “He’s the one they run from,” he whispers. “If we had a real-life bogeyman, he would be it. I guess that’s what happens when you take over your family business that’s known for being shady cunts. Fucking mafia.” He shakes his head.

      What the fuck?

      I grab my bag from the floor where I dropped it.

      “You made a deal with the mafia?” I ask incredulously, trying to understand his stupidity. “How dumb are you exactly?” I shake my head and go back into our closet where an old box full of family jewels sits on the top shelf. When I reach for it, Dillan snatches it away from my hands. “Give it back.”

      “Nope. I’m going to sell them so I can pay my debt.”

      “You have the apartment and everything in it. Now, give me my grandparents’ things, Dillan.”

      He shakes his head with pride, like a naughty kid who knows they have won.

      I jump at him, trying to reach for the box, but he chuckles at my attempt. So I jump again, but this time he knocks me in the mouth, backhanding me to the floor. I can taste the metallic tang of my blood from my split lip.

      “Give. It. Back!” I scream at him, getting to my feet quickly, finally ready to cause him some serious damage between the legs.

      “No,” he screams back at me, looking like a feral dog as spittle flies from his mouth.

      That’s when I feel the presence of someone behind us, and we both turn to see Roberto standing there.

      He looks from me to my lip, then to Dillan. “Give it to her, now,” he says in a casual tone.

      “You can’t come in here telling me what the fuck to give my wife,” Dillan barks.

      Roberto doesn’t seem fazed by his words and pulls out a gun from his back pocket and places it near his leg—not raising it—just to let him know he has it and will use it if need be. “Now.” I can hear in his tone that it’s his last warning—something he probably doesn’t give a lot of.

      Dillan throws the box at me, and I grab it eagerly, then pick up my bag on the way to the door.

      “Don’t come back, Sailor.”

      I turn around to look at him. “I wouldn’t dare.” I smile, feeling the split in my lip stinging as I do, and Roberto motions for me to walk past him. I glance down at the gun and am careful not to touch it as I slide out of the bedroom. When I get downstairs, the other guy is waiting at the front door with a phone to his ear. He hangs up when I get there and stands taller. His hair is the same honey brown as Keir’s, even his eyes are the same, but he holds a different feel to him, as if, dare I say it, softer. Which is absurd considering all these men are more than likely murders.

      “I’m Sailor,” I tell him, offering him my free hand as I juggle my things in the other. He looks at it as if he can’t believe I just did that and shakes his head.

      “I know who you are,” he says in a rough voice.

      Quickly, I pull my hand back to my side and adjust my belongings as I feel them slipping.

      “Can I ask what your name is?” No one seems willing to give me their names. It’s kind of weird. I only know Roberto’s because he has no shame.

      “You can ask,” he responds.

      “But I’m guessing you won’t tell me?” I question him, and we both turn when we hear Roberto walking back down the stairs.

      “It’s Joey. He’s the boss’s brother.” Roberto smiles at Joey then looks at me. “Is that all you want? We were told to assist you in getting whatever you want from here before leaving.” He peers into the television room. “I can carry that.” He nods to the television in question.

      I remember the day we bought it, after our second miscarriage.

      He wanted to get out, I did not. But, of course, I went with him. Even when I should have stayed in bed. He picked it out, brought it home, then proceeded to sit in front of it all weekend like I didn’t matter to him at all.

      There were so many signs.

      So many obvious signals things were not right.

      What was wrong with me?

      Or better yet, what is wrong with me?

      “I don’t want anything else.” I pull my bags in tighter and walk out the door.

      “He has your phone. Did you know that?” Dillan’s voice rings through the air, and I spin back to him. “I saw you looking for it. It’s not here. He took it.”

      I look to Roberto for confirmation, but he doesn’t answer.

      “I know,” I reply. Dillan doesn’t need to know I don’t have it.

      Dillan smirks and shakes his head before he takes a step closer to us. Lifting his hand, he grabs the edge of the door and slams it shut in my face.

      Asshole.
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      She’s sleeping when I get back to my room. I should have put her in another room. It would have been the wise thing to do. I don’t want to have her smell and her things taking over mine, which they are already doing. All the lights are on, and she has changed out of that dress she had on earlier.

      Now she sleeps in a pair of pajamas with dogs all over them.

      Roberto walks in, looks to where she is sleeping, then to me. “Joey doesn’t like her,” is all he says.

      I know what that means, and what others think it means is the exact opposite.

      Joey likes her.

      I know Joey well.

      Joey likes a lot of things, so it’s no surprise.

      “Dillan is at the front door.” Roberto looks at her. “Should I wake her?” he asks, confirming with me before he does.

      “No, she would be of no use.” I walk out and he follows.

      Why that dickhead keeps coming here is beyond me. You’d think he would use his brains after the first time and listen. Out front, I find him pacing on the pavement—back and forth, back and forth—clearly drunk.

      Dillan stops when he sees me and places his hands in front of him as he starts to talk, “You can’t have her. I want her back.”

      I say nothing in return, as there’s nothing left to say. We made a deal, and that deal is done. I turn to walk back into the house when his words stop me.

      “I’ll take her. She isn’t yours, you scum. I know what you do. I know who you are. Once she knows, she’ll run too.”

      When I face him again, I see pure madness written all over his features.

      It takes three seconds—I know because I count down.

      One to pull it from my trousers.

      Two to raise it.

      Three for the bullet to hit his leg.

      He goes down like the piece of shit he is, his screams piercing the night sky.

      “Oh, my god!” Sailor stands at the door directly behind me, with a mixture of disbelief and horror written all over her face. “You …” She goes to make a move toward him, but I catch her by her hip, holding her back as Dillan screams behind us. “How could you? Let me go!” Her fingernails dig into my arms, and I can feel her drawing blood with her strong grip.

      Roberto steps over to assist, but I shake my head at him. I place the gun in my back pocket before I move her so I’m holding her with both hands. “Calm the fuck down.”

      Sailor’s face goes bright red, but she shuts up and looks directly at me, her eyes wide as they lock on mine, her fire simmering within them.

      “You shot my husband, and now you’re telling me to be calm?”

      “Would you like me to shoot you too, to make it even?”

      Her body locks up, and I let her go. She almost drops to the ground but catches herself.

      “Now, get back inside.”

      She glances at her husband, and before I can stop her, she’s kneeling in front of him and touching his face. He instantly stops crying at her touch before she opens her mouth and speaks, “You are a fool. You did this. Remember that.” She pulls away from him and stands, seemingly unaffected as she walks away leaving him to bleed. His blood is soaking into my concrete, and it’s making me rage. Such a mess for this worthless piece of shit.

      “Sailor,” he cries out for her.

      But she ignores him.

      When she reaches me, she gives me a look that could rock the skies, then whips her head around and goes back inside like she owns the place.

      “She’s going to be so much fun,” Roberto says, smiling.

      “Leave now, because the next bullet will enter your fucking skull,” I tell Dillan before I turn and head back inside, not waiting to see if he does as he’s told.

      If he had any brains, he would hustle.

      “You’re the mafia, aren’t you?” Her words stop me in my tracks. She is curled up on the couch, her legs tucked under her ass as she sits there waiting for me in the dark. I switch on the light, and she doesn’t even move. The bottom of her pajamas are covered in blood, but she doesn’t seem to care. When I don’t answer, she stands and gets right in my face. “Fuck you too. You’re just another asshole who thinks he can control me. I’m here for a week, then I am fucking gone.” She huffs. “P.S., give me my fucking phone. I need to work.”

      I snap my teeth at her, and she jumps backward. Then I let a lazy smile spread across my face and saunter to the bathroom to take a shower.

      No one makes demands of me.

      No matter who they are.
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      I ended up passing out on his chair. He came back from the shower and climbed into bed, not speaking to me again.  But when I woke, I was back in his bed, and I don’t understand why.

      He isn’t next to me when I rise, and I’m thankful as I go to my bag and grab clean clothes before I shower. When I enter the bathroom, I see him standing at the sink brushing his teeth. He stares at me through the mirror.

      He’s good at not speaking—just staring.

      I’ve never met anyone like him.

      And I’m thankful for that, I guess.

      Believe me, I have met some real shady-ass people in my life.

      Turning my back to him, I start the shower and place my things down before I begin undressing. I’m not someone who’s insecure about my body. My parents taught me at a young age that beauty is what you perceive it to be, so if you have a thought going around in your brain that you need to change something, you will focus on it and focus on it until you hate it.

      I hated my body when I couldn’t carry a child.

      But slowly, I’m starting to love her again.

      Even after I blamed her, caused her pain, she is still me and I am still her. And I only have this one body, so I best be good to her.

      The steam starts to fill the room, and I feel his eyes on my back, but I don’t bother to confirm it as I get in and wash myself, while keeping myself turned away from him. When I’m done, I reach for the towel and find it not there. Instead, I find Keir holding it out to me.

      “Thank you.” I take it, but he doesn’t let it go. “Keir.” I say his name for the first time, and he eyes me with suspicion before he releases the towel so I can wrap it around my body.

      “I’ve never wanted to fuck one of my captives before.”

      His words shock me so much that I freeze on the spot.

      I’m not sure if he’s waiting for me to speak, but when he realizes I won’t, he leaves me to get changed.

      And I swear I saw him smirk just before he turned to go.
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      My phone is on the bed. That’s my first thought when I finally manage to get out of the bathroom. I’m fully dressed and took my time about it. I even sat on the toilet wondering what I’m going to say to him.

      I mean, I saw him shoot my husband without so much as a blink of his eye.

      This man is clearly not someone I want to piss off.

      Keir is the man you stay away from, far away from.

      So why when I am near him do I think of things I shouldn’t be?

      Sex.

      When was the last time I had sex, though?

      Two months ago? Probably longer.

      I honestly can’t remember what it’s like to be touched with passion. Whenever Dillan and I fucked, it was quick and done. We had no lust, nothing left anymore. Maybe he did me a favor by selling me to Keir. I never would have been strong enough to leave him.

      Reaching for my phone, I call my lawyer and ask her to draw up divorce papers stating I want nothing from Dillan but what I have already taken. I sit back on the bed and start to go through my phone and all the messages and emails I’ve missed. I prided myself on being reachable and always on time. So, when I check my messages from my clients and see how worried for my safety they’ve been, I figure they have a right to be. Even when I was in the hospital, I wrote back. It’s just who I am by nature.

      Staying on the bed for a few hours doing as much as I can to catch up without a computer, I finally raise my head to stretch my neck, and that’s when I see Roberto standing at the door.

      “You missed breakfast,” he says, glancing around.

      “I was working.”

      “You don’t need to work.”

      I huff at his words. “Oh, yes I do. This is my only income, and I would be stupid to ruin it.” I shake my phone to show him and immediately go back to it.

      “It’s lunch, you need to eat something.” He leaves without another word, but I go back to work instead. At one point, I get up and walk around the room just to move my legs, then I open a book a client has asked me to read for her. Before I know it, I’m halfway done, the sun has set, and I haven’t left the room.

      My stomach growls madly at the thought of food.

      “Where the fuck have you been?” The door swings open to reveal Keir standing there, dressed immaculately in a black suit with a gun on each hip.

      He looks good.

      Like, really good.

      I thought he looked okay before, I’m not blind after all, but maybe it’s the romance book I’m reading, or maybe it’s the promise of pain in his eyes. So I smile at his words.

      His expression goes sour, and he shakes his head. “Clearly, you can’t be in charge of feeding yourself. Get up and get dressed. You’re coming with us.” He strides out the door, leaving no room for argument.

      Dressed?

      I look down at what I’m wearing. I am dressed. Sticking my head out the door, I find the boy there.

      “Hey, umm …” I glance down the hallway. “Do you have any idea of what I should wear?”

      “Something nice, Miss,” is all he gives me.

      Damn, okay. Rifling through my clothes, I pull out a black leather skirt and pair it with some Dr. Martens and a baggy shirt, which I tie up at the back to show my midriff, then run my fingers through my messy hair before I add some oil to control the frizz. I slide my phone into my bra and head to the front door. When I get there, he’s waiting.

      Keir turns to face me, his eyes giving me the once over before they latch on to mine. “Are you going to a club?” he asks.

      I thought I looked cute. I saw the outfit on Pinterest and had to try it.

      “You didn’t say where …” I start, looking back over my shoulder. “I can change if wherever we’re going requires something flashier.” When I turn back to him, he’s already walking to his car, so I follow behind and ask, “Am I riding with you?”

      “Get in,” is his gruff response.

      Huffing, I do as he says and slide in next to him. I see his eyes latch on to my bare thigh before he looks away as the car starts to move.

      “Where are we going?” I ask, my hands folding on my lap.

      He doesn’t answer.

      “Well, I had a great day today. Caught up on work, read a book about a girl who got kidnapped … oh, hey, it’s like me.” I giggle and see him puzzled at my demeanor. “Do you read?”

      “No.”

      At least he answered that one—score one for me!

      “I’m hungry, are we eating?”

      “Of course, we are.” His words are snapped and small.

      “Okay, great,” I say cheerfully.

      “Do you want to suck my cock to tide you over?”

      My cheer dies at his words and by the look on his face, I can see he’s serious.

      I’m so shocked at his words I feel mortified.

      Who speaks like that?

      But two can play that game.

      “Only if you lick me first.” I expect him to shake his head and tell me no.

      The only problem is he moves fast in the roomy backseat. His seat belt is undone before I even know what’s happening, and his hands find my skirt before he touches my bare legs and starts to slide his hands up my thighs. I suck in air, unable to form words at what he’s doing.

      Dillan never liked to eat pussy. Well, he never liked to eat mine, that is. He probably ate the full sweet treat menu somewhere other than at our home with me.

      “Maybe I’ll start with dessert,” Keir says, then leans forward and his lips touch my inner thigh. I’m shocked—literally so shocked—like I have no idea what to do.

      Do I push him away?

      Tell him I was joking?

      Yet, somehow, my body responds in the complete opposite way to what I thought it would, and my legs open just a fraction for him. He takes that as a sign to continue and unbuckles me, moving me easily, taking control of my legs until I face him with one leg on either side of him.

      Keir licks his lips, and that’s all it takes before his head drops down and he lifts my skirt all the way up. I look up, my eyes rolling to the back of my head as his mouth touches the outside of my panties and his hot breath blows on my lace-covered flesh, causing an involuntary whimper to leave my lips. Luckily for us, there is a petition in the middle of the car so the driver can’t see us.

      I’m not sure I would care to stop even if he could.

      He licks and sucks me through my panties, making me wet. Or maybe I already was.

      Who is this girl?

      And where did she come from?

      Is this considered cheating?

      I’m about to push him off me when he slips a finger in, and I lose track of breathing. Like, how is that even possible, to lose track of breathing?

      Gosh, it’s been a long time since I’ve been loved down there. Touched down there.

      My head is filled with fluff, and I’m unable to see through the sweet sensations he’s giving me.

      Lord help me.

      I know I can’t stop him now.

      I’m not even sure I want to.

      My legs open even farther, and my head drops back as they do. I manage to look out the window as he moves my panties to the side and his hot tongue touches my clit. I jump, but he’s ready for that and holds me down with a hand on my hips.

      He tastes me.

      He eats me.

      He makes me scream like I have never screamed before in my life.

      And I’m not shy about it at all.

      His finger pumps in and out, and his tongue never stops, even when I grab his hair, pulling it through my fingers to try to slow the sensations that won’t stop building and building.

      I’m having oral sex with a man I don’t even know.

      A man who shot my husband.

      Oh. My. God.

      Literally, all at the same time, when I think I should pull away, he flicks something, and I lose it completely. My toes curl, my body falls back further into the seat, and I’m unable to move.

      Breathe.

      Think coherently.

      Then the car stops, and he is off me. Keir pulls my skirt down but doesn’t move me from half-lying across the seat. He opens his door, gets out, and looks back down at me. “You have two minutes to get your ass out of that car and into the restaurant.” Then he slams the door shut.

      I sit up and pull my skirt farther down and pull my panties back into position.

      I’ve just let a man from the mafia taste a part of me that hasn’t been touched in a long time.

      Better yet, I just had sex with a man who shot my husband.

      Or, should I say, ex-husband.

      Shit.

      Shit.

      Double shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Variety Gossip

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Variety Gossip

      

      

      

      
        
        The King of the Underworld

      

        

      
        You know it, him again. Spotted at his restaurant. But ladies, he was not alone. I’ve even heard rumors he has seen this one more than once.

        Will it finally be time for the king of the underworld to settle down?

        Will this little honey-brunette he has been seen with, be the one to do that for him?

        Or is she simply another notch on his bedpost?

        Time will tell …

      

      

    

  







            Chapter Eleven

          

          

      

    

    






Keir

        

      

    

    
      I shouldn’t have.

      It was my mistake.

      And I don’t make many mistakes.

      But this was one of them.

      I should have fucked someone else before I got in the car with her.

      It would have solved all my fucking problems.

      Scrubbing my hand down my face, I lick my lips as she walks in. She took longer than two minutes, and for that she deserves a spanking.

      The problem with that? I have a feeling she’d like it, though.

      Fuck. I shake my head as she makes her way over to us. Everyone is quiet, all eyes on her, as she approaches the only available seat—right next to me—and sets her hand on the back of it.

      “Can I sit here?” Her question is directed at me, and I feel all eyes at the table locked on me, waiting for confirmation. “Hello?” She looks about, nodding her head at the men seated around the table, and then directs her sight back on me. “Can I sit here?” she reiterates with a bit more of a bite.

      “Sit,” I reply finally, and she does just that, pulling out the chair and sitting down, delicately placing a napkin on her lap.

      “I didn’t realize it was so dressy. I apologize for the way I’m dressed.” Her words are directed at all of us who are seated at the table. I choose not to answer her because, despite what I want to think, she looks fucking hot. And better than every single woman in this five-star restaurant.

      “No need to apologize here, you look divine,” Romarc says from across the table. He has his new fling with him, dressed as you would expect someone to be at this type of establishment. Her beady eyes fall to Sailor, and they pin her with a stare of pure unadulterated hatred.

      “Thank you, so does your wife.” Sailor’s eyes turn to the new fling, whose name I forgot the minute it was introduced. “Is your dress Chanel? It looks divine.”

      I almost smirk at her response. She’s clever.

      The fling’s eyes change to shy, and a smile touches her lips as she lays her hand on Romarc’s shoulder, clearly happy about her being called his wife.

      Romarc is a man-whore and will forever remain one.

      He has a wife, and she’s at home with the kids.

      And believe me, she knows where her husband is, and what he does, and even who he does. But she doesn’t care as long as she gets whatever she wants, plus a new G Wagon for Mother’s Day.

      Romarc’s an unlikely acquaintance. He’s known for hustling and bustling drugs around New York—the kingpin of drug running. He also owes me a lot of money because, no matter how much he makes, he is fucking terrible at keeping it.

      So, from now on, I get a percentage of whatever he sells.

      And he knows the consequences if he fucks me over.

      I’ll put a bullet in his brain, no matter how powerful he is. But first, I might take a few fingers for touching what’s mine.

      Next to Romarc are two of his men, and with me is Roberto. Usually, it's Joey and Roberto, but tonight, I sent Joey on a job, so it’s just Roberto.

      “Are you two together?” Romarc’s fling asks.

      “No,” Sailor answers for us. She looks to her hand, which I notice is bare, her wedding ring no longer perched perfectly on her finger.

      “So why are you here?” she pushes.

      Sailor looks to me, elbows propped on the table. “Yeah, not really sure how to answer that without getting shot.” She winks at Romarc’s fling, who laughs at her. Sailor then looks to me and says, “Care to answer?”

      Her bravery is making me speechless. Almost. “No.”

      She nods like she expected that reply, and I turn back to Romarc.

      “Do you, or do you not, need my men to assist with pick up?” He picks up his glass of wine and takes a sip.

      “No, it’s handled. And I think we’ve had enough business for tonight. How about since you own this place, you get your waiters to bring us another round of drinks and some more food,” Romarc says with a smile and then he winks at Sailor.

      When my eyes meet Sailor’s, hers are asking me questions.

      “This is your restaurant?” she questions, surprise lingering in her voice.

      “Yes, I own it. Amongst other things.”

      The waiter comes over and offers more water.

      Sailor is the only one with manners and thanks him as he walks off.

      “Look …” she leans in so her breath hits the back of my ear, “… what happened in the car, can’t happen again.”

      Ignoring her as the waiter brings food, I place my hand under the table and then rest it high up on her leg. She lets out a little yelp and covers her mouth, then picks up her napkin and pats her mouth, side-eyeing me and shaking her head. “Keir.”

      Why when my name comes from her mouth is it like she’s pulling each syllable with the draw of her tongue and wanting to wrap it around her lips? Like she should with my cock.

      “Mmhmm.”

      “Can you please move your hand?” She says it quietly enough so only I can hear, but I choose to ignore it as if I didn’t hear her words. My hand slides up her thigh even higher, and she closes her legs tight. She has strong thighs, I’ll give her that, but they’re no match for me. Especially as I lightly rub the inside of her thigh up and down, and as I do, she slowly relaxes, opening her legs for me in response.

      Food is placed in front of her, and I can see she’s barely holding it together. I skim her panties with my fingers, hearing her breathing pick up before I pull them away. “Eat,” I demand.

      If looks could kill, I’d be dead right where I sit. I watch as she crosses her legs and then proceeds to eat. I have to admit, I like that she has a backbone but also listens when she should.

      Pity I plan on killing her by the end of the week.

    

  







            Chapter Twelve

          

          

      

    

    






Sailor

        

      

    

    
      The food was amazing, the company not so much. But I’ve never eaten in a five-star restaurant before, and now that I have, I know what I’m missing and it’s some of the most delicious food I have ever tasted.

      As we stand from the table—the same one Keir tried slipping his fingers into me under—I smile at the woman opposite me. She places her hand on Romarc’s shoulder. Her name is Ginger, I have since found out after having a small conversation with her during dinner.

      She clearly is with him for one reason. And it’s not because of his looks. Romarc isn’t hideous, but he’s no Keir, that’s for sure. I saw her eyes wander over to Keir a few times, and I wondered if she’s tried to get with him in the past. Maybe she’s been one of the girls he brings to his room to suck his cock.

      Oh, my god.

      Am I about to be that girl?

      Nope, not sucking his cock.

      Not gonna happen, no matter how pretty it is.

      “Sailor, it was a pleasure.” Romarc kisses my hand, then looks to Keir. “Bring her more often. You talk less business. It’s refreshing.” He winks at me before they leave.

      Roberto steps in and whispers something to Keir, so I start walking outside to the car, leaving them to it. Keir’s car is still parked directly in front of the restaurant, and it’s the only one there.

      “Sailor.” I turn to find Romarc standing there, a cigar in his hand and his lady friend Ginger gone. He walks over to me, and I feel his eyes roam my legs before they settle on my breasts, which are clearly hidden underneath my shirt. “Can you escape tonight? I would love to show you around.”

      His words make my skin crawl.

      That’s a hard no.

      But I smile at him. “I’m married and not interested. But thank you for the offer.”

      “I’m married too. That never hurt anybody.” Little does he know how much it does hurt most women and probably some men too. When I used to find evidence of other women on Dillan’s clothes, it broke a small part of me each and every time. His wife must feel the same.

      “It’s time you left.” Keir stands directly behind me, his front touching my back, and I’m frozen in place as I didn’t hear him step in behind me.

      “Don’t seem so married now.” Romarc winks, then walks away.

      “Flirting with the enemy, I see.” I go to step away from Keir, but he’s too fast. His hand circles my hip and keeps me in place, so I’m plastered to him.

      And I feel his cock.

      His large hard cock.

      Which is pressing into my ass.

      “I meant what I said. I’m married. What happened in the car can’t happen again.”

      “If you say so.” Keir shifts my hair from my shoulder, and I feel his breath before his lips land on my neck, leaving soft kisses in their wake.

      Pulling away from him, I move so he can’t catch me again and spin around to face him. “Keep your hands to yourself.”

      He laughs, and I step farther away. This time he listens, though, and does just that, keeps his hands to himself and gets in the car. I follow, and he doesn’t speak or touch me the entire ride home.
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      I have curled myself up on his couch again. Keir didn’t come inside with me, and I don’t think he even came home during the night, because this time when I wake I’m still in the same spot on his couch where I fell asleep.

      “Sleeping beauty.” I roll over to see Roberto leaning against the wall with a sports magazine in his hand. He closes it, pushes off the wall, and looks at me. “Rise and shine.”  He winks and walks off, yelling over his shoulder that breakfast is ready. I look down at my clothes and decide, fuck it! I’m wearing what I have on. All Keir can do is tell me to go back and change and what does that matter. When I walk into the dining room, I find it’s just Keir at the table, food in front of him as he sits back against his chair waiting for me to enter.

      “Hello.” It’s all I can think of to say. I can’t ask him where he was last night because, frankly, it’s none of my business. And if I am being perfectly honest, my care factor right now is at zero. He says nothing in return, so I pull out a seat and sit across from him.

      He licks his lips, and I remember what it was like to have him between my legs. How good it felt. Stop it! Stop thinking like that.

      “A lawyer called.” My phone, which is in front of him, is slid across the table to me. I didn’t even realize he had it.

      “Really?” Picking it up, I check my emails.

      “You’re divorcing him?”

      “Yep.”

      He nods, then picks up his cup of coffee, bringing it to his lips to drink. “Eat.”

      Keir’s a man of few words, and internally I smirk at his brashness, but I do as he says. Not because he told me to, but because I’m starving. Dark eyes watch me, and I randomly wonder how long it takes him to dress in his designer suit every morning and to walk out looking this good every day. The only time I’ve seen him without a suit was when he was naked.

      Not that I am complaining.

      “Have you ever been married?” I ask. No one else is here, and it’s too quiet to listen to myself chew.

      “No.”

      “No one special ever held your interest?” I ask, giving a timid smile.

      “No.”

      “Okay then,” I mumble under my breath.

      “Marriage is for those who want to trap and contain. Exactly as your husband did to you. He confined you, kept you ensnared in a life you didn’t want.”

      “It’s not always like that.”

      “Hmmm,” is all the response I get.

      “It’s not. We didn’t start out that way. We were happy. We tried for children.”

      “No, you weren’t. It was all a lie.” I bite my lip at his words. “Dillan set you up with an illusion. And you bought that illusion hook, line, and sinker.”

      My response is a quick and resounding, “No, he did not.”

      “Yes, he did,” he replies matter-of-factly.

      “I’m not that gullible.” My arms cross over my chest as I lean back in my chair, annoyed that he thinks he knows me so well.

      “Okay then, tell me … when I fucked you with my mouth, did you like it?” His crude words make me pause, and it’s not long before I feel my cheeks turning a soft shade of pink. “Words, Sailor,” he demands.

      “Yes. Yes, I did.” There is no use lying, he will call me out on it.

      “In that moment, you thought I was a good enough man to be between your legs, correct?”

      “Yes,” I answer.

      “But you know I shoot first and ask questions later. You saw it when I shot your husband. And, Sailor …” he leans over the table, his expressionless eyes staring straight into mine, “… I would do the same to you, no matter how sweet your pussy tastes.”

      “You’d shoot me?” I ask in disbelief.

      “Right between the damn eyes,” he says without missing a beat. “I would like to fuck you. It’s one of the reasons I haven’t killed you yet. You interest me, but I will also not force myself on you. I don’t need to. All I have to do is touch you between your legs, and you’ll be putty in my hands.”

      “My husband did love me once, just so you know,” I say, changing the subject. Last thing I want to be thinking of right now is this man between my legs.

      Because I liked it.

      A lot.

      “Soon to be ex-husband.”

      “Yes,” I say in a small voice because it’s not something I am proud of. When I said, “I do,” for me it was forever, and that fact is not lost on me right now.

      “I bet you’re the type of girl who pictured the happily ever after.” He smiles darkly. “Having children, married, happy life. But then …” he holds up his finger, “… fucked up uterus, terrible choice in partners, and a life span of who knows how long.”

      The way he mentioned my uterus hurts me more than I want to admit.

      I never wanted it to be that way.

      I wanted kids.

      Badly.

      I guess now I have to look for a new dream, a new life, because none of what I wanted came true.

      “I can make you forget. Do you want to forget?” I don’t bother looking up at him. Even though I hear him getting up and can feel him coming closer to me. His nearness puts everything in me on high alert.

      Keir pulls out my chair and whips it around as if I weigh nothing, then he reaches for me, lifting me out of it to sit my ass on the table. A stray tear trails down my cheek and he leans in, licking it away.

      I bet it tastes sour.

      Just like all of Dillan’s kisses.

      Bitter and acidic.

      When I finally raise my gaze to find him watching me, waiting for me to tell him to stop, I see want written all over his face. From the way his lips are parted as he stares at me to the way his eyes have darkened just a fraction more.

      My mind is gone from what happens next.

      It’s like I let a piece of me out that’s been locked away and is finally free. I lie back on the table, my hands going to the hem of my nightgown and lifting it up over my hips, exposing my lace panties to him.

      Keir is a patient man, I’ve come to realize, and it seems he likes to meet my needs first.

      Lowering himself, his lips make contact with my thigh and, ever so slowly, he gives me torturous, light kisses along my tingling flesh until he reaches my mound. I hear him breathe me in before he removes my panties. I assist without hesitation by lifting my hips for him and feel them slide down my legs.

      “You want to be my dirty little slut, lollipop?” Before I can answer, his mouth is on me, and I gasp loudly. “Slut.” I hear him call me, and I make no effort to stop him, to tell him not to demean me like that.

      But then again, I somehow like it.

      Never thought that word could turn me on, but it does, and I eagerly buck my hips to meet his mouth. His tongue pleasures every inch of my clit, working it as only he can.

      I wonder who taught him such magical things.

      My body starts to lock, and I know it’s coming. Just before it hits me, he pulls away, leaving my body screaming and wanting more. Keir pulls the zipper of his pants down and now would be the time for me to say no, to move away. Instead, I wiggle down the table, until my ass reaches the edge, and feel him there.

      Now is the time to say no.

      That I do not want to be fucked by him.

      He would stop if I asked.

      I know he would.

      I feel he would.

      So, what do I do? I move down even farther until I’m rubbing myself on him. I see Keir watching my actions intently as he bites his lip, letting out a groan when I moan from the way his cock feels against me. He positions himself at my entrance and then slowly pushes in before lifting my body from the table.

      I wrap my legs around his waist, and he starts walking back to his bedroom. With each and every step he takes, I grind myself into him, craving more friction, but it’s not enough. None of it is enough. I try to move more, but he has me locked in place.

      I was so close.

      So close before, until he removed his mouth, and now that his cock is in me, he’s stopped.

      I’m about ready to groan loudly in frustration when he lays me back on the bed, pulls out of me, and goes to his closet, coming back with what looks like a wand.

      He turns it on, and I hear a zapping sound as he reaches me. His other hand reaches down and touches between my legs then he motions to my nightgown. “Remove it.”

      Somehow, I’ve sobered enough from being drunk off his mouth and shake my head.

      Keir barks out a laugh and walks back to his closet. When he returns, his cock is no longer showing, and he doesn’t have that device in his hand.

      “Figures,” is all he says as he leaves.

      Dropping back onto the bed, I wonder what he was just about to do to me and why I now regret stopping him.

    

  







            Chapter Thirteen

          

          

      

    

    






Keir

        

      

    

    
      Blue balls.

      This bitch is giving me blue balls.

      What the fuck am I supposed to do?

      “Did you just …” Joey trails off as he walks out to where I’m standing. He shakes his head. “You’re fucking her? Since when do you fuck someone you’re meant to kill?”

      “I’ve done it before.”

      Joey shakes his head again at my answer. “This is different, and you know it.”

      I turn to face him. He doesn’t usually argue with me, but I can tell he wants to right now. His face is a light shade of red because he’s pissed.

      “You want to fuck her too?” I ask, smiling. “Good luck to you. Not even I could get it in.” He doesn’t need to know that I did and I pulled out, but it was her who ended it.

      “No, don’t try to change the subject.”

      I hold my hand up at him, and he shuts up the minute I do.

      “When are they coming?” I ask.

      “Tomorrow. And then the following day, their wives.”

      “I fucking hate these days.”

      “It was your idea,” Joey points out, being the smartass he has become over the years.

      I rub my hand down my jaw, noting the slight stubble that’s starting to grow back. I need to shave.

      “Are you going to invite her?”

      I don’t answer, instead, I walk into my room to find her asleep, curled into a ball.
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      I’ve had to kill women before and I didn’t think twice about it. I was raised to be a killer—to be as ruthless as humanly possible. I could walk down a street, pull my gun out and shoot you in the head, then sleep soundly that night.

      Your death does not matter to me.

      You do not matter to me.

      The only thing that matters to me is my life.

      And my job.

      Neither would work without the other.

      I left before she woke, and when I come back in later that afternoon to shower and change, she’s sitting on the bed, a plate of fruit in front of her, engrossed in her phone. My hand reaches for her leg, and I give it a tug. Eyes that are so vibrantly green stare back at me.

      “Come wash my back.”

      Without waiting for an answer, I walk to the bathroom. I don’t have to look back to know she’s following me because I know she will. Stripping off my clothes, I step into the shower and feel her come in after me. When I turn, I find her fully clothed under the water as it rains down on both of us. The perks of having a large fucking shower.

      “You should wear your heels tonight,” I tell her, reaching for the soap and handing it to her.

      “They’re rented, I have to send them back tomorrow.” Sailor moves in closer and stands behind me. Her soft hands caress my back as she works the soap over my skin. Her hands are slow, precise, as if she wants to make sure she cleans me thoroughly. “What do you do during the day?”

      “This is my holiday house. I come out here once every month or so to catch up on work and relax.”

      “I wasn’t always like this, you know. If you’d met me before, you wouldn’t even recognize me.” A glance over my shoulder reveals a soft smile on her face.

      “I still would have fucked you.”

      She chuckles at my words while her hand slides down until it’s resting at the top of my ass where she pauses before she moves it lower. As she does, she drops the soap and it’s just her hands touching me, lingering on my skin.

      I lick my teeth before I turn around and grab her ass, lifting her up and slamming her back into the wall. Sailor’s chest arches against me, whimpering when I lean in and kiss my way up to her neck. She lifts her legs and wraps them around my waist while reaching between us, pulling her soaked skirt up and moving her panties to the side. Running her hand through my hair, she pulls me closer to bite at my neck, clamping her teeth together with such force that she might draw blood. I feel her fingers trail down my chest before they grab my hard cock, inserting it right where she wants me with a gasp of relief.

      She’s needy.

      I like that.

      Needy bitch for my cock.

      I wonder if she wanted her husband’s cock as much as she wants mine because the way her pussy is milking my cock right now, I doubt it very much.

      Needy little bitch.

      Licking my lips, I pull her head back roughly by her wet hair so I can look at her. The hunger I see in her eyes is palpable as her hips grind away on my cock with no inhibitions. Her gaze doesn’t stray as choked moans slip past her lips onto mine. She wants to kiss me—I can feel it—but usually my fucks don’t kiss me, they kiss my cock and that’s it.

      And I need to remember that’s what she is.

      Just a fuck.

      But I’m too slow to stop her.

      That’s a lie.

      I want to let her kiss me.

      Because I know what her pussy tastes like, and if her lips taste just as divine, I’ll gladly take all that she’s offering.

      My hands grip her tight ass as she moves up and down, riding my cock like a good girl against the wall. Then she sticks her tongue out and licks around my own before she presses her tempting lips to mine, demanding I kiss her back.

      And I do, because why the fuck not?

      She’s a nice little reprieve from my life right now. A distraction from what is to come. And what is already here at my doorstep.

      “Little slut,” I say to her as she breaks the kiss, coming on my cock with a screaming moan. She likes dirty words. Maybe I should keep her as my little whore. To fuck whenever I want. But as I look into her eyes, her forehead coming to lean on mine, I know I can’t keep her.

      She was never mine to have in the first place.
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      Tonight isn’t meant to include women. That won’t work, though, when I have one living here. By her choice or not. She would stay in her room if I told her to, of that I have no doubt, but what’s the point of having a toy if you can’t show her off?

      Roberto wolf whistles, and I know she’s entered the room. I don’t even have to turn around to know it because I smell her the minute she stands close to me. I make no move to touch her because that’s not what we are.

      Glancing down, those heels I love are on her feet.

      Rented.

      I didn’t even know that was a thing.

      With the amount of money I gave her husband, she shouldn’t need rented shoes.

      Just goes to prove what a dick he actually is.

      “Am I the only woman here?” I can feel her breath tickle the back of my neck as she asks me.

      “Yes. You might want to show a bit more of your tits if you want to stay.” I look between her tits to see her cleavage is indeed showing, but more would be better. Her eyes drop down as well, and she mumbles to me, “I think what I have on is fine.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      A bell is sounded, and everyone heads to the dining room. I place my hand on her lower back and start pushing her in that direction. We’ll drink, we’ll eat, then we’ll drink some more. I’m only allowing her to stay for the eating portion of the evening. After that, she will be told to go back to her room. “Best behavior.”

      She doesn’t reply, just continues looking straight ahead, not acknowledging me.

      “Or I’ll fucking spank you.”

      Her lip twitches, and before I can even think about addressing it, Lucas is there in front of us, stopping her while I keep walking to the table.

      Lucas.

      Yep, Lucas is interesting. A part of the family as is every single person here. But Lucas is a little different, twisted, even more than usual, you might say.

      We used to call him The Joker when we were kids, because of the way The Joker always did that lick of his lips with his fucked-up mouth. That’s what Lucas does.

      “I once kept someone because she smelled too sweet. Cotton candy.” Lucas makes a show at sniffing the air. “But then her smell died, and so did she.” He smiles at Sailor as he speaks, then licks his lips and takes a step closer to her. I think she’s going to scream for help, back away from him, anything to keep her distance. Instead, she leans in close so he can smell her.

      “I smell of musk, probably taste like it too. Let’s ask.” She looks over Lucas’s shoulder and straight at me. “Do I taste like musk?” Every person in the room goes silent at her question, and I can feel them all waiting for my answer.

      “The sweetest,” I reply with a lick of my lips.

      The guys hoot and holler while she winks at me, then looks back to Lucas.

      “Have you had someone who tastes like musk before?” she asks him, and her words pull a surprise smile on my lips. Who is this woman and where has she been hiding? I stare at Sailor as she crosses her legs showcasing that leg full of ink and can’t keep my eyes off it, wondering if I should trace every tattoo line with my tongue.

      “I’m always willing to try.”

      “Lucas.” My voice is stern as I watch him move toward her. I know if he touches her, he will bruise her because Lucas is into pain.  Lots of it, he revels in it.

      So do we all.

      But him?

      Well, his lovers end up dead.

      Every. Single. Time.

      No exceptions.

    

  







            Chapter Fourteen

          

          

      

    

    






Sailor

        

      

    

    
      Dinner was interesting. Half the guests are still drinking—it’s something they all do once a month, I was informed—and the other half is slowly getting up to leave.

      “The women are invited tomorrow night. Are you ready to meet them?” The words come from Roberto, who, I might add, speaks to me the most. Sometimes it’s crude comments, but I’ve figured that’s just how he rolls.

      “Am I invited to that?” I ask him but look to Keir. As far as I know, I was only invited for dinner tonight, and I thought even that was a stretch. I can see why, though. It was supposed to be for the men only, and that’s true to form. I guess I could have stayed in his room, but for some reason Keir invited me. And who am I to turn down a nice dinner with his ...

      … whatever they are?

      “You are.”

      I stand, adjusting my skirt as I do, then look around the table. “Goodnight, everyone. Thanks again for dinner and the company.” I leave, not looking back and head straight to his room. When I shut the door behind me, my eyes close as I lean against it. The minute they do, Keir enters my head, and it’s me, up against the shower wall again, his cock inside of me, fucking me exactly how I need to be fucked.

      Pure pleasure.

      And not what I expected, or like anything I’ve had in a long time.

      Opening my eyes, my gaze falls to his closet. I haven’t gone back in there since that day he came out with the mysterious wand-like thing. My days here are coming to an end, and I want to know what it was that I turned down. Opening the first drawer, I find nothing but socks. I move them around to make sure I’m not missing anything, then I do the same with the next drawer’s contents. Nothing. When I crouch down to open the last drawer, my hands pause, and I suck in a quick breath.

      This drawer contains no clothes. No, it’s full of … toys? Reaching for the object he wanted to use on me, I pull it out.

      “It electrifies and will increase the effects of your orgasm.” I almost fall backward as I whip around to see Keir at the door to his closet, observing me. I didn’t even hear him come in he’s so stealthily quiet.

      “You electrify what?” I ask, confused.

      Keir steps over, takes it from my hand and places a glass top on it, then turns it on.

      “Take off your skirt.” I shake my head. “Take it off. Trust me, you’ll love it.”

      “I don’t think you should use … you and trust, in the same sentence,” I add, pulling myself up to stand.

      “You do trust me, though. At least enough to touch your most intimate areas. You like it when I fuck you, both with my mouth and cock. So, drop the fucking skirt and stop being a Puttana.” <Bitch>

      “Don’t you have a party to be at?” I sass back at him knowing full well what he just called me.

      Keir shakes his head and steps toward me, reaching for my skirt and pulling it down with one hand. I try to evade him, but stop when I decide I do want to try.

      “When did you realize this was your kink?” I ask as he gets down on his knees in front of me. He doesn’t answer, just pulls my panties down, and I step out of them, leaving on my rented heels.

      His mouth moves closer, and he places soft kisses between my legs, then, without warning, his tongue flicks out. I widen my legs a little more to give him better access. I hear the zap but make no move to stop him. I’m still not quite sure what it is but fuck it! I’ve been living a sheltered life for long enough, now is the time to let go.

      “Spread them wider, slut.”

      I do as he says and that’s when I feel it. I jerk away, but he holds me still with one hand on my ass and touches my clit with his toy. It’s soft at first, but I feel it buzz straight through me. Each zap drives little sounds to leave my mouth that I can’t help. The sensations are a mixture of the buzz and then a soothing swipe of his tongue. He does it again and again, making me delirious with pleasure until my knees almost give out, and I’m holding on to his shoulders for dear life as moans I don’t even recognize as my own rip through me.

      He chuckles but manages to catch me as I fall.

      My breathing is rapid, my heart rate rapid.

      What is this man doing to me?

      And why can’t I say no?

      “Sleep, now.”

      I don’t fight it.

      Not sure if I could if I wanted to.

      That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had in my life.

      And I want to do it all again.
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      It’s early, but the sun is slowly rising as splinters of light shine through the window. As my feet touch the floor, I realize I’m still dressed in my skirt from last night which I slipped back on, just with no panties underneath. I’m alone in the bedroom, but the sound of footsteps echo outside the door. I get up to investigate and Roberto’s standing there talking to someone in a hushed tone.

      “Do you think he’ll kill her quickly?” That’s Roberto’s voice.

      “Yes, you know he will,” Lucas answers him quickly.

      “I didn’t think he would, to be honest. Figured she might be the one he lets live.” Roberto leans against the wall, his words a slur as he speaks.

      “You should know better than that. They say I’m evil, but none of us are on the same level of evil as he shows.”

      My legs wobble as they take me backward into the bedroom. I shut the door softly, careful not to let it click and alert anyone that I’m awake.

      What the hell am I going to do?

      “You’re awake.” A scream leaves my lips, and my hand flies to my heart. Turning around, Keir is standing at the door to the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. “Sailor?”

      I manage to calm myself down enough to look him in the eyes. “I’m leaving in a few days,” I say, trying to gauge his reaction. The only problem, Keir hasn’t gotten by this long without his innate ability of not giving away secrets with his expressions. Instead, he walks past me to his closet, not answering me.

      “Do you think I’ll see you again?” I ask, pushing him for more.

      Is what they say true?

      Will he kill me?

      Fuck, I’d hope not. But I don’t know him well enough to know for sure.

      “No.” He doesn’t hesitate to answer me.

      “I think I may miss you, especially when you’re this moody.” I try to joke and offer a smile to feel him out, but it’s forced. His eyes are pinned on mine as he drops the towel, slides on a pair of shorts, then walks over to me.

      “What’s wrong, lollipop?”

      His intrinsic ability to read a person defies logic.

      He’s clever, this one.

      “Nothing. Why do you call me that?” Eyes so dark stare back at me. Will he answer my question or avoid it?

      “Because you’re as sweet as one, especially your taste.” He licks his lips and smirks at me. Keir’s words shock me so much that when he walks past me, I do and say nothing. When I manage to gain my head back, I turn and watch him climbing into his bed.

      “This is your room, so why do I sleep in here?”

      “So many fucking questions.” He groans and rolls over away from me.

      “Did you know you were going to fuck me?” I ask.

      “Yes.”

      “Did you know I would allow you?” I push even further, seeing how many answers I can actually get from him.

      “Of course, I did. It’s the only reason you’re alive.” In the minutes it takes me to register the meaning of his words, he fills the room with a soft snore.

      Fuck.

      Running to the bathroom, I grab the first items of clothing I see and put them on, so I’m dressed warmer. He hasn’t moved when I return to the bedroom. Shoving my phone into my bra, I’m careful when I pull open the door and sneak out through the opening. I take a moment to glance back to see him still sleeping before I shut it with a slight click.

      “Going somewhere, sweetheart?”

      Fucking hell! I jump at the voice. Lucas is there in front of me, a glass of wine in his hand, smiling in a way that makes me feel caught.

      “Yes, to get a drink. Keir is sleeping, and I didn’t want to wake him.”

      “He’s awake. That man never fully sleeps, he always has one eye on the prize.”

      “Good to know,” I say, nodding. In an attempt to walk around him, he blocks my path, careful not to touch me but close enough he can smell me. And that’s exactly what he does—takes a big whiff of me and closes his eyes as he does.

      “I wonder if he’ll share you once he’s done.”

      “I’m not his, so he doesn’t get to make that decision.” Lucas laughs at my words and lifts his glass, taking another drink.

      “It’s funny you think that you have a choice.”

      “Why, because he plans on killing me?” I ask him, stepping closer.

      Lucas closes his eyes again and breathes me in.

      “You better run along before I decide to go against the boss’s wishes and taste you myself.” He smiles at the expression on my face. “Go. Run along.” To get past him I have to touch him because he’s blocking the way I want to go. The other way is back into that room, but that’s not where I want to be right now. So, placing my hands on Lucas’s shoulder, I push past him while he sneers and licks his lips.

      No, thank you. He isn’t ugly, not at all, but he’s not someone I would want to be left alone with in a room.

      He laughs as I finally shift past him and pretend to make my way to the kitchen. The minute he’s out of sight, I sneak out the front door and run to the nearest car. The keys are in it, and I get in before anyone can stop me.

      After I start the car, my foot hits the accelerator and I kick up dust as I drive fast out of the gate, and before I know it, I’m pulling up to my old apartment not even realizing how quickly I got there. All the lights are on, so I know Dillan is home.

      I knock on the door. It’s early, so he should be asleep, but he answers the door dressed as if he’s going to work. When he sees me standing there, shock overtakes his features with his eyes going wide and his head pushing back a fraction.

      “Sailor.”

      “Does he plan to kill me?” I ask. Dillan goes to speak, but I hold up my hand. “Don’t you dare lie to me.”

      He huffs. “It’s what he does. He takes collateral and then when the debt is paid, he kills someone close to you, so you know to not betray him again.”

      And I am all that Dillan has.

      His family died when he was twenty-one in a car accident, so it’s just me.

      “How could you do this? Did you ever love me?” I ask him through a clenched jaw, that he knew this all along but did it anyway.

      Dillan looks down to his watch, then back up to me. “Go back before he realizes you’re gone. If he has to find you—”

      “What’s it matter, if he plans to kill me anyway?” I say loudly.

      Dillan shakes his head. “You’ve slept with him. Tell me, how many times?” I can see the vein in his forehead throb as he asks me the question, I don’t think he really wants the answer to.

      “How many times did you cheat on me?” I bite back.

      Completely ignoring me he says, “I got your papers today, signed them as well. Should be official soon, so you won’t even have to worry about me in your life ever again.”

      “If I’m not fucking dead,” I snap back.

      “This is true. Wrong place, wrong time.” He shuts the door behind him, coming closer to me.

      “Hunny.” The door opens again to reveal a woman standing there dressed in his shirt and it’s not one of his family members, this woman is half-naked and dressed in what looks to be—is that my underwear on her?

      Oh, for fuck’s sake. I shake my head and look away from the blonde then to Dillan as she speaks, “Who’s this?” The puzzled look on her face tells me she has no idea about me.

      “Who are you?” I ask.

      She crosses her arms over her chest, venom expelling in her voice as she answers me, “His fiancée. Now, who the fuck are you?”

      I smile when I answer her, I simply cannot help myself. “His wife.” I notice the ring on her finger and start laughing. “Seems you were too cheap to buy her a new ring and gave her mine.” I face his fiancée and say, “Enjoy my cast off, dear.” I head down the stairs, turn over my shoulder and say, “Have a nice life, Dillan.”

      And I mean it.

      I’ve worked out now that he needs more help than the rest of us combined.

    

  







            Chapter Fifteen

          

          

      

    

    






Keir

        

      

    

    
      All the lights are off when Sailor quietly opens the front door, she’s been gone all day. The sun has set, but with everything closed in the house she has to squint her eyes as she peers around making sure no one is there.

      When she spots me, her hand slaps to her heart and her breathing increases. “You scared me.” Her voice is high, nervousness settling in. “Why are you up this late?” I don’t reply. Instead, I wait for her to continue, “I had to go get something from the store.” She holds up a block of chocolate.

      “The car has tracking,” are the first words that come from my mouth. Her mouth opens to dispute it, but then quickly shuts as she searches her mind for some sort of lie to spin.

      “Well …” she drops the chocolate and raises her hands to her hips, “… you caught me. Are you going to kill me now?” she says it in a joking manner, but I don’t take any of this for a joke. She watches me with a defiant, small smile on her face like she didn’t just leave, no sneak out, as I slowly stand. If she hadn’t have come back, I would have hunted her down and killed her. The possibility is still there.

      Her mouth forms the perfect O as she opens it to say something else, but I’m too quick for her. My gun is out and in her mouth before she knows what’s happened. Her lips wrap around the end of it, and she goes to pull back, but I shove it forward even more. Her eyes go wide in horror, realizing she’s made a grave mistake in testing me.

      “I’ve killed for far less,” I tell her, seeing her hands shaking in front of her as they clutch on to her dress. “You ever fucking play that game again, I won’t hesitate to let this bullet go into your fucking brain.” Pulling the gun out of her mouth, she steps back from me so I’m not within reaching distance.

      “Don’t you ever fucking do that again,” she spits at me, her anger surprising me.

      I expected compliance and fear, not fucking anger, and I’m not sure what emotion that’s bringing out in me, so I reply with, “Same goes for you, lollipop.”

      “I’m not your fucking lollipop, asshole.” She turns and storms off, but I’m right behind her.

      “But you taste so fucking sweet.” She looks back at me fiercely, her beautiful eyes glowing with such an intense rage they bore right through me, wanting to say something but thinking better of it before walking straight to my room. She tries to shut the door behind her with force, but I don’t allow it and follow her in. She goes to her small pile of clothes and lifts them up in her hands, then turns and glares at me.

      “I’m going to sleep on the couch, far, far away from you.”

      I catch her by the arm on her way past me. “You’ll do no such thing.” Again, she wants to say something in response, but instead she bites her bottom lip. Bites it so hard that when it pops free from her mouth, it’s red with an indentation and a tiny spot of blood pools in the spot.

      “I’m going to fuck you now.”

      Her head starts shaking and she tries to pull away from me. “No, you fucking ain’t.”

      I drop her arm and start undoing my shirt. “Yes. Yes, I am.”

      Her eyes lock on mine, and she stands there frozen and silent, but the fire in her gaze burns through me.

      “Get undressed. Now, lollipop.”

      “No,” she bites back, unmoving.

      “That’s okay, I can tear the clothes from your body. Or, better yet, I can cut them off.” I pull my knife, which is usually stored in my belt, from my back pocket. I was dressed and ready to get her but then she slipped back in. I wasn’t lying—I would have killed her and thought little of it if I’d had to go collect her myself.

      Rage.

      Fury.

      Followed by a crazed indignation which seethed through me at the audacity she could simply walk out and expect no consequences from those actions. People have died from simply looking at me wrong, so leaving without permission is something I won’t tolerate.

      She needs to learn, even if she has the sweetest pussy alive.

      Stone cold dead is what she would have been.

      As everyone before her who has betrayed me is currently located six feet under.

      But she came back.

      On her own.

      So, some leeway will be given this time.

      Sailor drops the clothes from her grasp as I stalk toward her, the knife clutched in my hand at my side. Her eyes flick down to the shiny blade, then back to me. It’s not fear that resides behind her orbs any longer, no, that’s excitement mixed with anger and frustration.

      She likes what I give her.

      Even if it’s fear-induced.

      I’ve never fucked the same woman this many times.

      Never played with one this long.

      This is a first.

      She is a first.

      “Don’t you even think about it.” Her head is shaking, her mouth might be denying me, but her eyes are telling me yes. As I reach her, I slide my free hand up the split of her dress until I reach her cunt. She sucks in a breath, but I feel her wetness through her panties. She wants me, you can’t be this wet and not want what’s in front of you. So I walk her backward until she hits the wall, she’s trapped by my body in front of her with my hand up her dress.

      “Seems you are very much interested.”

      “Don’t mistake my wetness for liking you, Keir,” she bites back, then shouts in my face, “I …” snap, “… hate …” snap, “… you.”

      And I think she does.

      It’s better to hate than the alternative, that I know for sure. I’ve seen many of my men fall victim to the wickedly cruel game of love.

      Stupid, really.

      It’s just endorphins.

      Fucking provides those just as well.

      Then, when I’m finished, so are they.

      It’s better to be that way.

      I lost my cousin when I was ten to the same stupidity. He lived with us, and I was close to him, idolized him even. He was so different to my father because he smiled—our father never smiled. He and my father were close, but that changed fast. He was older than me, and I remember watching him sneak out, sneak her in, tell our father he was in love.

      I also remember watching that love kill him.

      He chose her.

      And you never choose anyone over the family.

      “You can hate me. You don’t have to want to be my friend to fuck me,” I tell her, lifting the knife and bringing it closer to her chest. Holding her hips to the wall, I slice down her dress, tearing it open. She gasps but stays perfectly still like a good girl. The dress falls apart, showcasing she’s only wearing panties underneath. No bra. Her perfect tits are on full display for my enjoyment.

      I once was a big boob man. But hers? Hers are perfect.

      I lean forward and wrap my mouth around one of her pert nipples, and she sucks in a breath.

      Mentally I shake those thoughts out of my head.

      Thinking she is perfect in any way is not good for either one of us.

      I should just kill her right fucking now.

      I pull away from her nipple and bring the knife up to her throat and press it against her flesh. Her skin goes pink underneath the sparkling blade, and her breaths are slow and long. Calculated. I pull her panties down before I slide my hand back between her legs.

      She’s dripping, totally soaked for me. As I slide a finger inside her, I watch for a reaction, but she gives me nothing. Her breathing is harder, but her body is still with the knife at her neck.

      I wonder what she would do if I just …

      Pumping my fingers into her, I press the knife a little harder until a droplet of blood blooms from her skin. She doesn’t notice as she closes her eyes, the bead slowly running down her chest forming a little river of red. Removing the knife from her neck but not her body, I drag it over her tits before gliding it along her stomach. I lower myself to my knees and my mouth latches on to her clit. Her hands go to my hair, and she pulls. I dig the knife into the perfectly flawless skin of her stomach and another droplet of blood forms. Again, she doesn’t seem to notice making certain to stay perfectly still.

      I want to drain her while I fuck her, then somehow put her back together again.

      She lets me taste her. She enjoys it. I know so by the movement of her hips as she presses my face into her pussy. One more long lick and she comes undone underneath my tongue, with a choked moan and trembling thighs.

      Standing, I drop the knife to the floor, reach for her, and pick her up before throwing her on the bed. Her tits bounce, and she lies back, waiting for me with her dress still hanging off her body. My cock hardens to granite in my trousers before I take them off and climb over her, caging her thighs in underneath me.

      “Get the fuck up and suck my cock.”

      I expect her to do as I say, but she spits out, “Fuck you,” while not even looking my way.

      Her body is marked red from where I dragged the knife along her skin and her blood mixes with sweat from coming so hard.

      “Little slut.” I back up and stand again, grabbing each of her ankles and pulling her to the edge of the bed. She leans up on her elbows and glares at me. “Suck my cock before I cut your insides out.”

      “I bet you talk this sweet to all the ladies.” The smile that sits on her face is sadistic, and that fucking shit turns me on even more.

      I reach for the knife, but she grabs it before I can, and in one swift movement has it against my neck. “How about you lie down while I fuck you.”

      What the fuck?

      I could take the knife from her—it would be easy. But I can see the malice in her eyes. She wants this, and how can I say no to a good fuck?

      She pushes me to lie back, the knife edge sharp on my neck as she straddles me. I feel her grind on my leg, her pussy ready and waiting.

      Then she does something I don’t expect. She moves down my body, her ass on my lower legs, the knife sliding down with her until it’s near my cock. I’m about to move her, but, fuck, she digs it in, letting me know if I move, my cock will be sliced and diced.

      Evil fucking bitch.

      “Do you think you bleed red?” she asks in a taunting tone, pressing it in a bit deeper. I bite my lip, careful not to move and take that knife from her little fucking hand to slice open her throat for being such a sadistic bitch. I choose not to answer as she lowers her mouth to my cock and takes me in.

      The knife presses into my thigh, and I feel the pinch as it draws blood, but I’m too lost in her fucking mouth to care.

      No one draws my blood.

      They are not that stupid. They wouldn’t even try.

      This little bitch between my legs doesn’t seem the least bit perturbed by her recklessness.

      It’s like she’s forgotten who I am.

      What I can do to her.

      How I would take great pleasure in watching the blood drain from her body.

      As she slides her mouth down on me again, I tear the knife from her hand. But she’s quick—quicker than I expected—and pops off my cock to climb my body, taking the knife back. And before I know it, the blade is at my neck as she straddles me.

      “Put yourself in me.”

      “You’ve got some nerve.”

      “Hey, you plan to kill me anyway, so what’s the harm?” she says right over my mouth, surprising me by digging the knife into my flesh.

      So, I reach my hand down to slide my cock inside her, following her fucking order.

      “Now, shut up and fuck me before I decide to kill you first.”

    

  







            Chapter Sixteen

          

          

      

    

    






Sailor

        

      

    

    
      He brings out the bad side of me, the one I put away many years ago. Dillan, for all his lewdness, brought out a softer, more placid side in me. I wanted to be perfect for him, not myself, and I thought that was a good thing. That I had changed and wasn’t such an impertinent bitch anymore. But as Keir looks up at me in shock, I wonder if it was such a smart thing to do.

      Should I have pushed that side of myself down?

      I was a different person.

      I had a different life.

      The life Dillan offered me was a better one than the one I had been living. It provided more opportunity instead of the bloodshed of what I was used to.

      Yet here I am, back in the damn thick of it.

      Bleeding on top of America’s most dangerous man, letting him fuck me.

      Correction, I’m fucking him.

      Watching him closely as he watches me with amusement.

      Completely bewildered.

      Like he can’t quite work out who I am.

      Hey, dude, newsflash! Neither can I.

      That’s the issue here, isn’t it?

      And, well, the fact that the man whose cock is inside of me plans to kill me anyway.

      So, why am I letting him share my body and steal it for his own pleasure?

      Fucked if I know.

      Maybe because his cock is great. His lips are magical, and his tongue talented.

      I used to want to change myself and what I did. Then I met Dillan and liked myself just a little. Then I began to hate myself even more when I realized who I was married to.

      I had dreams of having a normal life—married with kids and a home—the whole white picket fence and all that bullshit. But that’s very different from what I knew in my teens and early twenties.

      As I look down at Keir, I wonder if he would have liked the old me if he knew her. Not the placid one who did everything her husband said. She was a shell of a person. Dillan made me a shadow of who I once was.

      I don’t hate who I used to be.

      I kind of miss her.

      “Little slut.”

      I want to slap his face as hard as I can. Instead, I dig the knife into his neck a little deeper until I see the first drop of blood. He grinds his teeth, and faster than I can process, he takes the knife from me and throws it across the room, then flips me over, lifts me by the hips, and fucks me like I’m his world.

      Dillan never fucked me like this.

      Dillan didn’t even like to eat my pussy.

      Keir fucks me until I come, then he fucks me some more.

      And by the end, my eyes shut without my consent as I drop to the bed unconscious.
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      I go to roll over and stretch, but something is preventing me. When I try to pull my hands down, I’m unable to move them. What the fuck? I manage to half sit up to see Keir coming out of the shower, naked, and drying his face.

      “You tied me up?” I yell while trying to pull free. His dark eyes find mine, and I have to remember, even through the amazing sex, who this man is and what he’s capable of.

      “You ran away. Did you really think I would forget?”

      “I came back, you fucking idiot.”

      His tongue darts out and licks his teeth as he takes a deep breath. “No one would dare speak to me the way you do.”

      “Because they’re all your puppets, and you are the puppet master,” I scream at him. “I’m a hostage. There is a fucking difference.”

      “Is there, though?” He leaves me lying there as he enters his closet, and when he comes back out a few minutes later, his trousers and shirt are on but not done up.

      “I need to pee, or I’ll get an infection,” I tell him.

      “I cleaned you,” he responds casually.

      “Your cum is still in my vagina. Let me wash up and pee,” I reiterate, trying not to yell this time around. I’m still naked.

      “I’ll bring Joey in to help. I’m late for a meeting.” He moves toward the door, doing up his buttons on the way.

      “No fucking way. You untie me, now.”

      Keir glances back, his eyes scanning my body. When he reaches me, I think he’s going to laugh in my face. “Make it fast.” He undoes the ties, and I manage to move. As soon as I stand, I rush to the bathroom, stretching as I go. I use the toilet, then turn on the shower and step in. I wasn’t lying when I told him I need to shower. I don’t care if he says he cleaned me or not, I need to clean me. I can see myself in the mirror from the shower and notice dried blood. Just as I start to scrub it off, he walks in, and I see a small nick on his neck as well.

      “Get out,” he growls.

      I ignore him.

      No fucking way.

      He approaches the door, and I reach for him, pulling him under the water. My hands find his cock through his pants, and I cup it, squeezing. “Fucking tie me down again, and I’ll slice your neck in your sleep next time.”

      Keir is a cold, calculating man. Smart, fast, and deadly. His hand encircles my wrist and applies pressure until I have to release his cock from my grip. He’s now standing under the water with me, fully dressed but soaking wet. I smile at him and step back farther as I continue washing my body.

      “Get dressed and meet me in the foyer.” He doesn’t sound angry, and that has me worried. Should I be worried?

      “No!” I yell.

      Keir shakes his head and steps out, drenched. As I start to wash my hair, Joey and Roberto saunter in, both sets of eyes on me. I don’t bother covering up as they get to me—I know what they’re here to do.

      “Turn the water off, Sailor,” Roberto states with a preciseness to his voice I haven’t noticed before. I do as he says then Joey passes me a towel. I take it, wrapping it around my body and stepping out. Two sets of hands land on my arms and pull me out of the bathroom and back into the bedroom. Keir is heading toward the door.

      “Coward,” I call out after him.

      He pauses. I wait for him to speak, but he says nothing and walks out.

      “Can I at least get dressed?” I ask the boys.

      Joey lets me go to take up a post at the door as Roberto pulls my bag over and nods his head to it.

      “Don’t suppose I can get any privacy?”

      Neither of them replies, and I know that’s my answer. Reaching for the first thing I see, I pull it over my head and slide on some underwear before Roberto takes my wrists and ties them together. “Sit.”

      I do as he says and sit on the bed, my wrists tied in front of me. At least I’m sitting up this time. Joey hands me a black remote before he touches a button, and a television lowers from the ceiling.

      Ha. Didn’t know that was there.

      “Do you think he will do it himself?” I ask.

      Once again, I get no response from either of them.

      “I don’t think he will. Small penis and all.”

      Roberto cracks a small smile before it’s gone. He knows I’m lying. Keir has an amazing penis, asshole that he is.

      “Food will be here soon. I would suggest you keep your mouth shut when he comes back,” Joey says, and Roberto nods in agreement before they both step out.

      They leave me tied to the bed with wet hair.

      Assholes.
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      I stay where I am all day. The kid, as I like to call him, comes in and puts food on the bed before Roberto lets me up once to use the bathroom and eat, then he ties me back up before leaving.

      And here is where I have stayed the whole time.

      I should have run when I had the chance.

      Why did I go back?

      Am I that stupid?

      You can bet your bottom dollar I will not make that mistake again. If he doesn’t kill me first, that is. And everything I’ve learned about him leads me to believe that is what he plans to do.

      Showing his authority, Dillan’s price for payment will be my death.

      I know it.

      “Do you feel like sucking cock?” I turn to find Keir walking in, pulling his jacket off and throwing it on the bottom of the bed. He undoes one button on his shirt and focuses on me. “Sailor?”

      “Sure. Just let me sharpen my teeth real fast.” I smile at him, grinding my teeth.

      “I see you’re still upset. I’d change that attitude if you expect to eat.”

      “Fuck off!” I scream at him. He strides around to the side of the bed, cups my chin, leans over me, and bites his lip. I watch every action with how close he is.

      “I’m not a man you want to piss off, lollipop.”

      I try to shake my head to remove it from his grasp, but it does nothing. “I don’t fucking care.”

      “You will,” he warns, stepping back and walking to his closet. “Phillip, untie Sailor so she can get dressed. We have dinner plans.”

      The door opens and the young kid comes in, cuts me free, then walks out as I rub my wrists.

      “If you run, you won’t live to see the morning,” he says casually, his back to me. “If you even think of stabbing me, my men will hunt you down and kill every person you ever cared about.”

      “I hate you,” I seethe.

      “Hate brings out the best sex, wouldn’t you agree?”

      “Where are we going?” I ask.

      “Back to the club, so dress like a whore.”

      “I’m not a damn whore.”

      “You are my little whore.”

      Looking for something appropriate to wear, I open my bag and search around, but I have nothing. The sexiest thing I have is what I had on when he met me, and that’s now ruined. Plus, my heels. Shit, my heels! I look for them and don’t see them anywhere. Searching under the bed, I see no sign of them.

      “Phillip.”

      Phillip walks in holding two bags at Keir’s call and places them on the bed. I look at the brand names on those bags and have to blink twice.

      “For you, Miss, to dress for tonight.” He nods and takes his leave once again.

      Quickly, I peek inside one of the bags and have to stop myself from smiling. It’s a box of shoes, and not just any shoes.

      “You took my other shoes?” I ask him as I hear his footsteps approaching.

      “I did. You don’t rent if you are on my arm. Now, get dressed.”

      “I don’t want to be on your arm.”

      “Lucky for us both your decision-making is poor, so I will handle everything from here on out because we both know mine is excellent.”

      I grab hold of one of the incredibly expensive shoes and throw it at him. He laughs as it sails on by him on his way back into the closet.
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      She dresses. Finally.

      If I were a normal man, I would say she takes my breath away. Because she looks absolutely stunning right now.

      Blue is her color.

      And those heels were worth every penny as they sit on her crossed feet in the car.

      She hasn’t spoken, and I wonder who this woman is with this brazen mouth sitting next to me. I like her. A lot. More than the placid person she was before.

      “Why do I have to go in there?” She peers down the alleyway and runs her hands up and down her legs.

      “Because I said so.” I get out, not giving her anything more and stride to her side of the car to open the door for her. She steps out, her hands wrapping around her arms as she stands next to me.

      “Are you cold?”

      Sailor licks her lips and doesn’t answer as she makes her way to the entrance. The door opens, and the hostess smiles when she notices it’s me. She pulls out my red band, which means I’m not here to play, then looks to Sailor.

      “Both yellow,” I tell her, and Sailor whips her head back to me, her eyes wide in anger. Not sure what she expected.

      “I’m not touching anyone nor letting anyone touch me down there.”

      “If that’s what you think.” I smile at her, and she bites the inside of her lip as the lady places the wristbands on us.

      Red means you came to support and watch.

      Yellow means you’re interested but with someone.

      Green means you’re up for everything.

      She’s dressed in blue. And even if that color means fuck all, I plan on fucking her. Even with a yellow wristband.

      Fuck, she looks good.

      “I’m not letting anyone touch me. If they do, I’ll kick them where the sun doesn’t shine.” I hold in my laugh at her outburst as we walk down the stairs. She doesn’t even look back as we reach the bottom. Instead, she walks straight to the bar where we met last time.

      I didn’t know then I was going to take her, but I’m glad I did. She has been my favorite thing I have confiscated so far, and believe me, there has been a lot of things, including women.

      “If you say so.” She rolls her eyes at me as the owner waves a woman over to my side. I usually don’t come here to play, but why not today?

      “Hello.” Her eyes flick between Sailor and me. Sailor sits on the stool, crosses her legs, and watches me. “You’re beautiful. We could all play.” The woman is wearing a half cut-off dress, her tits are massive and obviously fake, which doesn’t bother me in the slightest, and her allure is one hundred percent there. So why the fuck do I look to the woman who I’ve been fucking this week?

      She doesn’t meet my eyes. No, the defiant bitch looks away, as if she’s avoiding my eye contact. I grab her chin and turn her to face me, and she says, “Are you not here for work? Why the hell am I here?” she asks.

      I glance back to the woman who’s watching us interacting. “Suck her tit,” I command the other woman.

      Sailor’s eyes go wide, and her body freezes as the woman in red sashays over to us, smiles at Sailor, and reaches for her tit, palming it through her blue dress.

      “Get it out.”

      The woman looks to Sailor for confirmation, but she makes no move to tell her no. I know she likes it, I can see it in her eyes and in the way her breathing has picked up. Sailor isn’t looking at the woman in red, though. Her eyes are on me as the woman in red gets her tit out and wraps her mouth around it. I look down, still with my hand on Sailor’s jaw as the woman in red sucks her perfect tit, licking and circling with her tongue. Sailor wiggles in her seat, but her eyes are locked firmly on mine like she has no reaction at all.

      “You like it.”

      “You’re right. Maybe I’m a lesbian now, and you were never enough.”

      I grip her jaw tighter, and she manages to smirk.

      “Touch my cock, Sailor.”

      At first, Sailor doesn’t make a move to touch me, but I lean forward and bite her bottom lip between my teeth and pull. When I let it go, she reaches forward and cups my cock through my trousers. “All for you.”

      “And the next woman you fuck,” she bites out and grips a little harder. It doesn’t bother me. Her eyes flick to the small scar on my neck and mine flick to hers. Matching. I copped a lot of shit for that scar. All the boys couldn’t believe she’s still alive after they saw it. I’ve killed people for so much less. Much, much less.

      But her time has come to an end, and her week is almost up.

      Soon, I’ll have only a scar to remind me of the woman with the green-colored eyes with hints of honey-brown throughout who could fuck like no other.

      “I loathe you,” she says, then leans forward in my grip and kisses me. I push the woman in red away and take her, lifting Sailor so her legs wrap around my waist. “Fucking hate you,” she growls, then bites my lip through a kiss until I taste my own blood.

      I have never let any other woman I’ve fucked have this much power.

      So why the fuck do I let her?

      I push her ass onto the bar and pull back.

      “You want all these people to watch while I fuck you, my dirty little slut?”

      Her forehead crinkles, and she slaps me across the face. I grab her hand and hold it behind her back as I shake my head at her. Slipping the other hand up her dress, she arches her back on the bar and tips her face up to the ceiling.

      “See, little slut.”

      She wiggles, but I don’t let her push me away as I slide two fingers into her already wet pussy.

      “Sailor?” She freezes, her pussy gripping my fingers, and I smile.
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      No. No way. Jerking my face away from the ceiling, I see my husband standing there, his eyes on me then to Keir. I’m spread eagle with my captor’s hand up my damn dress.

      Smart.

      Really smart.

      “So, you fuck him now, do you?” Dillan shakes his head as I push Keir’s hand away. When my eyes find Keir, I see him put his fingers in his mouth and lick them clean, right in front of my husband. Well, ex-husband, but the point is moot. “You wouldn’t even let me touch you in here,” he scoffs out, then glares at Keir, who sucks his last finger before smiling at Dillan. “But you let this killer finger fuck you in public?”

      “She enjoyed it. Did you not see?” Keir adds.

      The room has somehow gone silent, and people are taking notice of our interaction. We’re causing a scene in a place where we shouldn’t.

      “Dillan.” The woman from our apartment who wears my ring comes up next to him and places her hand on his shoulder. Her eyes fall to me before they go back to him. “We should go. Let’s go home and have fun.”

      “Yes, why don’t you go back to my apartment and fuck my husband?” I retort.

      Dammit! I should have kept my mouth shut. Because it’s not just her eyes that fall to me, it’s also Dillan’s, who somehow manages to smirk, and Keir’s, who is … pissed.

      “Just go,” I say, shaking my head and turning away from them both.

      “It was nice knowing you, Sailor. You were once a good wife.” I spin back around, shocked at his words. “I mean … you do know he’s going to kill you, right?”

      I wince because I did know this is probably true, but I have been holding out hope Keir would change his mind. Maybe, but probably not. And I have come to the realization that trying to stop him is useless. You can’t bargain with a killer. But you sure as shit can fuck one, right? And you sure as shit, can give him a hard time while doing it.

      “At least he can fuck me until I come, something you had issues with.”

      Fuck.

      “Will you stop that?” I snap at Keir, who pulls his fingers from his mouth and then bites his lip.

      “You taste so fucking good.”

      “Fucking whore,” Dillan sneers.

      “I’d watch your words,” Keir warns him.

      Dillan shakes his head and gives me one last scathing look before he turns and walks off with his fiancée. I watch every step they take, holding hands might I add, as they walk up the stairs leaving us here.

      “You brought me here on purpose,” I accuse.

      Keir moves his head from side to side, cracking his neck before he steps in closer to me. “We should go. My cock is hard. Unless you want to drop to your knees and suck it right here? I am up for it if you are?”

      I could kill him.

      “Fuck you.”

      “You can in the car if you’re that impatient.”

      I take a step away from him, but he grips my elbow and pulls me back.

      “I know who you are,” he whispers in my ear. “You can’t hide from me, lollipop.”

      I balk at his words. “I can if I want to, and you don’t know me. You just think you do because you’ve had your cock in my pussy, but let me tell you right now you don’t. Let’s not get those two things mixed up.”

      Taking off for the stairs as fast as I can, I hurry to the exit.

      His voice is a whisper behind me as he grips my arm. “It isn’t wise to piss me off.” Venom coats his words when he speaks to me.

      “Luckily for the both of us, I don’t care if I piss you off.” I pull my arm free and walk out the door. In the alley, Dillan is standing there, his arm around his new fiancée as he hugs her to him.

      “You really want to make me angry?” Keir asks from behind me.

      I don’t answer. I’ve said what I need to say. Why bother to speak again? He’ll just seduce me and then probably tie me to the damn bed again.

      I don’t look forward to that—I hate being restrained.

      Tomorrow is my last day.

      What’s he going to do?

      He told me a week—it’s been a week.

      I’ve fucked him nine ways to Sunday and let him do things with my body I would never let anyone else do, and I don’t even know this man.

      “You sound like a child,” I scold him.

      He harrumphs next to me. “Child.” He shakes his head. “Dillan.”

      Dillan turns and looks over at us.

      Keir motions for him to come over, and when he does, Keir looks straight at him, waiting a moment before speaking, “You have my money?” I look at Keir who’s still as stone.

      “Keir, you know the apartment hasn’t sold yet. I told your boys the minute it does, it’s all yours.”

      Keir licks his lips and glances back at me. “Tell me, what made you marry her?”

      “Huh?” Dillan asks.

      “I said … why did you marry her?”

      “I loved her.”

      “What did you love about her?” Dillan’s staring at me while Keir asks him the question.

      “What are you even doing?” I ask Keir.

      “What did you love about her?” Keir asks again, then turns from me to Dillan.

      “I loved how compliant she was. She would do anything I said.”

      “That’s funny considering she does nothing I tell her,” Keir says, scratching his cheek. “It seems we have met two totally different women …” He pauses. “Do you think you are a pushover, Sailor?”

      I focus on Dillan, completely ignoring Keir. “Is that really the only reason you loved me?” I ask him.

      “You looked fucking hot.”

      Fuck! How could I have loved him?

      “What about when I wanted a baby?”

      “We tried and it failed. I’m glad it did.” My eyes cast downward. I’m glad now it didn’t work too, but that doesn’t mean the pain is any less. It still hurt like a bitch at the time.

      “Do you still love her?” Keir asks, gaining both of our attention. When Dillan doesn’t answer, he pushes again. “Do you?”

      Dillan looks at me. “I stopped loving her a long time ago, if I ever did.”

      It hurts to hear that. No wife, or ex-wife, wants to hear that told to her face. You keep that shit to yourself.

      “So, you don’t care that I fuck her?” Keir pushes.

      What the hell is wrong with him?

      I stalk away from both of them and head down the alley. I almost get to the end when I hear Keir speak to me, “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” he warns.

      “What are you going to do, shoot me?” I laugh and take another step, then I hear Dillan yell, “Whoaaa!” As I turn, I see Keir with a gun in his hand pointed at Dillan’s head. Keir glances over his shoulder at me and smiles before he pulls the trigger.

      I wasn’t a good girl before Dillan.

      I was a good girl for Dillan.

      Before him, I mixed with the wrong crowd, did things I regret. It’s why when a normal man showed interest in me, I changed in order for him to want me.

      Maybe I shouldn’t have.

      Because look where that’s gotten him.

      My hands are at my mouth, and Dillan’s new thing is screaming as she stands covered in his blood.

      And Keir? Well, Keir pockets his gun, walks over to me, and leans down so we are face-to-face.

      Keir shot him straight between the eyes, and you wouldn’t want to know how much of a mess that makes. But believe me, there’s brain matter and skull pieces everywhere, let alone the blood. Dillan’s lifeless body dropped to the ground like a sack of shit, and his new piece of ass and I stand there mortified while Keir is calm, cool, and collected.

      “Guess what this means, lollipop?” I’m still too much in shock to even look at him, my eyes pinned on my dead husband behind him..

      Keir shot him.

      Straight in the face like he was nothing.

      Dillan may be an asshole, but I once loved that man, and he did not deserve to be dead on the ground.

      Turning my head, I feel the vomit sneaking its way up to head out of my body, and I manage to miss my expensive shoes as it explodes from my mouth. But I don’t miss Keir’s. He doesn’t seem to care, though, just stays where he is until I manage to stand up tall again.

      “You killed him!”

      Dillan’s fiancée screams as she stomps her way to Keir and attempts to slap him. She doesn’t get a chance, but she screams at him all the same as he pushes her back, which in turn makes her trip over Dillan’s body and fall to the ground in a pool of his blood.

      To say she’s having a bad night would be an understatement.

      “Lollipop, guess what that means?” he asks again.

      I take a step back from him, not wanting those hands to touch me.

      They’ve touched me many times over the last week. But right now, I don’t want that to happen.

      “I’m going to send you home, then you’re going to sell that apartment and pay me back.” His words take a while to register, but when they finally do, I look away from Dillan’s lifeless body and his fiancée hovering over him as she sits there and cries.

      “W-w-w-what?”

      Keir heads to his waiting car but says over his shoulder, “My men will check on you. If you can’t meet the requirement, you’ll meet the same end as your husband.” Then he gets in the car and drives off, leaving me there, with my dead husband and his fiancée.

      Once I get my wits about me again, which takes a few minutes, I finally step closer to her and ask, “What’s your name?”

      “Ellie,” she says, wiping her nose with the back of her arm. “You’re Sailor.”

      I nod at her words.

      “Sailor.” I turn at Roberto’s voice. He takes in the scene around us. “It’s time we leave. This will be cleaned up.” He’s referring to my dead husband lying in a puddle of his own blood. His eyes are wide, non-responsive, his skin has a blueish tint now and what looks like pee is spread out over his pants at the front.

      Is this my fault?

      But it can’t be.

      Can it?

      “She’s coming too,” I say, holding out my hand to Ellie. She looks shocked at first but takes my hand and pulls herself up, still covered in my husband’s blood.

      “Just you,” Roberto replies.

      “No,” I say sternly. For all I know they will kill her for witnessing what happened.

      Roberto looks to Ellie, and she drops her head, stepping a little closer to me for protection. Little does she know I can’t protect her from them any more than I can protect myself.

      “I’m going back to mine?” I ask and he nods. “My things?”

      He hands me my phone from his pocket and then nods to the car. “Everything else is in there.”

      “Why is it in the car?” I don’t expect him to answer, but he does, “It was either you or him. I’m glad it wasn’t you.” He turns back to the car.

      Ellie starts crying again, and I pull her by her arm toward the waiting car. As she gets in, I look back one last time and hope and pray that his next life is going to be better than this one. He picked some real shitty things in this life, me included.
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      “She’s at the house.” Roberto walks into the dining room where I sit at the table, my gun, and a bottle of whiskey in front of me. “You weren’t meant to kill him,” Roberto states, pulling out a chair and sliding the bottle over to himself and pouring a drink.

      “She pissed me off,” I tell him, smiling.

      He smiles but shakes his head.

      “What?” I ask.

      He nods to the gun. “Push that away and promise me you won’t kill me, then I’ll answer.”

      I do as he says and push the gun away. “No more killing tonight,” I tell him.

      “You like her, and you aren’t used to that because the only connection you have with women is them sucking your cock.”

      Well, he isn’t wrong.

      “You made her stay in your bed. Since when do you keep a woman in your bed?”

      “I did it so I could watch her.”

      “No. We could have watched her from anywhere. You knew the minute you saw her, you wanted to have her. And you changed all your plans because of her.”

      “Do I need to go and put a bullet in her head to show you I don’t care for her?”

      Roberto leans back and takes another drink, watching me over the rim of the glass. “Do you think you could actually do that?”

      “Kill her?” I question, and he nods. “Yes, I fucking could.”

      “She was your target, so why didn’t you? You get angry, but you never fuck up a job. You did for her, though.” He stands, sliding the bottle back to me. “Just saying, boss. Maybe it’s not always a bad thing to have something … more. We’ve all had it drilled into us to respect the job, and that it’s all that matters. But how can that be everything?”

      “The job is everything,” I snap back.

      Roberto nods but doesn’t say another word as he leaves.

      The job is everything.

      Every-damn-thing.
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      Ellie cries.

      It’s all she does.

      It’s annoying.

      All night she cried.

      All morning she’s cried.

      I’m ready to shoot her myself to shut her the fuck up.

      Shouldn’t I be the one crying like I lost my puppy, not someone who hardly knew him?

      “Where do you live?” I ask, walking out of the kitchen to the couch where she’s seated.

      Ellie takes the coffee I offer her, wiping under her red and swollen eyes. “I live here.”

      “Ha.” Should have expected that one. “The apartment is mine. We’re still married.”

      “He signed the papers,” she says. “They’re in his room.”

      Fuck, I’m going to have to destroy them. I need to sell this apartment to pay Keir back.

      I really am not in the mood to die.

      So I run up the stairs to my old bedroom and find the papers on his bedside table. Tearing them up, I walk over to the shredder he has stashed in the closet and drop them inside.

      “Oh, my god!” I hear Ellie scream, so I run back down the stairs to see her cowering as Keir stands on the other side of the door, dressed in a suit, looking impeccable, with a pair of sunglasses perched on his nose.

      “Get Out!” Ellie tries to shut the door on him, but she’s no match for his strength. He pushes it open easily and steps inside, his eyes scanning me before he removes his glasses and those dark eyes bore into mine.

      “You should be doing more. This isn’t doing more,” he snaps. “I want my money, Sailor.”

      Walking to my bag, I grab the apartment keys and hand them to him. “Have it. It’s yours. Sell it, keep it, I don’t fucking care.”

      Keir pushes the keys back to me. “You sell it. And I want the money … in cash. Do not fuck this up.”

      “Is that all you came here for? To try and scare me?”

      “Did it work?” he asks, one brow raised.

      “No, because looking at you makes me want to throw up.”

      “Good.” Keir turns and leaves, and I shut and lock the door behind him.

      “How could you talk to him, let him in?” Ellie yells at me, dropping the coffee cup onto the floor and making a damn mess. Shit. Ignoring her outburst, I go straight into the kitchen to find the real estate lady’s number and call her for an update and to let her know it’s all to be changed to my name. Most importantly, that the apartment needs to sell as soon as possible. Actually, urgently. She agrees and tells me she will get potential buyers through the home in the next few days.

      Days.

      Well damn! I hope that’s soon enough.

      “You need to get out of apartment.” Ellie’s tears have stopped, and her hands are on her hips.

      “What?” I ask, clearly thinking she must have said something else.

      “Leave. Our. House.”

      “You know this apartment is in my name, not yours, right?”

      “You were divorcing him,” she yells.

      “If you want to stay here, I would change that tune. You have a week to find somewhere else to live,” I tell her as I go through my phone, answering messages and emails from my clients. I’ve been so checked out this last week that the only excuse I could use is that my husband has passed away. It’s technically true, but they don’t need to know the full story. They offered to give me the next week off paid, so I take it.

      How do you grieve someone who said they no longer love you or maybe never loved you?

      Should I be grieving the way Ellie is?

      “How long did you know Dillan?” I ask.

      “Three months.”

      Wow, compared to my years, it seems like a minute amount of time. But he moved just as fast with me. Put that ring on my finger and married me. I shouldn’t really expect anything different from him, should I?

      “Dillan was so mad at you.”

      I turn to look at her and she’s biting her nails, her tears now drying up.

      “He came here a few days ago.”

      “Who?” I ask.

      She points to the door where Keir just exited.

      “Keir?”

      She nods. “He came here to gloat.”

      I stare at her, confused. “Gloat about what?”

      “That he was fucking you.” Oh, my god. “And he asked why he let you go.”

      “What did Dillan say?”

      She shrugs and bites her nails again before she answers, “That you were a shit lay and he had already moved on to me.” Of course, he did. “Keir was angry at that response and told him that Dillan didn’t know how to fuck you right. Then he left.” She bites another nail. What the hell? “I have nowhere to go,” she says as I stand there speechless. “Let me stay with you.”

      “I’ll have nowhere to go once this apartment sells either. Do you realize that? And it’s all thanks to Dillan.”

      Her head drops and she starts crying again.

      I can’t fucking deal with this shit.

      I head to my bedroom, and lock myself in the bathroom …

      … and cry.
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      The realtor calls me the next day and asks that we leave the apartment so she can bring her clients over to show them around. I didn’t see Ellie for the rest of the day yesterday because I stayed upstairs, changed the bedsheets, and passed out.

      As I walk down the stairs, she’s on the couch with the television on but not really watching it.

      “We have to go out for a little while.”

      Her red-rimmed eyes raise at the sound of my voice. I wonder if mine look the same from all the crying I did last night.

      “I don’t want to.”

      Dealing with a child today is not something I want to do.

      I have no damn patience today.

      “Get up and get out.”

      “Where are you going?” she asks.

      “Looking for rentals,” I reply.

      “Okay, I’ll come with you.” Of course.

      As we step outside, my phone starts ringing. When I pull it out of my bag and see the phone flashing with ‘Mother,’ I hesitate to answer. Do I want to tell her my life is not perfect anymore? That I’ve lied to her for an incredibly long time? Nope, so I don’t answer.

      “Hey, someone is following us,” Ellie whispers.

      We’re walking along the busy street in New York so I’m sure many people are walking in the same direction as we are. I simply nod as I contemplate answering the phone when it rings again. I mean, how do I even tell her what happened to Dillan? It’s not really something you can just explain. In the end, I have no choice but to answer as she won’t give up unless I do.

      “Hello.” My voice is raised due to the busyness and noise level of the street.

      “I’ve been trying to call you all week. Why haven’t you answered?”

      My mother has bipolar disorder. She has her good days and her bad days. And by the sound of her voice right now, it doesn’t sound like it’s one of those good days. Not the right day to answer her call, that’s for sure.

      “Sorry, I’ve had a lot going on.”

      “Oh, I know. I spoke to Dillan yesterday, and he said you ran out on him with another man. Really, Sailor, how could you?”

      My feet stop moving, and I have to remember to take a deep breath.

      He’s dead.

      I shouldn’t be mad at him, but I am.

      Dillan always lied to my mother.

      I used to think it was to protect us, but now I see it’s because he never wanted to be in her bad books like I always am.

      “I didn’t!” It’s all I manage to reply.

      “Sailor, you are lying. Stop it! We’re driving up there, so you better be home tonight. Your father and I will talk to you both.”

      My heart rate picks up, then misses a few beats, as I think about what to say. “No, you can’t come,” I yell at her through the phone.

      “We’re already halfway there. We’ll see you later. Bye, sweetie.” Then she hangs up.

      Ellie is looking at me, trying to work out what’s going on.

      I have no words.

      Not a single one.

      “He’s still following us,” she leans in and whispers in my ear.

      “No one is following us.” I roll my eyes at her paranoia but then freeze when I see Joey leaning against a building half a block behind us. He smiles when our eyes meet and nods his head just the once.

      “Stay here.” I leave her in the middle of the sidewalk and make my way back to Joey.

      This day started off badly, and it’s just gotten a whole lot worse. How am I meant to be the normal person I want to be with everything that’s going on around me? How am I meant to grieve my husband properly when my world won’t stop spinning?

      I want it to stop.

      I want to curl up in my bed and stay there, remember the times that were good. Because, believe it or not, there were some good times. But as I look back over my shoulder and see my husband’s fiancée watching me, I wonder if I’m even thinking clearly. Turning back around, I continue toward Joey.

      “Are you lost or following me for a reason?”

      “You could run,” he says simply.

      I cross my arms over my chest. “I had many opportunities to run, yet here I am, like an idiot,” I say, throwing my hands up in the air. I chose not to run because not only did he threaten to kill my husband, which he ended up doing anyway, but also everyone I love. I may have issues with my family, but I would never want to see any of them dead.

      “Does he plan to kill Ellie after what she saw?” His eyes take on a squint as he looks at me.

      “What did she see?” he questions.

      “Nothing.” I answer.

      “You should keep it that way, he’s debating on whether to shoot her yet, I would make she sure keeps her mouth shut, unless she wants to end up like your husband.”

      “You are a dick, get lost.” I huff and turn.

      “That’s great, but I’m still going to follow you.”

      “Why?”

      “Boss’s orders,” he says and shrugs.

      “Do you do everything he says?”

      “Yes.” He doesn’t hesitate to answer, and I guess that rings alarm bells, but I still can’t hold back and state, “What a boring life you must lead.”

      “If you say so,” he remarks.

      I huff and walk back to Ellie. I can tell she wants an explanation, but I keep on walking because right now I just can’t bring myself to discuss this shit with anyone. When I get to the first house, I turn back to see Joey still standing there watching us.

      “He works for him, right? Is he watching me now?” Why on earth would they be watching her? “I mean, he knows Dillan and I were engaged. Is that it?” I could lie to her because, clearly, she doesn’t have a clue.

      “No, they’re making sure the apartment sells so they get their damn money. Just remember to never talk about what happened and we should be fine,” I add.

      “Oh,” she says, working it out now. “So, if I left, they wouldn’t follow me?”

      “No, feel free to leave,” I reply in a cheerful voice.

      “I don’t think I should leave you. What if you don’t sell and they come after me?”

      Oh, gosh, I just can’t right now. Was I this stupid with Dillan? I mean, I believed a lot of things he said, let him handle all the money and clearly that was a mistake, since he blew it and had to borrow money from the damn mafia.

      If they didn’t kill him, I might have murdered him myself.

      “Can I live with you?”

      It takes a lot for me to not swear at her, yell at her, so instead, I choose to ignore her. Dillan obviously picked her because she was an easy target.

      “Do you have family?” I ask.

      She bites her nails again—a horrible habit—before she answers, “A mother. But she’s in a nursing home. She was older when she had me.”

      “Maybe you should move somewhere close to her,” I offer as we walk into the rental. I’m not sure how I can afford another place. That’s why as I walk into this beat-down, one-bedroom apartment I don’t wince when I see the state of it. It’s all I can afford, so it will have to do.

      “Oh, my god!” A mouse runs along Ellie’s foot, and she screams.

      “Go wait outside.”

      “You can’t live here. This place is—”

      “Go outside,” I tell her again.

      Ellie looks at the ground, shivers, and does exactly that, turns and walks back outside, while I look at an apartment I could very well be murdered in.

      Great.
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      “She’s home,” Joey says, then ends the call. Sailor may not run, but I’m not going to bet against it. I could live without the money she owes, but that’s not how business works. She married him, and when I killed him, she took on his debt. That’s how it works, that’s how it has always worked, and there is no getting out of it.

      The car eases to a stop, and I get out.

      Joey is standing there, and he shakes his head when he sees me. “You didn’t have to come.”

      “Go home.”

      Joey nods and gets in the waiting car as I walk up the stairs to Sailor’s apartment. Knocking on the door, I wait for it to open.

      “Who are you?”

      Spinning around to the woman’s voice, I see she’s older but looks familiar, and the man with her places his hand on the small of her back while eyeing me.

      “Mom.” Sailor’s voice has me turning back to the door, and that’s when I see that she looks like her mother—high cheekbones, soft lips, and a heart-shaped face.

      “Who is this man?” Her mother stabs her finger in my direction.

      Before Sailor can answer, I jump in and take a step toward her parents. “I’m Keir, I worked with Dillan.”

      The sour look on her mother’s face drops, and a smile takes its place instead.

      “Nice to meet you,” her father says, offering me his hand, which I shake as her mother walks to Sailor and hugs her with one arm before she pulls away.

      “Where is Dillan? You haven’t ruined everything have you?” Her mother’s tone is full of suspicion, and I watch Sailor wince hesitantly before her mother walks into the apartment. Her father nods to me, kisses his daughter on the cheek then steps up the stairs.

      “I’ll give you a minute.” Her father looks back at me before entering the apartment.

      The door shuts behind him and she quickly takes the few steps needed until she’s standing in front of me. “You need to leave.” I lift my hand to graze her porcelain skin. I wonder, would it crack? But she pulls away from my touch before I can make contact. “Leave, Keir.”

      “No. Invite me in.”

      She crosses her arms over her chest, pushing her tits up high as she does. “That’s not going to happen.”

      “Sailor, get inside and bring your friend.” Her mother is standing at the door, watching us when I look up at the sound of her voice.

      “Invite accepted,” I whisper as I walk past her. When I step into the apartment, Ellie is sitting at the kitchen counter next to Sailor’s father. When she sees me, her body freezes, but she says nothing.

      It’s best she doesn’t say one single word.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” Sailor’s mother asks.

      Sailor looks to Ellie, then back to her mother.

      “Dillan is dead?” her mother asks in shock.

      Sailor’s forehead crinkles, and her chest goes red as anger directed at Ellie sets in.

      “And this …” she points to Ellie with her nose wrinkled up in disdain, “… is his fiancée? Gosh, Sailor, how long has this been going on?”

      Sailor hasn’t said one single word.

      Then her mother focuses on me. “And you …” Again, her mother’s nose pulls up into a wrinkle. “You are fucking my daughter, are you not?”

      I could lie, but I simply smile and nod.

      This gets Sailor’s attention as she stomps over to me. “How dare you.”

      Then, boom.

      She slaps me across the face.

      Hard.

      So hard my head whips around to the left.

      I let her slap me once, so now she thinks she can slap me whenever she likes. I loosen my jaw after her smackdown, and when I look back at her, I see that anger is now pointed directly at me. I pull my gun from my waistband, and her parents scream behind me.

      But Sailor?

      Well, she does nothing but smile.

      “Shoot me! Get it over and done with.” She doesn’t hesitate and steps forward until her chest touches the barrel of my gun.

      “Sailor!” her father screams.

      “Why would I waste such a pretty face?” I angle the gun down to her leg, and she follows its movement. “But I can waste a perfectly good leg.” I turn the safety off, expecting her to have cracked by now. Instead, she’s still smiling at me—no, more like smirking. I bet if I touched between her legs right now, she’d be wet.

      Actually, I’d bet my life on it.

      I drag the gun up slowly and run it over her pubic bone before I get to her chest. “Or a kidney. You can live with one of those.”

      “Say something, Sailor,” her father pleads.

      “Yeah, say something, Sailor.” I lean forward until our noses touch.

      She takes a deep centering breath, her smile resting against my lips. “Fuck off, Keir.”

      I pull the gun back, flick the safety back on, and pocket it. “I think I’ll stay.” Quickly kissing her lips, I stride past her stunned parents and into the kitchen, then open the fridge to grab myself a drink. No one utters a word for several moments. They seem to be shocked silent.

      “You always had an inkling towards the bad crowd … the bad boys,” her mother finally says. “Always in and out of juvie as a kid. I thought you’d changed.”

      My brow raises at her mother’s words. And when I look to Sailor to confirm it, she rolls her eyes.

      “I have changed, Mother. I grew up.”

      “Well, how do you explain this?” Her mother points in my direction like I am some sort of scum she wants to eradicate from her bathroom floor.

      “That …” she points to me as well, “… is all Dillan’s fault for making deals with the mafia. It’s me who has to clean up his damn mess.”

      “Sailor, you shouldn’t speak ill of the dead.” Her mother shakes her head like she just isn’t getting a word of what her daughter is saying through her thick skull.

      “What kind of trouble did you get into?” I ask, smiling and taking a sip from a bottle of water I grabbed from the fridge.

      “None of your damn business, Keir,” she spits at me.

      “You name it, she was in trouble for it. Drugs, robbery, attempted murder.”

      Well, fuck! I raise an eyebrow at her mother’s words.

      “I didn’t get charged for that,” Sailor yells at her.

      “No, and you’re lucky you didn’t. You can thank your father and his lawyer for not having a record.” Her mother crosses her arms over her chest. “And now look at you, back at it again. Did you not learn anything?”

      “So, my good girl was a bad girl. Interesting.”

      Incredibly interesting.

      She’s intriguing, I will give her that fact.

      I wonder if Dillan knew all about this wild side.

      “Did Dillan know?”

      “No. She begged us not to tell him anything. She didn’t want him to know. It’s why we rarely saw them. And when we did, it was short and impersonal. Sailor made sure of that, right?” Her mother sounds resentful, and it resounds through every single word she utters. The disdain she has for her child is tangible, the air now thick with cynicism.

      “You didn’t even like Dillan,” Sailor bites back.

      “True, he was a worm hidden in a butterfly shell. Now, you better listen to me when I say … stay far away from this one too.” Her mother points to me again, her lip curling up on one side in a snarl. “That right there!  That’s nothing but trouble.”

      “Too right,” I agree, then Sailor’s rage-filled, beautiful eyes fall to me.

      “You can leave now.”

      “No. Ellie wants me to stay, don’t you?” My eyes fixate on the woman who had been fucking Dillan, without the knowledge that any of this was going on around her. I would say she’s one hundred percent gullible, but then again Dillan was a mighty good con artist.

      “I-I-I …” She doesn’t say anything else.

      “All good. I think I might leave. Sailor, walk me out.” I nod to her parents with a huge smile. “Lovely meeting you both.” The smile should be enough for them to know I have no more time for this nonsense playing out in front of me.

      They both silently watch me as I walk to the door. When Sailor and I are out of sight, I slam her body against the wood of the door before I slide my fingers down her jeans and into her panties. “I knew it,” I say, leaning in and biting her jawline.

      She pushes at my chest. “Get the fuck off me, you asshole. And out of me,” she hisses out so she isn’t loud enough for her parents to overhear.

      “We could go to my car and solve both our issues right now. I mean, you do owe me for not killing you.” She pushes at me again, so I pull my fingers free and slide them into my mouth.

      My favorite candy growing up was a pink Starburst—she tastes similar, but the flavor is a whole lot better.

      Fuck, I can’t get enough.

      I wonder how long I’ll keep her around until I do kill her.

      “I’m not fucking you again. Now or ever.”

      Okay, maybe I’ll kill her sooner rather than later.

      She shakes her head, opens the front door, and waves for me to get out.

      “Kiss me and I’ll leave.”

      “I’m not kissing you.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you are a psycho-fucking-path.”

      I raise a brow. “You fucked this psychopath multiple times and loved it every time. Now, kiss me, or I’m not fucking leaving.”

      “You don’t even like me,” she manages to say.

      “You’re right, but you are for sure fuckable, and it’s one of the reasons you aren’t dead.”

      “My pussy saved my life, how fucking poetic.” She rolls her eyes, then leans forward. I stop her with a finger to her lips. It doesn’t escape her notice that I used the finger that was inside of her.

      “You better make me believe it, or I’m coming back in.”

      “Sailor?”

      “Give me a minute,” she yells back to Ellie.

      “I despise the ground you walk on,” she spits through gritted teeth before she leans in and her soft, lush lips touch mine. I grab her ass, pulling her to me, and she tries to swat my hand away while her lips press against mine. She demands entrance into my mouth, and I give it to her, pushing my hard cock into her through our clothes. She moans ever so slightly as she kisses me. It’s not her usual kiss, this one is full of passionate hate. And all the other good things too.

      This is the type of kiss that could change my heart.

      If I let it.

      But lucky for her, I’ve had years of practice with ignoring those softer emotions, and a beautiful girl with some sweet pussy and an attitude to match cannot break me.

      Not possible.

      Never!

      I hope.
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      He bites at my lip as he pulls away, and I forget for a second why I’m angry at him. Just for a second before I push him away from me, and he finally leaves.

      His lips are red from my lips and his cock is hard from my touch.

      I am wet. And a part of me hates the fact he turns me on.

      He’s dangerous, sexy, and lethal. Plus, he’s a stone-cold killer. And one I’ve fucked more than once. The problem is … I enjoyed every second of it.

      “Leave. Now.”

      “I’ll be back later. I’ll let myself in.”

      What the fuck!  My eyes widen and my hands make a fist without thinking twice. “No.” I shake my head.

      “We haven’t finished.”

      And I know what he’s talking about.

      He thought after a kiss like that I would gladly spread my legs again.

      Wrong.

      So wrong.

      All of the levels wrong.

      “No.” I push his chest until he’s out the door then shut it. “Goodbye, Keir.” He chuckles as I lock the door, and just as I do, my father rounds the corner. While my mother doesn’t always make sense, my father does.

      “You sure know how to pick them, Sailor.”

      See, sense.

      “I didn’t pick him,” I say. “It’s Dillan’s mess that now I’m stuck cleaning up.”

      “You shouldn’t tease a man of his level of power. He’s in the mafia, correct? I did hear that right?”

      I nod.

      “Where do you want to go? I’ll book you a plane ticket tonight.”

      “Will you come?” I ask him.

      “No, you know your mother can’t fly.”

      It’s the reason why they travel by camper van.

      “Thank you, but I have to deal with this, or it will never go away.”

      My father only nods before he comes over to kiss me. “I don’t have much money, but what I do have is yours.” He taps my head. “Stay away from him. I saw the way he watches you. It’s not just the money that man wants, remember that.”

      “Who the hell is this dumb bitch?” My mother bursts around the corner with Ellie following her. “Telling me she was living in your home, got your ring?”

      I roll my eyes at Ellie.

      Really?

      Time and place, dude.

      These are not the people to tell your sob story to—there’s a new level of stupidity in town and her name is Ellie.

      “Dillan and I ended it a week ago.”

      “She said she’s been with him for months.”

      I shrug. For all I know, she was.

      “If he wasn’t dead, I would kill him myself,” my mother says, crossing her arms over her chest. It’s where I get that habit from and something I can’t seem to break myself from.

      “Dillan was a good man,” Ellie pipes in and starts crying again.

      “Yeah, sweetheart, so good he owed money to the mafia, cheated on his wife, and God knows what else. Did I get all that right?” my mother snaps at me.

      “Yes.”

      “Anything else?” my father asks.

      “I have to sell this place within the next week to pay back the money Dillan owes to the mafia.”

      “Where are you going to go?”

      “Anywhere but here.”

      It’s the only answer I have right now.
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      Keir didn’t come that night. I’m glad, but to say I didn’t stay up waiting for him to turn up would be a lie. I even had Ellie sleep next to me just in case.

      My father is up and moving around in the kitchen, while my mother is still asleep in the living room on the pull-out couch.

      “Coffee?” he asks. I shake my head and grab a bottle of water. “The real estate agent left a message. Seems you’ve got a buyer.” He nods to my phone. Picking it up, I see she tried calling a few times before my father must have answered it. “Now you can get that man out of your life for good.”

      “I hope so.” I call the agent straight back.

      “Sailor, we got an offer. It’s just below asking price, but they want a fast move-in date, which is what you were after, right? So let me know what you want to do.”

      “Take it.”

      “I thought you might say that. Come into my office today if you could. I can get all the paperwork started.”

      I hang up, and when I raise my head, my father is watching me. “How did it go so wrong with Dillan?”

      “How did it not, you mean?” I shake my head and glance down at my phone. My screen saver is a picture of Dillan and me when we looked happy. We weren’t. “Maybe after the first miscarriage I saw a different side of him.” I shrug. “I tried fixing it, but it just never worked. He wasn’t as invested in the marriage as I was.”

      “Dillan never wanted you for you, it was the appearance he liked the most.” I fix my eyes on my father’s. “You are a beautiful young woman, and he was an average man. You were out of his league, and he liked the power he held by having you on his arm.”

      “He was a fuckhead.” My mother enters the kitchen behind us. She leans in and kisses my head before going to my father. “Just don’t go back to where you were. You’ve done so well up to this point. Remember how bad it was and how far you have come since those days.”

      “I won’t. I wouldn’t even recognize that person if I saw her today.” I shrug. I did love a part of the old me, the part that took no shit. And I suppose I haven’t with Keir, but with Dillan, I did. For some reason I let him walk all over me, and that’s never happening again.

      “Real estate today?” my father asks.

      “Yep! And applying for apartments. Fingers crossed I get one soon.”

      “You can always stay in the camper van, if need be,” my father offers.

      I shake my head at his words. “I’ll be okay.”

      And I think I may be now.

      Hopefully.
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      “I feel like you should put ‘stalker’ on your resume,” I say to Joey as I step off the train. He smirks and shakes his head but says nothing. “I’m clearly not going to run.” I sigh. “And hopefully soon the apartment will be sold, then we can be out of each other’s lives.” Joey shakes his head at me again. “What?” He says nothing. “What?” I ask him again.

      “It’s funny you think you can just walk away. As if he will let you.”

      His words make my face drop and I sigh.

      Did he …

      “Sailor.” I turn to see Keir standing out the front of the real estate office. He’s wearing sunglasses and a look that tells me he won’t leave me alone anytime soon. Out of the corner of my eye I see Joey walking away. I sigh again. I think I would prefer Joey over him. I don’t like what he does to me, who he turns me into when he touches me.

      “Lollipop.”

      Goddammit! It would be bad manners to smack him, right?

      I choose to ignore him and walk straight to the office door. When I’m next to him, his hand wraps around my arm. It isn’t painful, just a slight grasp, then he leans in and whispers in my ear, “I’ve come to accompany you.”

      “What a lucky girl I am.” His mouth moves at my words, but he chooses not to say anything else. “If you must, try to remember your manners.” His teeth scrape over his lip, but that’s all he gives me. Huh. Interesting. As soon as I walk in, the real estate agent who I’ve been dealing with spots and waves me through. I feel Keir’s closeness as he follows behind me, so close it feels like we are moving in unison. She pulls a tight smile, then looks over my shoulder at Keir.

      “This is Keir, he’s been helping me deal with everything since Dillan,” I try to explain.

      “Oh, yes.” She shakes her head. “Sorry again about your loss.”

      “Thank you.” There isn’t much else you can say to someone who says that. You can’t dive in and tell them how it was magical at the beginning, but somehow in the middle and end it turned into a nightmare, a hell you couldn’t pull yourself from, yet for some strange reason you stayed. Was it just because it was familiar, or was it something deeper inside, something I knew I wanted to stay buried inside me?

      “So, as I said on the phone, the buyer is ready to purchase and move in early, but he is offering less than the asking price and obviously requires you to be out in a week. I don’t know how doable that is for you, but I think it’s a good price since we needed the quick sale.”

      “She’ll take it. She has somewhere to go, and she will be moved out by tomorrow.”

      I turn to face him and try to keep my voice low as I speak to him, “Is it enough?” He never did tell me the amount, but I figured it must have been high since I have to sell my apartment to make up for his loss.

      He nods, and that’s all I get. I wait for Keir to say something else, but he gives me nothing, so I turn back to my realtor and smile.

      “Where do I sign?”
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      I didn’t realize that selling that apartment would affect me after everything that has happened, but something in the pit of my stomach feels sorry for giving up the one thing that I helped pick out and loved. That apartment was everything to me, meant so much. It was the place where I felt like I belonged—a real home. It was where I had my losses, where I discovered a new me, and the place that I created a home as a married woman.

      I guess I’m not that anymore—a married woman.

      I look down to the empty finger where my ring was once located, the one his fiancée is currently wearing around my home. That ring means more to her at the moment than it did to me in the end, so I don’t say anything about it. She can have the stupid ring. What I had of Dillan are different memories than the ones she has. I didn’t really ask if hers were good or bad, and to be honest, mine is a mixture of both. It’s the good ones that I try to remember at night as I lie in our bed where he no longer is.

      “You’ll be gone after, right?” I ask Keir as we walk out of the office. The process took longer than expected, and he sat quietly next to me the whole time as I signed the necessary paperwork.

      How can I stand to look at him?

      How can I stand for him to be near me after what he did?

      He killed my husband.

      Shot him in front of me, and I stood there as the blood pooled at my feet.

      Dead.

      “Tonight?” He smiles, knowing full-well that is not what I meant.

      “No. After you get the money, you’ll be gone, right?”

      “That’s the deal.” He pulls his car door and holds it open as he eyes me. “Get in.”

      “I don’t want to.” The last thing I want to do is get in a car with Keir. But I do as he says and slide into the passenger seat. I watch as he makes his way around to his side and slides into the driver’s seat. Not many people have cars here, but Keir lives outside the city, so I guess that’s why he has one. Or maybe it’s just because he can. Who really knows?

      My phone rings as I’m about to ask him a question.

      “Sailor, it’s Megan from the rental you visited.”

      “Oh, yes, hi.”

      “Hi. Look, unfortunately that property you toured has been rented. I know it happened quickly, but this is New York, so it’s to be expected. But I do have another one, and it’s only a little more than your budgeted price. It’s the first time they are offering this apartment for rent, and it’s better than what you saw last time by a long shot. They’re willing to let someone in who cannot afford what the usual tenants have for a year’s lease. This is highly unusual, and I figured you will be a great tenant. And they did leave it to my discretion to pick someone, as they want to do it more easily for them. But if you’ve found something else, that’s also fine. I do have someone else on the list as well.”

      “I’ll take it.” I don’t even care what it looks like, I need to get out of our apartment. And if it’s better than the last place I looked at, I’m sure it's livable. I hope.

      “Good. I’ll send the details through for you to go and check it out. Your name will be on the list so the doorman will let you in. I’ll call tomorrow to organize the signing of the paperwork. Congrats and enjoy the apartment, it’s beautiful.”

      “I got an apartment,” I tell Keir.

      “Want to fuck?” he asks me as he continues to drive.

      “I really hate you,” I say, pocketing my phone.

      “I take that as a yes.”

      I don’t respond.

      “That wasn’t a no.”

      I hit him on the shoulder, and all he does is smile.

      Asshole.
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      Sailor’s moved into a new apartment. One more central to the city.

      Joey walks in after spending the day helping her and flops down next to me at the dinner table. “She asked for you.”

      It’s been three days since I’ve seen her.

      The settlement of Dillan’s debt is in a few days. I will get what he owed me, and she will get a new life away from him. Since I killed him, that is.

      Joey picks up an apple, throws it up into the air, catches and bites into it. “Said you are an asshole, and she never wants to see you again after this.” Joey laughs. “You really pissed her off.” He takes another loud bite, and the crispness of the piece breaking off resounds around the room. “She made me lift everything. She’s a bossy bitch.” He bites into it again, obnoxiously.

      Picking up the knife on the table, I throw it. It hits his apple in his hand, and Joey freezes, eyes wide.

      “What the fuck was that? You nicked me.” He pulls the knife out of the fruit and on it is a small amount of blood. Not enough to cause damage, but enough that stops his chewing like a damn horse. He places the knife on the table and bites into his apple one last time, just to rub me the wrong way before he also sets that down. “You could have at least told me to stop chewing before throwing a knife at me.”

      “It’s my house, shouldn’t have to fucking tell you.”

      He waves me off before he stands. “I’m tired, I need to sleep. And you need to get laid. Call someone.” Joey strides out and shuts the door behind him.

      Call someone?

      I don’t want just someone.

      I want a little honey-brunette with a fucking attitude and sweet-ass pussy to match. How can a woman get you so fucking twisted while only knowing her for such a short amount of time?

      I mean, I could kill her.

      It would be so fucking easy to end her damn life.

      She has no one but her parents. No friends would rally for her either. If I went to her right now, I could slice open her throat and she would bleed out. I know how much she likes the fucking knife.

      I could never shoot her, that would ruin that perfectly pretty fucking face. What a disaster that would be, to ruin something so beautiful. I have seen and fucked a lot of incredibly beautiful women in my time, but, for some reason, that little smart-ass mouth of hers makes her top them all.

      I’ve been reared to be desensitized to love. To not care. My father raised me to be as ruthless as they come. Same as him and his father before him.

      You can’t be soft in my line of work. Desperate men come to us because they have no other option. And we take full advantage of it. We’ve been around for generations, and our family name means something. If we marry, we marry to reproduce and to keep our line going, preferably with a son. We have women in our family, but they don’t play the same roles as the men. It may sound sexist, it may sound old school, but it works—and maybe it is sexist, but so fucking what. Women don’t belong in a mafia man’s world.

      Growing up, I knew who I was. As a child going to school in New York City, other kids knew who I was, who my family was, and because of that, my only friends were my family.

      I sometimes hate everything about my life, but it’s never something you’ll hear me say out loud.

      It’s a lonely life, and despite all the bad, I enjoy it. Not many people could do what I do. Not many people understand what I do. I’m the one your family has nightmares about. We have no rivals and it’s simply because no one is dumb enough to go up against us—go up against me. And that’s the way I like it—keep them scared shitless. Not one of my men would ever betray me. If they did, they would end up in a fate worse than death. They would wish death would find them quickly by the time I’m finished with them for betraying me. And believe me, death would never find a betrayer quickly. It would be slow, long, torturous, and excruciatingly agonizing before death would claim them.

      Sailor doesn’t quite understand who I am or where I come from, and maybe that’s where the attraction to her comes from for me.

      “Okay, no, that’s unfair.” Joey comes back in. His arms are crossed over his chest and his brows pinched as he stares at me. “I’m doing this for you. We both know if she was just another woman, you would take your money and never see her again, or you would take your money and kill her.”

      “My patience is at an all-time low, Joey. Get on with it.”

      Joey gets me. With only a year difference in our ages, he could be in my position. He could kill me and take over, but we both know he doesn’t want it. He’d much rather play the role of henchman and carry out orders. And that’s the extent of what he does. He doesn’t have to worry about the logistics of getting shit right. I don’t have to worry too much anymore either, as I’ve learned to delegate, hire the right people, kill the right people to ensure my people keep loyal. His job is as simple as doing whatever the fuck I say to do.

      “Why her?” he asks.

      Why her? If I fucking knew the answer, I would tell him. Maybe. Then again, I don’t talk about me to anyone, it’s just not something I do. Our father left Joey out of a lot of the business dealings, assuming he was too slow, not smart enough to be the type of man that is required for the top job. My father told me that if I was smart, I would never let Joey join me. But the minute my father died, and I took over, Joey was my first choice as a right-hand man.

      We are the mafia.

      We aren’t drug lords.

      We aren’t just killers.

      When we do a job, we do it from start to finish.

      We don’t hire out, everything is sourced by the family, stays in the family.

      So, when he asks me why her, I’m not really sure what to tell him. Our partners—or I should say our baby mamas—are picked out for us when we are born. Not everyone gets this privilege, though. They make sure that the two top families will reproduce and carry on the family names. It’s one of the reasons we only fuck. Joey even has someone picked out for him.

      “She interests me,” I tell him as he wipes his bleeding hand on his clothes.

      “My dog interests me, doesn’t mean I want it in my bed,” he bites back.

      Grinding my jaw, I glare at him.

      He throws his hands in the air. “All I am saying is … she’s nice to look at and all, but are we done yet? You get the money in a few days. Debt is gone, wiped clean, and you chose not to kill her. So, let her go.”

      “Should I let you go too?” I bite back.

      He shakes his head and moves toward the door. “The others see her as your soft spot because you’ve never had one before. And soft spots are never good to have, Keir.”

      “Tell me who,” I demand, smiling.

      “I’m not signing their death warrants, I’m not that fucking stupid. But I did want you to know.”

      “Keep it to yourself, then,” I growl.

      “Fucking hell, Keir, go and see her already.” He walks out, slamming the door as he leaves.

      Go see her.

      How about no.

      Fuck her. Now, that is an option.

      Fuck, my cock is hard just thinking about it.
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      To say this apartment is everything is not a lie. It’s in Manhattan, a place I could never usually afford, yet, here I am, walking around my small but amazing two-bedroom apartment.

      When the agent first showed it to me, I thought for sure she was lying about the rent price. Who would willingly give a place like this up? And I know I’m going to have to work out how I can afford to find something else after my year is up. Living here is going to be like no other.

      I remember when Dillan and I were looking at apartments, we never even checked out anything this flashy because we knew we could never afford the price tag associated with renting such luxury. The agent said the owner wanted to do something nice for someone, like a pay it forward, but this is more than nice, and I am unsure why someone would do themselves out of so much money. But hey, I am not complaining, I get the privilege of living here, and that’s a gigantic bonus.

      When my parents helped me move in with Joey they couldn’t believe what they were seeing either.

      The views are spectacular. Every window has floor-to-ceiling views, looking out over the city, and at night the skyline lights up in the most amazing array of colors. The building is well-maintained, security part of the features, which is great because you can’t get into the building without a key card. The place even came with some furniture, which is a bonus, and it’s all high-end beach-inspired and totally unaffordable. The best part is the gigantic television on the wall in the living room—I can’t wait to sit on the sofa, curl up and watch some of my favorite shows.

      The apartment has a large open-plan style kitchen, dining, living room area. The apartment is cool, classic, and sophisticated with its Hamptons-style beach vibes. Chic blues, off-whites, and paneled walls complement the timber flooring. The lighting is soft and modern. The kitchen has an island bench, a dishwasher, and all the modern appliances you could ever need.

      The bedrooms are off to the side, and each has its own en suite bathroom, which is decorated beautifully. Honestly, I can’t wait to plop down on the gorgeous king-size bed, with its high sides and pillows everywhere.

      The only problem I see is I will need to get a second job in order to save as much as possible, so when my time here is up, I can afford to stay on and continue to rent at the high price tag it would normally bring.

      Joey helped me to move in, grunting as he went.

      I didn’t see Keir, and my parents are thankful for that. They don’t like him at all. I don’t like him either. I think.
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      I haven’t seen either Keir or Joey for over a week now. After Joey helped me move in, that was it. He doesn’t follow me anymore, and when I go out, he isn’t there, so all good.

      No one is around now, it’s just me.

      My parents left to keep on traveling, and Ellie moved in with a friend—didn’t even know she had one of those. Took a while to get her out. She insisted when I first moved that she stay with me. I declined.

      Grabbing my bag, I pull the strap up and head toward the door. I have two job interviews today, and I’m hoping and praying I get one of them. It isn’t much, but it’s a start in the right direction.

      When I pull the door open, Keir’s standing there, fist raised ready to knock. He looks good, dressed as usual in his suit and a face of stone to match.

      Everything is business to this man. Typical.

      “Keir.” I say his name with a soft smile, not wanting to be rude. I shouldn’t be seeing him, he’s got his money, and that should be the last of our interactions.

      “You going out?”

      “Interview, actually. Just leaving now so I’m not late,” I tell him, adjusting my bag strap a little higher on my shoulder.

      “Interview? What for? You already have a job.”

      Stepping past him, I shut the door and make sure to lock it. “It’s only me now, and I like it here, so I would like to be able to afford to stay after the year is up.”

      “Oh, yes, Joey mentioned your agreement.”

      I turn back to him. It feels like the first real conversation I’ve had with him. The others all felt demanding—him demanding and me pushing back most of the time.

      “Yeah, so I’m going to get another job. Hopefully, then I can have enough saved to be able to live here for another year.”

      He steps to the side so I can move, and I head to the elevator. When the door opens, he gets in with me, then I push the lobby button.

      “Why are you here?” I don’t look at him as I ask. I’ve discovered I am terrible around him—he, without a doubt, can make my legs spread without me taking one drink.

      “I’m having a party for Joey, and he asked that I invite you. It’s in a month’s time.”

      Oh, wow.

      “I didn’t realize he liked me,” I state, confused. Usually, he grunts or nods at my words and then walks out. I don’t think he’s ever said a full sentence to me.

      “Joey is … complicated.”

      “Must run in the family.” I smirk as we get out of the elevator.

      He chuckles next to me. “Yes, it does.” I pull my jacket tighter as we step outside, it’s crisp and the last thing I need is to get sick. “But you didn’t answer.”

      His car is parked at the curb and so I stop and ask, “Do you really want me there? I mean, we’re done, right? I paid you back. I don’t owe you anything?” I clarify.

      “Correct.” His nod is clipped, and his lips are thinned when he answers.

      “So, why are you asking?” I stare at him.

      Keir does not like people, that much has been obvious since I met him.

      Well, since he kidnapped me.

      Or whatever.

      “Joey asked.”

      I shake my head at his words.

      “If that’s the best you can give me.” I turn and start walking away having had enough of this conversation or lack thereof.

      “I want you there. It’s better when you’re there,” he says gruffly, making my heels stop on the pavement. I turn back to look at him, my hair whipping me in the face from the cool breeze as I smile.

      “You killed my husband, Keir.” My smile drops. “He’s been dead less than two weeks. Stay away from me.”

      Then my feet manage to move.

      I manage to move away from him.

      How, I don’t know.
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      I got both jobs.

      Both!

      Holy shit.

      One is during the day at a bookstore. Which means I can keep my clients and work with them when the shop isn’t busy. The other is serving drinks at night at a small bar. It works, and so far, I’m enjoying them both. Even if I am tired every day, I still get one day off a week. And I love those days. I do fuck all but lie around in my apartment doing nothing but watching that gigantic television and eating whatever I want.

      I love it.

      I went through the box last week—I kept a few things of Dillan’s. I loved him. I’m not going to lie. I tried hard to save our marriage, where he was destined or maybe even determined to destroy it. I’ve cried a lot over the last month purely because of him. Wondering if I could have done something different, or perhaps I could have been different for him. But I think, no matter what, that’s how we were destined. We were not fated to be together, and try as I might, he was never going to change his ways.

      Last week, I got the official invite to Joey’s birthday. It stares at me on the fridge every day when I get home from work.

      I haven’t seen either of them for a month.

      I needed that time.

      Separation has been good for me to see and put things into perspective.

      Keir came in and tipped my life upside down.

      I’m not going to lie and say all of it was bad, because not all of it was. I enjoyed him, but I also hated him most of the time.

      Ellie has been coming around more than I want her too. She has a boyfriend but still wears my engagement ring. I don’t even ask anymore because, quite frankly, I don’t give two shits about her or anything to do with what she’s doing. But I try to be nice because it’s not in my nature to be any other way with her. It’s not her fault Dillan was a complete asshole.

      “Why are you dressed up?” I ask Ellie as she walks to my fridge. She looks great, not that she doesn’t usually.

      How weird is it that the person I speak to the most is the person who took my husband? This shit can only happen to me.

      “We’re going out tonight, remember?”

      “No, we are not.” I turn away from her and switch on the television I am addicted to.

      “We are. For Joey’s birthday. He asked me if you were coming, and I said yes. Don’t upset the birthday boy.”

      “They shot Dillan. Killed him right in front of us. And you want to go? Why?” I raise a brow at her. “You want to go hang with the mafia?” I look back at the television and laugh at the Friend’s scene when they are trying to carry the sofa up the stairs and Ross is screaming, “pivot, pivot.” That scene gets me every single time.

      “Well, when you put it like that, it doesn’t sound that great, I agree. But you know they aren’t that bad. And we know Dillan did them dirty. Maybe he got what he deserved.”

      “A bullet in the damn head? Really?”

      “The police never arrested them,” she says.

      “That’s because half the police force is smart enough not to fuck with the mafia, and the other half are in their pockets,” I state. “Yet here you are requesting we go see them.”

      “It’s just a party. Joey did you good. Helped you move. You should come wish him a happy birthday.”

      “How about, no.”

      She sighs and shakes her head, then pulls out a bottle of champagne from my fridge.

      “Can I take this then?”

      I wave my hand, indicating she can do what she wants.

      “Thanks, babycakes. I’ll send my best wishes for you and say you’re sick.” Her heels click-clack as she walks to the door. “Toodles.”

      Standing once she leaves, I lock the door before proceeding to fall into my bed and sleep.
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      There’s banging.

      Something is banging.

      Loud and obnoxiously.

      Moaning, I get out of bed. Checking my phone, it’s two in the morning. Who the fuck is banging on my door this late, or is it early? The banging doesn’t stop even when I manage to reach the door.

      “Who is it?”

      “Where were you?” Keir’s voice is rough, angry, so I don’t open the door.

      “Keir?” I ask, slightly confused, but know without a doubt that’s his voice I am just confused as to why he’s here, so I ask, “It’s two in the morning. Why are you here?”

      “Open the door.”

      “No. Go home. I need sleep.” Tiredness is something I’ve become best friends with. I guess that’s what happens when you work multiple jobs and have no life outside of that. You just work and repeat, work and repeat. I start to shuffle away because lifting my feet is too damn difficult right now and head back to bed, but he bangs on my door again.

      “I’ll bang all night. How do you think your neighbors will like that? Might complain to the superintendent. He might kick you out,” he says, his tone sharp and pointed.

      Fucking asshole.

      Heading back, I pull the door open, I see him standing there with a hand braced on either side of the door frame.

      “How dare you,” I seethe. “Just fuck off, would you?”

      He does this thing where his jaw works from side to side and it’s almost captivating watching it.  Like a spell he’s casting to draw me in, so I shake my head.

      “Joey is waiting for you.”

      “Clearly, I was asleep.”

      “And now you’re awake,” he points out. “The party has only just started. Get dressed.”

      “No.” I cross my arms over my chest.

      Keir steps through the door and shuts it behind him, taking up all my space. This place is large but with him here it feels like a broom closet. Then his smell hits me, and I can tell he’s had a few drinks but not enough to mess with his vision. I could never imagine him not being in full control.

      His strong musky smell is all over him.

      I really love the way he smells.

      Oh, goddammit!

      I take a step away from him, and he smirks as if he knows what’s going through my mind.

      “You should leave … now,” I say again.

      “You should get dressed … now. I mean, you can wear that, but I would suggest otherwise.” His eyes roam my body—I’m wearing a baggy t-shirt and nothing else.

      “I am not going,” I reiterate.

      Keir’s eyes fall to my legs, and when I follow his gaze, I notice my shirt has risen up, and if I move just a fraction, he will see my pussy. Uncrossing my arms, I pull the shirt back down, but the smirk remains on his face when I look back at him.

      “Like I said, I’ll wait.”

      “It’s two in the morning,” I argue back.

      “It’s midnight, actually. Now, get dressed.” I peer at my microwave to see the time and cringe when I see it is actually twelve, which means I’ve only been asleep for two hours. I need more than that, much more.

      “You aren’t going to leave until I agree, are you?”

      “Nope.”

      “What could I do to get you to leave?” I ask. “Pay you?”

      Keir shakes his head, then he eyes my body again. “I could fuck you, or you could suck my cock.”

      Yeah, not happening, I’d rather get dressed.

      When I turn to head back to my room to get changed, I hear him chuckle.

      Again, one giant asshole.
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      She walks out of her room wearing a white dress that cuts off just below her knees but has a slit up the side. She’s wearing white heels and carries a small white purse to match. Her face is bare from makeup and her eyes are filled with fire.

      I love it.

      I have given her time, to grieve or whatever the fuck she needed to do for that loser of a husband she had. Now, she needs to come out to play.

      I’ve missed her.

      And I don’t miss anyone.

      Not even my dead father.

      “Are you ready?”

      She rolls her eyes as she meets me at the door. “Do I have a damn choice?”

      “I gave you a choice,” I point out.

      “Yes, and what fabulous options they were.”

      “You never seemed to mind when I was buried deep in your cunt.”

      “I must have been drunk,” she spits back.

      I walk out the door, and she locks it as I wait for the elevator.

      “I’m positive you were not.”

      “If you say so.”

      We enter the elevator and Sailor sighs heavily. I know I am demanding, but I am not taking no for an answer. I want her there with me. As we stand there all I can smell is flowers and sunshine.

      “Your friend is hitting on Joey,” I tell her.

      She eyes me as we get out and walk to my car. I hold the door open for her and she gets in then I follow in behind her. My driver takes off, and she makes sure not to face her legs or body my way, actually she inclines away from me.

      “Ellie?” she asks, not looking at me.

      “Yes, seems she has a crush on him.”

      “I think she likes anyone when she’s drunk.”

      “Maybe we should get you drunk,” I say.

      “No. I’ll hate you even more. And that’s saying a lot because I detest you right now.”

      The car slows as we arrive at the club. I hired the whole place out for Joey. Though, it didn’t take much since I work with the owner by giving him protection. He practically threw the keys at me.

      “A club?” she squeaks as she looks out the window.

      “Did you not read the invite?”

      “No,” she admits, then looks at me. “I never planned to come because I didn’t want to see you. Yet, here we fucking are.”

      “Here we are.” I smile at her, which makes her lip twitch with frustration before she opens her own car door and rushes out. She walks to the front of the club, and the bouncer stands there barring her way.

      “Private function,” he mumbles.

      She turns back to me as I walk up. “Guess I can’t get in. I can find my own way home.”

      “Sir.” The bouncer nods to me.

      “She’s in.”

      The bouncer holds open the door for both of us. I offer her my hand, but she refuses and shakes me off then stomps past me into the club. My eyes track her and I watch in amazement at her gorgeous ass swinging as she walks. Her hair is tied up in some sort of messy bun thing, but it shows off her slender neck. The very same neck I want to bite and mark. The white dress clinging so perfectly to her subtle curves and fine, fine ass. I want to demand she take my hand, but I know she'll refuse. It’s one of the reasons I’m attracted to her, one of the reasons she’s been on my mind every fucking day for the last month. I’m not afraid to admit I’ve stalked her, watched her walk home from some stupid job that she doesn’t even need. Her rent is paid by me, and if she knew that, I’m pretty sure she’d try to cut off my cock. No, not pretty sure, I am one hundred percent sure my appendage would be removed quick and clean.

      I’ve never taken an interest in any woman like I have Sailor. And if I have taken an interest in a woman, it’s usually cured after I fuck her once. I’ve fucked Sailor more than once, yet she’s still holding my interest.

      “Sailor!” Roberto screams her name over the music and pulls her in for a one-armed hug. It’s the guys’ night off tonight. Their time to get as fucked up as they wish. And Roberto has taken that as a mission. “Missed your sweet ass around these parts.”

      Sailor’s cheeks go red at his words. The woman who hangs off Roberto’s arm is the one he fucks every now and then.

      “Joey!” You would think Joey wouldn’t be able to hear her above the music, but he does. He turns and beelines straight for us with Ellie not too far behind him, like a little dog on a leash.

      The club is full of family, friends, and acquaintances.

      I hate them all.

      Apart from the little honey-brunette standing in front of me who I kind of like.

      Joey pulls Sailor in for a hug and she one-arm hugs him back with a tap on his shoulder before she pulls away.

      “The boss come and get ya?” Roberto laughs, and Joey hits him on the head to shut him up.

      She side-eyes me. “He did. Isn’t he an absolute asshole?” A few of the guests milling around closest to us stand silent and wait for me to react. I mean, I’ve killed people for less than every damn thing this woman says or does.

      “We missed you,” Roberto says, then pushes a shot in front of her. Sailor takes the glass but doesn’t drink it, handing it off to me.

      “You drink it, I’m sick.”

      “You’re sick?” I ask, confused, stepping into her space.

      The boys take that as their cue to walk away, leaving us standing near the entrance alone.

      “If you cared to ask, which of course you didn’t, then yes.” I hold the shot glass out, and it’s taken from my hand.

      “Are you sick now?” An unfamiliar feeling of concern washes through me.

      “Not right now, but I have been.”

      “We can sit.” I reach for her hand and pull her toward the sitting area. A few people tap on my shoulder and a few women eye Sailor as I have hold of her hand.

      “Why are the women death-glaring me? They do realize I don’t want you, right? I fucking hate you. You’re all theirs as far as I am concerned.” She laughs and pulls her hand out of mine. I stop, considering taking her hand back but decide against it. Pulling out a chair, she sits on it as Ellie comes running over.

      “You’re here! I can’t believe you came. I missed you.” She wraps her arms around Sailor’s neck, almost choking her.

      Sailor manages to pull herself free and taps her arm. “You only saw me a few hours ago.”

      Ellie waves her off. “I know, but I missed you so much.”

      “You’re drunk,” Sailor points out. “Where is your boyfriend?”

      “He left … or broke up with me. One of them … I don’t know.” She shrugs.

      “We’re leaving in ten, so go and say your goodbyes,” Sailor tells her.

      Ellie walks off and goes straight for Joey.

      “You’re leaving?” I smirk at her.

      “Let’s get this clear, I am not yours to dictate and order around. The only reason I am here is because I can’t afford to get a complaint. I love that apartment, and I want to continue to live there. So, I came, I saw, now I want to leave,” she tells me.

      “Soon,” I reply.

      “Why?” She shakes her head in frustration.

      “Because I want to speak with you. Am I not allowed to do even that?”

      “Most people would call, be a normal human being, but not you. You make threats and drag me out when you knew I didn’t want to come.”

      “It got you where I want you.”

      “Who the fuck is this?” We both turn to Paige who’s standing there. Her hands are on her hips as she eyes Sailor with a viciousness I’ve never seen emanate from her before.

      “I’m just leaving.” Sailor stands and Paige steps in front of her.

      “Sure. Right … you are. But I asked you a question. Who are you?”

      Sailor glances down at Paige’s shoes, then back to her face. “You need to move so I can leave.”

      Paige pushes on Sailor’s shoulder, and I watch in fascination as Sailor goes from calm to crazy in two point five seconds. I’ve never seen her mad at anyone but me. Not even at her useless ex-husband, but in one swift movement, Sailor grabs Paige’s ponytail, twists her around, and pulls. Hard. So hard even I flinch, sure some of her hair is going to be in Sailor’s hand when she releases Paige.

      “Don’t you fucking touch me again. Now, as I said … I. Am. Leaving.” Sailor pushes her away, letting go of her hair, and I was right there is a large chunk of hair in Sailor’s hand.

      Paige glares at me, anger and humiliation written on her face. “What are you doing? Kill her! She could have hurt me. You have to protect me, Keir. I’m having your baby.”

      Sailor looks at me with bunched brows, and Paige starts yelling at me again.

      And all I can do is just stand there as Sailor shakes her head and then slips away.

    

  







            Chapter Twenty-Six

          

          

      

    

    






Sailor

        

      

    

    
      A baby. And he’s coming to my apartment in the middle of the night. Who the fuck does he think he is?

      “Sailor.” Ellie grips my arm, and I pull it free as I continue my way to the exit. Her heels click, and she huffs as she follows behind me. “Sailor, wait up.”

      “I’m tired, and I want to go home,” I say.

      “Why? You just got here?” Joey then steps out into the cool night as I try to wave down a cab to go home. I look at him, then back to the street and keep waving. I need to get home, back to my bed where that asshole pulled me from.

      “Leaving so soon, Sailor?” he asks, lighting a cigarette.

      “Yes.” Where the fuck are all the damn taxis?

      “But you just got here. Come back in and have a drink.” Just as he finishes speaking, the club door opens, and she steps out. Her black hair is tied high on her head, and she’s wearing a little black dress with lots of makeup. As soon as she spots me, she heads my way.

      Again?

      Really?

      But this time, she stays back a distance.

      “You have no idea who the fuck you just laid hands on, do you?” I turn away from her, not giving her my attention and not caring for her words.

      “You little ratty-ass brunette, are you deaf?”

      I’ve decided in the last month that I will not be taking anybody’s bullshit anymore. I did that enough throughout my marriage. So, when this—whatever she is—gets in my face yet again, it takes everything in me not to smash her nose through the back of her head.

      “Wooow,” Joey says, stepping up to us. “You need to calm down, Paige. Sailor is leaving.” Joey stands between us.

      “That little whore put her hands on me.” Joey swings his head around, surprise in his eyes as he looks down at me.

      “Little girl got some moves.”

      “Joey!” Paige screams at him.

      “Calm down, Paige, I’m sure she didn’t mean it.”

      “Oh, I fucking did. Next time you get in my face, I won’t hesitate to do it again.”

      Joey bites his lip at my words as Keir walks out of the club. We all turn to him, and the look on his face is one I haven’t seen before. I hear a car pull up next to me, and I take one last look at him before I slide in, then Ellie jumps in beside me. Keir’s long strides bring him closer to the cab, so I yell out, “Drive.”

      The driver puts his foot down before Keir can reach us, and I look back to see Paige stepping in front of him, screaming.

      Not. My. Problem.

      “Can I stay at yours?”

      “No, I have to work tomorrow. I’ll get the driver to drop you off now.”

      “Joey is complicated,” I hear her say.

      “They’re the mafia. They are most definitely not someone you should choose to get involved with, Ellie. You know this. Look how it turned out for Dillan.”

      She winces when I say his name. “But he’s different.”

      “What does your boyfriend think of all this?”

      She waves me off as the car slows down. “Through everything that happened, I’m glad I got you out of it.” She leans in for a cuddle before she gets out, ignoring the comment about her boyfriend, which I know she said she left him, but did she just say that because she was drunk? I like Ellie, but I can only take her in small doses. We are completely different, total opposites, and I think we will stay that way.

      I wave as she walks into her building before the driver pulls out to continue the journey to my place. When I arrive, I take the elevator to my apartment and see Keir waiting at my door.

      Oh, for fuck’s sake!

      How is he getting in?

      His head is down, and he is leaning against the wall as he types on his phone, his legs crossed at the ankles as he types.

      “What are you doing here?” I refuse to go any closer. I’ll open the door when he’s gone so he can’t invite himself in.

      “I came to make sure you got home safe.”

      “I’m safe. Now leave.” I wave in the direction of the elevator, but he doesn’t move away from my door.

      “Maybe we can have a drink and talk.”

      “Nope. Not in the mood. Some asshole pulled me from bed for a shit party, then I found out said asshole is going to be a father, yet he is waiting on the doorstep of another woman, hoping for … what?” I raise a brow at him. “Sex? Not going to happen, dude,” I seethe at him.

      “She isn’t pregnant with my baby,” he says through a clenched jaw.

      “Now you’re lying. Do you forget I was there when she said it?” I snap back at him.

      “You were. But she was talking about the future, not now.”

      “A future baby?” I ask, confused.

      A light flicks on in the hallway and a door opens. I bite my lip. Shit, are we loud?

      “Look, can we talk another night? I’m tired and it’s late. I want to go to sleep.”

      “No, you need to listen. She isn’t pregnant.”

      “But she will be?” I ask, gathering all the information I can.

      “We can go inside to talk,” he offers.

      “I want you to leave. I get you aren’t used to people not wanting your presence, but I don’t want you around me right now. And if you were any other man, you would accept that and move the fuck on.”

      “I’m not just any man,” he points out.

      “No, you aren’t. You’re an asshole. But, still, I need sleep. I went to your party as you so politely requested. Then I left. I’m tired and want to sleep. So leave already,” I say on a heavy sigh.

      “If you agree to see me tomorrow. I don’t have to sleep.”

      “I have to—”

      “Don’t tell me you have to work. I know you don’t work tomorrow. Or is it today now?” He glances at his watch.

      “It was today when you woke me up.”

      “Today then.” He nods.

      “I didn’t agree,” I snap.

      Keir walks backward to the elevator, then pauses. “So, you want me to stay?” he asks.

      “No, I want you to leave.”

      “I’ll see you later, lollipop. Sleep well.”

      I stand there as he steps into the elevator, and as soon as the doors close, I go into my apartment and pass out in my dress.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Knocking again.

      My door is going to be worn out with all the damn knocking.

      Rubbing my eyes, I wonder if it’s déjà vu.

      Checking the time, it’s midday. Gosh, I didn’t move from where I passed out on the bed. I rush to the bathroom to brush my teeth, then walk to the door, knowing full well who is there.

      “Who is it?”

      “Do you have to ask?”

      “Yes.”

      “Open the door, lollipop.”

      I sigh and pull it open.

      Keir holds up two brown cups with lids and a bag of takeout. My stomach growls at the smell.

      “You’re feeding me now?” I ask, reaching for the bag.

      When I pull it open there’s an almond croissant inside. Yum. I take the first bite and instantly moan, then say, “I’m keeping both,” referring to the second pastry in the bag. He hands me a hot drink, and I smell the chocolate instantly. Hot chocolate.

      “You haven’t changed your clothes?” His brows pinch as he stares at me.

      “I told you I was tired. I passed out as soon as I got in the door.” He enters and follows me to the kitchen. I sit on one of the stools as I eat, his eyes locked on me when I don’t say a word.

      “Maybe you should quit at least one of your jobs,” he suggests.

      “Easy for someone to say who is born with money,” I tell him around another bite of the croissant. When he doesn’t speak, I raise my eyes to see him still watching me. I’ve never had someone watch me like he does. It’s intense, and as if he’s staring at pieces of me that I didn’t give him permission to see.

      “Fair enough.” He nods, then steps around to the other side of the kitchen counter and stands there with his hands on it as he leans in. “Now, ask your questions.”

      “You’re having a baby?” I ask, confused.

      He shakes his head, lifts his coffee, and drinks it before he answers, “Not yet.”

      Oh, okay. Wow.

      “What does that even mean?”

      “It means, she will one day be pregnant with my baby, just not yet.”

      “Do you plan to have side pieces when that day comes? Because I think you need to check yourself if you do. She does not want to share you. At. All.” His hand lifts and scratches the back of his head. “For the record, I would never be yours or anyone else’s side piece.”

      “No, I don’t imagine you would.” He smiles. I’m not sure how to take that, so I take another bite of my food. “Our spouses are picked by the families before us,” he says, which makes me eye him suspiciously.

      “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.”

      “It assures our children will take over our line.”

      “Was your mother picked?” I ask.

      “Yes. She was picked by my grandfather for my father.”

      “You realize how fucked up that is, right?” He nods, and I continue, “I mean, does she even want to be with you?”

      “It would be a great privilege for her to carry my child.”

      “Why would you want to bring a child into your fucked-up world?”

      His mouth shuts at my words and he sits for a moment mulling it over in silence before he finally states, “You think so low of me?”

      “I would never choose to be with you or have children with you knowing full well who you are.”

      “You have no idea who I am.” His voice raises just a fraction at the end of the sentence.

      I place my hot chocolate down and lay my hands in my lap. “Why are you here?”

      “Because we need to talk.”

      “Then talk,” I offer.

      Keir is great at keeping eye contact. I think it’s because no one intimidates him. He knows he’s the boss, that others do as he says, says as he does. I guess it’s his privilege with being who he is.

      “I want to see you more.”

      “Sorry, what did you just say?”

      I am certain I haven’t heard him right.

      I couldn’t have, right?

      “You and me. I want to see you more.” Okay, I definitely wasn’t expecting that. I haven’t seen him for a month, and before that, he only saw me when he wanted something from me. Yet here he is, standing in my kitchen, telling me he wants to see me more like he’s a normal man asking a normal woman out on a date.

      I’m not sure I could ever date him.

      I’m not sure I could ever be with someone like him.

      I’ve been around men like him, not as powerful, but just as demanding. They think only about themselves and their actions support that frame of mind. I don’t want someone like that ever again. I want someone who puts me first. Is that too much to ask?

      “Maybe you should be asking your future baby mama?”

      “It’s not her I want.”

      Whoa. I think she should definitely be someone he wants. Waving my hands in front of my face, I get off the seat and step backward, shaking my head at him. “Aren’t you meant to marry this woman?” I ask.

      “Yes. When she’s pregnant,” he answers, as if it’s nothing.

      It’s fucking not.

      “And you want me to be what … a side piece?” I ask coldly.

      “No.”

      “Well, then what?” I ask, raising my hands. “Actually, scratch that. I don’t care because I am not entertaining this thought with you. Go away!” I walk back to the front door and pull it open. “You should leave.”

      “Shut the door, Sailor, we aren’t done talking.”

      “Ohhh, yes, we are,” I say, pointing to the open door. “This means you are not welcome here any longer.”

      “Well, it’s not exactly your place, is it?” He smirks as if I’m the butt of some sort of joke. “It’s mine.”
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      Her expression freezes, the front door shuts, and her face goes white.

      “What did you just say?” she asks, stepping closer to me.

      “You didn’t really think someone in New York City would be this generous, did you?” I ask.

      Sailor’s face goes red, pure rage taking control, as she starts breathing heavily and her sweeping arm gestures have me concerned. “You’ve been trying to control me this whole time?” she seethes.

      “No, not control.”

      “Yes, it’s control, Keir. When you stalk and set up places for the other to live without their knowledge … it’s fucking control.” She shakes her head. “How could you do that to me?” she screams. She stomps into the kitchen, grabs the knife on the counter, and storms back to me. I stand still as stone as she raises it to my neck and leans in closer. I allow her to do whatever she needs to. She hasn’t been this close to me in too long and I like it.

      “I want to slice your insides out so you will leave me the fuck alone.”

      Lifting my hand, I push the knife to the side with my palm, letting the blade dig into my skin. “Believe it or not, I did it to help you.”

      The knife drops from her hand, and her reaction is quick. She slaps me, hard, across the face. So hard my head swings to the right. It stings, I’m not going to lie. Twitching my jaw, I rub it as I meet her glare.

      “I’ve killed people for less,” I remind her which only manages to piss her off even further.

      She gets right in my face. “I dare you.”

      My hand shoots out, grips her neck, and squeezes. She doesn’t pull away or even fight it, instead she starts laughing as I hold on to her.

      “You are just as twisted and fucked up as I am.”

      “No, I’m not.”

      “Maybe I’ll break the deal with Paige and make you have my babies.” I smile at her.

      She claws at my hands wrapped around her neck. “Joke’s on you, fucker! I can’t carry babies. So, try all you like, you’ll be the last of your bloodline.”

      Leaning forward, I press my lips to her cheek, kissing it first, then biting it gently before I move to her earlobe, biting that even harder.

      “I won’t suck your cock,” she says, her breathing a touch heavier than before.

      “No one said you have to.” Tightening my hold on her throat, she does what I least expect her to, her hand comes up between us and cups my cock. I look down in surprise, then back to her face to see her smirking at me.

      “Release your hands, and I’ll release mine,” she taunts.

      “No,” I growl, leaning back down and placing my lips to hers.

      She doesn’t kiss me back, but she does squeeze my cock a little tighter.

      “I know you like pain, but how much pain is the question. Enough that I snap your cock in half?”

      “You could try, but then you couldn’t use it again. What a waste that would be.”

      She gives me an eye roll. “It’s already a waste.”

      “Have my babies,” I say.

      She drops my cock and pushes me back. I release her neck but make sure I’m still close enough to grab her again.

      “No,” she replies, taking a step farther back. “Are you dumb? Deaf? A complete imbecile?” She shakes her head. “What part did you not hear or understand?”

      A knock comes on the door, and she shakes her head as she turns to answer it. She opens it to the mailman who asks her name before she signs a delivery receipt, then closes the door behind her. She rips open the package to find another pair of shoes. Her eyes go wide before they turn into slits, her irritation now completely obvious. “I’m not here to be bought, you get that, right?”

      “Anyone can be bought,” I reply.

      She throws the box at me, just missing my head.

      “That hurt me more than it hurt you, just so you know,” she says, referring to the shoes.

      I know how much she loves them.

      “Accept my offer, and you’ll never have to worry about money again. You could have all the shoes you want, a nice place to live. Marriage.”

      “And what happens when you get sick of me?” she asks. “Think about it, Keir. You want me now because I don’t want you. You want me because I am a challenge for you. But what if I wasn’t? What then? What if I became compliant and weak? You’d kill me like you’ve done to so many others?”

      “I would never kill you. Have you not figured that out yet?” I tried, talked myself into it multiple times. Yet here she stands in an apartment I own. Because for some reason, I can’t stop thinking about her.

      “You say that now, but what if I did something you didn’t like. What would you do?”

      I say nothing.

      People who disrespect me or my wishes don’t usually survive.

      “Exactly. You can’t even say the words. I’m amazed you still have people around you. Do they not realize how much of an asshole you are? If they do, you should keep them. Hell, keep Paige, because I’m sure she knows and still wants you.” Her pink lips lift in a smile. She waves me off, as she walks to her room. “Let yourself out, I’m sure you know how to.” Then she slams the bedroom door shut and the wall shakes with the motion.

      My phone starts ringing. Roberto. Answering it, I stare at the door she just went through while I wait for him to speak.

      “Paige is here, requesting your presence.”

      “I’m busy,” I tell him.

      “Yeah, I told her that.” I hear a rustle of the phone before her voice comes through loud, and oh so fucking clear. “Where are you? My biological clock is ticking, Keir. It’s time to grow up and be parents.”

      “Will you leave already?” I stare at Sailor as she speaks through the crack of the door. Shaking her head, she shuts it again.

      “You’re with her, aren’t you?”

      “Now is not the time.”

      “Like hell it’s not!” Paige screams. “Where are you? Tell me right now.”

      Before she can say another word, I hang up on her, and walk to the bedroom door. I hear the shower running and stay put until it turns off before I enter. Walking in, I see her dress lying neatly on the bed. I settle in on her mattress to wait. It’s not long before she walks out with a towel wrapped around her gorgeous body hiding it from me.

      “You don’t take the hint, do you?”

      “I always get what I want.”

      “Congrats, you’ve had me. So, you’re free to leave.”

      “I don’t just want some of you, I want all of you.” I stand and undo my top button.

      Sailor’s eyes flick to it, and her head starts shaking. “Don’t you dare do that. Back up, right now.”

      I’ve come to the realization I want her.

      All of her.

      At first, I thought it was only her body I wanted. Oh, how wrong I was. When I saw her again and spoke to her, I knew I had to have her. That only she will do.

      The not having a child part could be an issue, considering I have to produce an heir. But that we can work out at a later date.

      Her hands cling tightly to her towel, gripping it with all her might, as I almost get through undoing all my buttons.

      “I’ve told you … I don’t have time for this. I need to sleep and relax. And this, ” she waves her hand in front of my body, “… is not relaxing.”

      “What do you think I’m doing?”

      Her head drops to the side as her brows raise. “You know exactly what you’re doing.”

      “No idea what you’re talking about. I have the day off and figured why not spend it in bed with you. I have food on its way.” Pulling my shirt off, I place it neatly on the edge of her bed.

      “If I asked you to leave?”

      I turn my back to her and kick off my shoes. “I don’t listen.”

      “I’ll leave, then.” Sailor turns to walk to the door, but I call her name as I lie back.

      “If you leave, I’ll just follow. Now, get in the bed, lollipop. I promise I won’t fuck you unless you’re begging for it.”

      She spins on her heels. “I would never.”

      Putting my hands behind my head, I smile at her, watching as she takes in my bare chest.

      “Never say never.” I wink.
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      I tried almost everything to get him to leave, but he didn’t budge. Like, doesn’t he have a job to do or something? Or does he just choose who he wants to kill today?

      We had pizza, and it wasn’t just your average pizza, it was amazing. I haven’t been spoiling myself with takeout lately due to trying to save as much money as I possibly can.

      “Why aren’t you charging me the full rent?” I ask as he sits next to me while we watch some horror movie, which was my pick.

      “For the apartment?” he asks, his eyes still fixated on the television.

      “No, for the sex,” I respond with an eye roll. “Of course, for the apartment.”

      “The sex is free. Told you all you have to do is beg.” His gaze slides away from the movie, and he winks at me. “But to answer your question, Joey told me what you looked at before. This is a better option and was tenant-free so ...”

      “You should charge me properly, or I’m moving out.”

      “I take payment in the form of blowjobs.”

      I almost choke on my drink. “Surely, you know that’s not going to happen.”

      “Well, then you know I won’t take payment. I own this apartment outright. It was actually one of the first things I bought. It’s solely mine, and I lived here for years before I upgraded.”

      “You don’t live in the city,” I state.

      “I do. Would you like to see?”

      That’s an invitation, and I do not want to say yes, so instead, I take another sip of my drink to avoid answering.

      “Is this the kind of thing you did with him?” he asks as I jump from a man appearing out of nowhere on the screen.

      “With Dillan?” I ask, and he nods his head. “No. Dillan hated sitting for too long. On his days off, he would be out with his friends while I was at home alone.” I shrug. “I ended up liking it that way, though,” I tell him honestly. “Alone time is good for the soul,” I whisper.

      “I’m alone no matter what I do, what decision I make,” he says, his eyes locked on the television. It’s like it’s the most genuine thing he has ever said to me.

      “You choose to stay, though, don’t you?” I ask.

      “I will always stay. It’s who I am. I am nothing without what I do.” I shake my head at his words. “You don’t believe it?”

      “No, I don’t. I thought when I was younger that I was destined to stay with the people I hung around … drop kicks doing anything to get by, but I wanted a change, so change is what I did.” I shrug. “If you want something badly enough, you’ll do it.”

      “From what I gather, your change put you in another position where someone else had control over you.” He isn’t wrong, but he also isn’t completely correct either.

      “I loved him, you know that, right? Maybe not toward the end, but I did love him. And he wasn’t all bad. We had good moments as well as bad ones. That’s what makes a marriage,” I tell him. “How are you going to be when you’re married?” I ask. “I’m guessing that’s a part of it as well.”

      “It is. Marriage and a child. A boy to carry on the family name.”

      “What if she doesn’t give you a boy?”

      “We try until she does.”

      “You know we don’t live in the past anymore, right? Women are just as powerful as men,” I state, crossing my arms in front of me.

      “They think they are,” he argues back.

      I get up from the bed, still with a towel wrapped around to keep me covered and walk to his side of the mattress.

      His side.

      It’s not his side.

      I scream at myself for even thinking that.

      I’m not as hopeless as I once was. I understand my power, understand who I am, and I would never let a man treat me like I was treated by Dillan again. You live and you learn. I see powerful women every day at work. Men stare at them, but the women pay them no attention.

      I want to be like them.

      I feel like in this moment I could almost get whatever I want out of Keir. I know it’s wrong, but it’s not going to stop me from trying.

      Keir’s gaze tracks my movements while I saunter my way over to him, and he sits up straighter as I get closer. His hungry eyes take me in, and I like the way he makes me feel as if I am the powerful one, the queen, and he nothing but my pawn.

      That’s the reason why he won’t leave me alone, is it not?

      Stepping closer, I grasp the top of my towel and slowly pull it off, but not enough to where it drops and shows my body.

      “Are you saying that I’m not a powerful woman? That I couldn’t run an empire?” I ask.

      He bites his bottom lip before he answers, “I don’t know, could you?”

      I mean, he’s probably right, not about the woman part, more so about the fact that I’m unsure if I could do what he does. But that’s only because I don’t want to tear my soul to shreds because I have a feeling his soul is in a million pieces. Maybe he thinks I can replace it, or fix it somehow, but I’ve got news for him, I can't.

      Some things are made to be broken, and he is one of them.

      Some things can’t be fixed even with heavy-duty glue.

      I can’t imagine him as a normal functioning human with a desk job. When I look at him, all I see is radiating power and a man who stares at me with admiration, but most of all hunger. I worked it out that those confused and angry looks he gives me aren’t because he hates me, but because he hates how I make him feel.

      “I’m sure Paige could,” I say, pulling my towel back in place and going into my closet to get changed. I need to go out and get groceries, do normal things, try to get my mind off this man.

      He laughs as I grab a pullover dress and slide it on, then drop my towel. I get some panties and pull them on. When I turn around, he is standing there in the doorway, completely dressed.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Groceries. But …” I look down at my watch, “… it’s time you go home.” I smile at him, grab my phone, and walk out. He follows but says no more. When we get outside, I wave goodbye, and he stands there watching me.

      “Sailor …” I turn back around at my name. “I think you could rule a fucking kingdom if you tried.” He gets into his car, and I can’t help the smile that gets stuck on my face and won’t leave.
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      “Hey … Phillip?” I ask. I’m pretty sure that’s his name.

      “Yes, Miss.” He hands me a note, which I have to put the groceries I am holding down to take, and then turns and walks off.

      “What’s this?” I ask, but the elevator doors shut before he can answer. When I open it, I see an address and time on it. I could just not go, but would that mean he will show up to my place again unannounced, make a scene and invite himself in? And why tonight? I just spent the entire day with him.

      “Ellie, I’m going to have to cancel,” I say to her through the phone as I put away the groceries.

      “What! Why?”

      “I have to go meet Keir. He sent me a letter. And I don’t want him coming for me as he makes so much noise the neighbors complain, and I don’t want to lose my apartment.” I choose not to tell her he was here most of the day.

      “Okay, well, call me when you’re done. I can come over after?”

      “Maybe,” I say noncommittally, then hang up. It’s not that I don’t like her. I do. It’s just that I like having me time more.

      After I put everything away, I grab my keys and phone again, then leave the apartment. The place he asked me to meet him isn’t far from where I live. It’s a large block of apartments, more hotel style. Pressing the correct number, I’m buzzed up to the fifth floor. I knock on the door, and when it opens, I see her standing there.

      “I like that you aren’t late.” She holds it open for me to enter, but I stay where I am. “Come inside, Sailor Allan.” She calls me by my maiden name, not my married one. Odd.

      “I think I’ll pass.” I go to leave, but a hand grabs my arm and tightens its hold on me. When I look up, I see a man who looks a lot like Paige. Same dark hair, tall, and same facial features. Resting bitch face comes to mind.

      “Please remove your hand?” I ask kindly while trying to pull away. He ignores me and pulls me toward the door as I attempt to pull back, not wanting to go in there. When he doesn’t let me go, I kick him where I know it will hurt—right between his legs— and he swiftly drops my arm. I manage to step back away from him, but as I do, a pair of strong arms wrap around me tightly.

      “I know why he likes her. Feisty, this one.” He bites my ear, and I cringe at the smell of smoke and alcohol that’s leaking from him. I can’t see him, but he carries me easily through the door and into the apartment. There are only a few chairs and nothing much of anything else.

      “Sit her in the chair, and will someone check on Frank?” Paige questions as I’m placed in a chair like a rag doll. I go to get up, but his hand comes to my shoulder and pushes me back down with a hard knock.

      “He bought me this as an early wedding present.” Paige waves her hand around. “That was over three months ago. He told me in the next three, we would be trying ...” She pauses, then swings her gaze back to me. “Then you came along.” She sucks air in through her teeth and says the words like I’m worth less than the shit on her shoe.

      Two other people join us. One is an older woman, who I’m guessing is her mother, followed by another woman who I think was with her at the club last night.

      “You aren’t welcome in this family,” the mother says to me, then takes a seat.

      They all have chairs.

      The front door opens, and Phillip steps through, his head down as he walks over to Paige and whispers something before he goes to stand near the door.

      “If you kill her, it won’t be an issue any longer. Keir would start trying for the baby,” the mother says.

      “Sir said you are not to kill her.” They all look at Phillip.

      Keir knows about this?

      What the hell is going on?

      I go to stand, but the guy who brought me in pushes me back down in my seat once again. “Stay, or you will regret it.” His breath tickles my neck, and it stinks, causing me to nearly dry retch.

      “Accidents do happen,” her mother chimes in, smiling.

      What the actual hell?

      “You can’t be serious?” I say under my breath, but because there is no other noise in this room, they all hear me.

      “Oh, you think you’re better than us?” Paige stands and walks over to me, and the hand on my shoulder disappears. “He is only with you because you are a piece of ass who gives it willingly, where I do not.”

      “But you are, correct? You plan to have a baby with him, willingly?” I say back to her. “Oh, actually, you didn’t get a choice, yet he does.” I smirk, keeping my eyes locked right on hers.

      “Accidents happen,” her mother says again. “He can only stay mad at you for a little bit if we kill her.”

      “No. He said and I quote ...” they all look to Phillip, “… ‘if anyone, and I mean anyone, thinks they can take her life, I will end theirs just as fast. But I will not do it easily.’”

      Ha. Well, that’s comforting. Not.

      “He didn’t say we couldn’t play, though, right?” Paige looks back to Phillip, and he says nothing. Her greedy eyes fix back on me. “You wouldn’t mind if we ruined your face, would you?” I turn back to look at Phillip, but he is walking out through the door. “That’s my little brother, did you know that?” She smiles. “It’s how I knew so much about you.”

      Of course, he is.

      “Do we want to piss off Keir?” This comes from Frank, who I might add is still holding his junk. “No one in their right mind wants to piss off Keir.” I think about all the times I angered him. Yet, here I am, still alive.

      Well, not much longer if Paige has anything to say about it.

      “I think I don’t care.” And before I can say a word, move an inch, a knife is stabbed into my hand that lies on the armrest. My screams fill the room, and my hand feels like it’s on fire. Paige is smiling down at me, happy with what she’s just done. Tears fill my eyes, my hand is stuck to the chair, and I know I have to pull it out, but I also know it’s going to hurt just as much.

      “Who knew watching you scream could be so funny.” The smile never leaves her face, and I want to punch her so bad. “Should we do the other hand as well?” A second knife appears, and without thinking, I kick her shins, making her fall backward. As soon as I think I have some reprieve, someone punches me in the face from my left, then everything goes black.
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      “Where have you been?” Joey asks while sitting in my apartment watching …

      … hold up! Is that Harry Potter?

      “Out.”

      “You smell like her,” Joey says, knowing full well I was with Sailor. “Oh, your baby mama is pissed and asking a lot of questions.”

      “I don’t give a fuck what she is.”

      “You should. That bitch is crazy. So is her family.” Just then, Phillip walks in carrying food. Joey nods to him, then looks back to the television.

      “You do have your own place, correct?” I ask.

      “Correct, but you missed shit today. And I’ve been waiting all day to fill you in, but I got bored, then this came on the television.” He points to the screen. “I’m digging the crazy brunette.” I shake my head at him. “Just like you, really. How’s your crazy brunette?” He laughs at his own words.

      “Fine.”

      “You like her. You don’t like anyone. What do you plan to do?” Joey knows me well.

      I grab two bottles of water from the fridge and throw him one before I take a seat on the couch. “I don’t fucking know.”

      “Well, you better sort it out soon.”

      “I know.”

      This wasn’t in the plan.

      She wasn’t in my plan.

      How can one woman fuck so much shit up without actually doing anything?

      “Paige asked where she lived.”

      That gains my attention real quick. “Did you tell her?”

      “You mean, did I tell her you put her in the apartment that was meant for you two?”

      “She has her apartment,” I tell him.

      “Yes, we know. But the other one was for her family. That one you were meant to give her as a gift, but somehow you gave to that girl you are tapping instead.” I choose not to speak about that, instead, I give my attention to the television and watch whatever it is he’s watching.

      But Joey being Joey, he doesn’t know how to leave things alone. “You can’t fall for someone whose husband you killed.”

      “Joey, leave it.”

      “No.” He presses pause on the movie and faces me. “No one has the balls to tell you what they think, but you need to know. You were, more than anyone, someone who followed the rules. Remember in high school when I wanted to date Sheila? What did you say?”

      Again, I choose not to reply.

      “You told me we don’t date. We fuck, then we marry, then we fuck some more.”

      “And your point?” I ask.

      “You only fuck Sailor. You don’t date her or marry her.”

      Lying my head back on the seat, I listen as he keeps on going, “I get it, you didn’t want to kill her because she’s good in bed. So, you killed her husband and got what you were owed. But why do you have us continue to watch her? Why do you invite her to things? Why were you just there?” he pushes.

      “Because I fucking can,” I snap back.

      “Look, now you’re getting fucking angry. When you know all I’m speaking are the facts.”

      The front door opens and Roberto walks in.

      “You know where she is?” Roberto asks me.

      “Sailor?” I ask.

      He nods.

      “Yes, I checked on her like you said but didn’t see any sign of her.”

      I left her hours ago.

      “The doorman said she left and hasn’t returned.” Roberto takes a seat, glances at the television, and shakes his head.

      Grabbing my phone, I press her name to call her.

      “You aren’t marrying this woman. She’s a fuck, remember? Leave her,” Joey interjects, and Roberto’s eyes go wide at his words. But Joey doesn’t look my way, just throws some candy into his mouth and resumes the movie.

      “She’s probably at work,” Roberto says, trying to ease the tension in the room.

      “No, it’s her day off.” Phillip moves from his spot by the kitchen door.

      Pressing call, it goes straight to voicemail.

      “See, she probably blocked your calls,” Joey chimes in again.

      “Sir ...” I wave Phillip off, but he remains in front of me. “Sir,” he says more forcefully.

      “What is it, Phillip?” I took Phillip in over two years ago at Paige’s request. She didn’t want her younger brother to turn out like her older one, so she asked that I take him under my wing. I pay for his schooling, and in return, he helps when needed.

      I like Phillip, more than I like anyone else in that family. He’s a good kid. Though, I guess he’s an adult now and studying accounting at school. In his off time, he’s either studying at my house or helping me. I’ve told him he doesn’t need to do as much, but he insists.

      “I’ve seen Sailor today, sir.”

      His words surprise me.

      How on earth has he seen her?

      “I never asked you to send anything to her today.”

      “No, Paige requested today.”

      “Oh, shit.” Joey turns the television off completely and turns to listen.

      “She was mumbling shit at the party. You think she really went ahead and did something?” Roberto asks.

      We all look to Phillip.

      “Frank, Momma, and the others are with her as well.”

      My blood boils.

      Red hot.

      Nuclear.

      That fucking bitch.

      Who the fuck does she think she is?

      I stand, and the boys do as well.

      I stare at Phillip with my eyebrows pulled together so tight I am sure they form one line. “Where?”

      He casts his gaze to the floor before he mutters, “The apartment. I’m sorry, sir, she said you approved it.”

      “Approved what?”

      “The letter she made me drop off telling Sailor you wanted to meet her.”

      That sneaky little bitch.

      “You can’t kill her,” Roberto says, placing a hand on my shoulder. “But you can give her to me as punishment.” In the signed contract, if the wife to be does anything that breaks the terms of the contract, I can pass her down to someone of my choosing. Roberto is all kinds of fucked up, and the person he was meant to marry doesn’t even live in America. So, he smiles and rubs his hands together in glee.
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      Joey stops me as we get to the building by placing his hand on my shoulder. I shrug it off, but he grabs me again.

      “Give me your gun.” He nods to where it peeks out from the waistband of my trousers. “Give it to me, boss. You are going to go in there, and if they have hurt her, you will shoot and ask questions later. We can’t afford that to blow up. So, give me the damn gun.”

      “Fuck you.” I step into the elevator and press the floor number. Joey and Roberto stand in front of me, and Phillip stands next to me. He’s been apologizing since we left my apartment, and to be honest, I am fucking sick of it. So much so I want to shoot him. I don’t blame him, though. I blame that evil, conniving bitch upstairs.

      Maybe that’s why we were matched because we’re both as fucked up as each other. Her evil is on a whole different level than mine, though. She’s seeking revenge on a woman who didn’t even know she existed. She isn’t clever, that one. And I’m probably going to start a war by putting a bullet through her fucking brain if she has so much as moved a hair on Sailor’s head.

      As soon as the elevator doors open, we march straight to the door, and I kick the fucker in. It snaps open, and what I see before me has my blood boiling.

      All eyes in the room lock on me. But I focus solely on the woman who’s meant to have my child, the woman I’m meant to marry. And the first thing I want to do is cut her hands from her body, so she knows not to touch what’s mine.

      I hear my name, but I’m too deep in my rage to give a fuck, to listen to their excuses, to even hear what they have to say.

      Sailor sits slumped, unconscious in a chair in the middle of the room with everyone circling her like she’s their live bait and they’re all damn sharks. I’m one-hundred percent certain that Sailor could kick Paige’s ass. But, of course, Paige didn’t make the game fair because she’s gotten her family involved.

      Big fucking mistake.

      They all step back as I stride into the room and go straight to Sailor. Frank’s hand was on her shoulder, so I lift my gun as he removes it, then shoot his fucking hand and the other one too for good fucking measure. His useless screams fill the room, but I don't give one fuck.

      “Keir.” Paige says my name and steps closer to me, daring to place her hand on my arm. As soon as she makes contact, I raise my gun and aim it at her head. “Keir don’t do this. She isn’t worth it.”

      “You or your mother?” I ask her.

      Her eyes go wide, and I hear her breath catch in her chest.

      “I know this idea came from you and her. You two bitches need to learn to stay in your lane. So, which one will it be? You. Or. Your. Mother.”

      “My mother,” Paige says without hesitating.

      I look to her mother, who swears something at Paige before I shoot her in the head. She drops to the floor like the sick piece of shit she is.

      “You’ll forgive me, right?” Paige asks.

      I look over my shoulder to see Sailor moving, her eyes blinking as she comes around. Then she clutches her hand. What’s wrong with her hand?

      “What did you do to her?” My voice is even, almost quiet, but she knows I’m hanging on the edge and one step over will have me slicing her throat.

      “She stabbed her,” Frank says, lying on the floor, clutching both his hands to his chest. “Like you fucked mine up, asshole.” Before I can raise my gun, Joey steps in front of me, blocking my line of sight to Frank.

      “She needs a hospital,” Joey says and nods to Sailor, her eyes red and full of tears as she cradles her hand.

      I turn back to Paige. “You better hope I never see your face again. Ever,” I growl through gritted teeth.

      “You’ll change your mind. I’ll give you time.”

      “What you need is a bullet between your eyes,” I tell her as I reach for Sailor.
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Sailor

        

      

    

    
      Arms wrap around me, and I know instantly who it is. I try to push him away, as weak as my attempt may be, because he is the reason I’m in this mess. He is the reason that pain shoots through every molecule of my body. But when he whispers in my ear, “I got you,” my body relaxes, and I know I’m safe.

      I hate that.

      I hate that when I’m with him a part of me goes into a state of bliss that I’ve never experienced with anyone else in my life.

      Why is life so unfair?

      I can hear her voice in the background, begging him for something, but I just can’t understand what she’s saying. The pain in my hand and my face keeps me from focusing even with the amount of blinking I am doing.

      “I’m taking you home,” he says gently.

      “No. Hospital,” I whisper through the pain.

      I feel him pause.

      “I have top doctors.”

      “Put me down then,” I say back to him, more firmly this time. I try to move from his grasp, but I don’t get very far.

      “Hospital it is.”

      I contemplate for one second to say thank you, but that would be a waste of time because I’m not thankful. If I hadn’t met him, I wouldn’t be in the situation I’m in. I guess the real villain in the story is Dillan, but he’s dead, so the only living subject to blame carries me out and into a car with such tenderness, I’m not even sure it’s him. Keir softly strokes my hair as I stay cradled in his arms during the drive, telling me it will be okay over and over again for the whole ride.

      And for some insane reason …

      … I believe him.
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      I have stitches in my hand, and my face is going to bruise, but it will heal with time. Keir took me to a private hospital and hasn’t left the room since we arrived. They want me to stay for a few days to keep an eye on my hand to make sure no infection occurs after the operation to fix the nerve damage. It will be a few weeks before we’ll know if I’ll regain full use of it.

      “Why did you go?” he asks me.

      It’s late, I’m tired, and the last thing I want to do is sit here and answer questions about his crazy baby mama. So, I ignore him.

      “Sailor, why did you go?”

      Huffing, I say, “I thought it was you.”

      “You were coming to meet me?” he asks.

      “So I thought.”

      “Why?” he pushes.

      “Because I know how you are. If I didn’t go, you would have just shown up at my apartment again and made a whole pile of noise,” I say and look away from him.

      His face isn’t the hard sculpture it usually is. It’s softer. I haven’t seen this part of him before.

      “I’m sorry,” he finally says. Words fail me. “You’ll never have to deal with her again.”

      “Good. I won’t have to deal with you either. I’m moving.”

      Keir steps closer to the bed, his hands coming to the railing beside me, which he promptly drops down. “You can’t leave me, I just found you,” he says, smirking.

      “Don’t look for me, Keir. This life you live, I want no part of it.”

      “Let me lie next to you,” he asks, pulling his jacket off.

      It has blood all over it.

      My blood.

      “There is a chair over there.” I point to the corner with my good hand.

      “But there is only one bed.” He grins. “We can both fit, and I don’t plan on leaving. So we both may as well get some sleep.”

      “Jump off a cliff and die,” I bite back.

      “After some sleep, I’ll consider it.” He lifts the sheets and slides on in regardless of what I say. I have to move just a little, and I reluctantly do it. “Do you think, if we met under different circumstances, we could have been different?” he asks, his hand sliding under my pillow as he gently pulls me closer to him.

      “How so?” I entertain him. The funny thing is, there is a big part of me that hates him with every fiber of my being, but there’s also a part that relishes in every touch he gives me, every glance that I know is just for me. Something in my chest aches at how such a cold, calculating, and powerful man can give me black butterflies. Not colored ones, because he is anything but colorful.

      It’s part of the reason that he’s lying in this bed next to me after everything I’ve been through because of him.

      It’s those black butterflies, I tell you.

      And those chained hands, that never seem to break, no matter how hard I try to pull away from him when he is around.

      We get told of fairy tales, of Prince Charming, but what about the devils that live below? Do they not need love too? Obviously, they want it, and mine is proving that he’s going to do everything in his power to keep it.

      If it’s even love between us.

      We haven’t said those words, and I don’t take them lightly after Dillan. Can you love and hate someone at the same time?

      “I believe if I met you when I was younger, we wouldn’t be here,” he says.

      “Where would we be?” I ask.

      “Anywhere but here,” he whispers, holding me tighter.

      Keir leans in and kisses the top of my head before he lifts my chin and places his lips to mine. How can he want to kiss right now? And why am I not pushing him away? I hate that I love his touch. It’s unlike all other touches before him.

      It’s tender, but he also knows how to punish.

      Tonight, he is tender.

      His fingers gently caress my cheek as I kiss him back. What’s wrong with me? It must be the drugs I’m on. I am fricking hallucinating on all the damn drugs.

      That has to be the answer.

      Pulling back, I break the kiss. “My mouth is sore.”

      Keir eyes me, then nods and pulls me in before he kisses the top of my head and switches the television on. I relax into his embrace and fall asleep on his chest.

      I hate to admit it, but it’s one of the best sleeps I’ve had in a long time.

      Yeah, it’s probably the drugs.
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      Someone is speaking in a hushed tone. As I open my eyes, I see Joey whispering to Keir. They both notice I’m awake and go silent.

      Rubbing my eyes and removing myself from his shoulder, I sit up. “What’s going on?”

      “Your parents are here,” Joey responds.

      I look to Keir. “You called my parents?” I ask him. He nods and Joey just shrugs. “Oh, my god, get out of the bed.” I try to push him, but I only have one working hand, so it does fuck all. He chuckles at my attempt before he leans in and kisses my head again, then goes to remove himself from the bed. But before he can get out completely, the door opens and my parents walk in, their faces masks of shocked horror.

      “You’re still associating with him! After everything?” my mother shrieks, shaking her head.

      “In her defense, he’s hard to get rid of,” Joey says unhelpfully.

      My parents gawk at him, and he offers them a smile.

      “Please leave,” I say, more to Keir, and he nods, grabbing his jacket before he and Joey head for the door.

      “I’ll be back later.” He winks, then he’s gone.

      My father walks straight over, kisses the top of my head, and checks me over before he steps back so my mother can take his place.

      “How are you affording this place?” Her eyes scan the private room I am in. I didn’t realize I was in a private hospital until after the pain medication took full effect and my hand was stitched.

      “Keir is paying for it,” I tell her.

      “Of course, he is.” She shakes her head and grabs my arm, careful not to hurt me, as she looks at it. “How did it happen? All he bothered to tell us was that there was an accident and you’re okay.”

      “I am okay,” I assure her.

      “You aren’t.” She nods to my hand. “Obviously.” She shakes her head again. “If you weren’t an adult, I’d haul your ass into the back of that camper van we have and take you away from him.”

      She didn’t say here.

      Just him.

      “I’ll go and get us some coffee. Just relax.” My father kisses the top of my mother’s head before he walks out, leaving my mother and me alone. She has highs and lows, and sometimes, you wouldn’t even know she has bipolar. My father is a champ with it all, though. He always knows what to do. How to help her. How to guide her through the highs and lows that come from such a debilitating disease. She has had lots of help over the years, though. And she seems stable most of the time with the drugs, medical interventions, and regular psychiatrist visits.

      “I was with a man like him once,” my mother confesses, sitting next to me. “He consumed me.” She smiles. “I thought I would never find another man like him, and I guess I was right, I never really did. But I’m glad because it led me to your father.” She pauses, then looks me in the eye. “It’s in our nature to be attracted to the one we can’t obtain, the one just out of our reach, yet somehow always in our circle. He’s going to stay in your circle until you remove him. And let me tell you something, you want to remove him. A man like that won’t just remove you, he’ll remove everything about you. You will be nothing, he will consume you.”

      “It’s nothing serious,” I tell her.

      She shakes her head.

      “Lies. But that’s okay. If that helps you sleep at night. Now, tell me the real reason you are lying in this bed with your hand wrapped and security at the door.” I look past her to the door. “Oh, they’re gone now, but I bet not for long.” She sighs, standing. “The mafia, Sailor, really?”

      “We’ve had this discussion.”

      She reaches for my hand and examines it.

      “Sure looks like someone stabbed you.” Her eyes, the same color as my own, lock on to mine. “Care to tell me different?”

      “No,” I say, pulling my hand free.

      “Figured as much.” She huffs, sitting back down. “It’s okay, I can work it out in my head. You stabbed yourself because he told you he can’t love you.” Her hand falls to her heart. “Or … better yet. He has a wife, and she stabbed you.” I bite the inside of my cheek at her words, and her eyes go wider. “Wow, okay, that was a joke. But, fuck, Sailor … she stabbed you? He has a wife?”

      “No and no.”

      The door opens again, and my father comes in holding three coffee cups. My mother stands to take hers and sits back down.

      “You are coming with us.”

      I look at the door to make sure it’s shut. “I actually want to go back home,” I tell them.

      “We sold the place so we could travel,” my father says. “But Benny lives there now. He’s old. Needs help with things. I’m sure he would let you rent your old room from him.” Benny is my father’s brother. They aren’t close but talk every now and then.

      “Really?” I ask.

      It’s been a long time since I’ve been home. It’s where I met Dillan. When I lived a different life.

      “Just don’t go back to who you used to be. You’ve come so far, apart from this hiccup, that is,” my mother can’t help but add, and I smile at her.

      My parents spend the rest of the day with me. We eat lunch, they tell me about their trip, and my father rings Benny, who sounds ecstatic to have someone else live with him.

      Plus, it’s basically rent-free. And with the savings I have from working three jobs, I should be fine for a while.

      “You can leave now,” my mother says to Keir as he walks back into the room later that day, clean and dressed in a new suit. He looks good. I’m jealous. I look like a piece of shit. My hair hasn’t been brushed, and I can feel my face starting to bruise and swell, yet here he is, looking like he just walked off a mafia movie set, and he’s playing the lead role.

      I touch my hair, patting it down.

      “You look beautiful.” His voice stuns the room, but none more so than Joey whose eyes are wide as he stares at his brother.

      Keir walks over to my bedside, flowers in hand.

      “You got me flowers?” I ask, confused. It’s not a small bouquet either. It’s huge and probably cost a small fortune.

      “The room needed brightness.” His eyes scan our surroundings before they come back to me. “The doctor said tomorrow you are free to go home. I’ll stay the night, and you can come home with me after they discharge you. You’ll need help for the next few days while your hand is healing.”

      Before I can say anything, my mother does, “Oh, fuck no.” She shakes her head.

      “No, I’ll go with my parents,” I tell him.

      “We can discuss this tomorrow,” he says, firmly ending the discussion. “I’ve ordered dinner, if you all wish to stay,” he announces, and in walks Phillip, carrying bags of food that smell delicious. I can tell it’s pasta and garlic bread. My mother gives him her evil eye before she turns away and faces me.

      I can tell what she’s thinking.

      I simply choose not to acknowledge it.

      He isn’t going to let me go so easily.
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Keir

        

      

    

    
      I’d kiss those lips every chance I got.

      Every fucking chance I had.

      Without a doubt.

      I spent the night next to her again as she softly snored. The doctor wants to do some final tests before she’s discharged, so I have left to do some work and to give her some more time with her family before I take her home.

      She isn’t fucking going anywhere with her parents.

      Does that make me controlling? Maybe.

      I’m not really sure how to work out any of these feelings. Joey tells me to just walk away—that it would be easier for everyone if I simply left her alone.

      But I have a choice, like I always do, and I choose not to walk away from someone who makes me feel not dead inside. And that’s exactly what she does.

      I didn’t see many examples of love growing up.

      My father never loved my mother, and the only other versions of love I saw were all fictionalized. You had to work out what was real and what was fake, and most of it is fake.

      Joey uses the word love. He uses it lightly when he describes us. I almost took his head off when he first mentioned it last night after we left Sailor.

      But then, when I saw her, I know what it is.

      Joey is right.

      “More flowers?” Joey asks. “Maybe you need to kill someone to bring the real Keir back,” he jokes as he pays for them. Heading to the shop door, we spot Paige standing outside next to her brother.

      “You should wait in here,” Joey says as he walks out.

      Like that’s going to happen.

      “I just want to see if he’ll talk to me.” I hear Paige say as I step up behind Joey. He notices Paige’s and her brother’s gazes focusing over his shoulder, so he turns his head to see what’s caught their attention.

      “Keir.” Her head drops. “I’m sorry, please don’t cancel our contract.”

      “You aren’t sorry, Paige. You’re just sorry you got caught. There is a difference,” I tell her. My driver gets out of the car, his hand going to his gun as he watches our interaction on the street.

      “You’re right, I’m not sorry. At all. You aren’t meant to be with her. Your father signed with mine, and you are meant to be with me.” Gone is her soft side, and out comes the vindictive, conniving, and spiteful side.

      “Sometimes things get broken,” I tell her. She goes to step closer to me, but Frank grabs her arm with his bandaged hands, keeping her in place. I look at him. “You’re lucky to be alive. It’s only because our families have a history with each other that you are. Remember that, and keep your sister in line in the future,” I tell him.

      Frank nods and pulls his sister back and we walk to our car.

      “She’s like a dog with a bone, that one. And you gave her one hell of a bone,” Joey says, shaking his head.

      “A dog is an incredibly nice word for her,” I chime back.

      Joey laughs.
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      “Keir …” We both turn at the sound of Ellie’s voice. “Joey.” She eyes him up and down with absolutely no shame. This from a woman who couldn’t stand us not that long ago, but is now around us every chance she gets. She’s holding a bouquet of flowers too.

      Interesting.

      “Ellie,” Joey says.

      “Sailor called and asked me to get a few things from home.” She holds up a small bag and smiles. “She said she’s okay. What happened? Do you know?”

      “No, we don’t. I can take that to her,” Joey says, reaching for the bag.

      “Actually, there’s more in the car. Do you think you can help me?” She looks at me, but it’s Joey who scrunches his nose up at her. She turns back and points in the direction of the parking lot.

      “I’ll help.” I pass the flowers to Joey, knowing full well he wants nothing to do with her. “I’ll be right up,” I tell him.

      “Lifesaver, thanks. Sailor asked for some weird things, so I didn’t know what to bring. I may have packed a lot into the suitcase, and anyway, the handle is broken so I couldn’t carry it myself. Thanks again.” I remain silent as we walk through the lot. “Do you think Joey likes me? I know he walks away from me all the time, but I like him, you know? He’s different.”

      She’s annoying, but she’s also harmless. I know my brother is a good-looking man who has enough pussy to last him a lifetime. His type is usually not the clingy or crazy ones, though. And, unfortunately for Ellie, she fits both those bills. Why she has clung on to Sailor is beyond me. And why Sailor has allowed it, is insane.

      “I don’t know,” I answer her.

      “What about Sailor? How are you two? She’s such a good soul. I can see why Dillan loved her so much.”

      I pause at her words. What the fuck?

      “Dillan loved himself, that much was clear,” I tell her.

      She nods. “He did. But every night he would tell me about her. He really did love her.”

      “You never found that weird, that your partner was telling you about his ex?”

      “Shit, where did I park? This place is so big.” She looks around, then points toward the back. “No, I didn’t. He said she left him for you, so I figured he was just getting over her.” She shrugs.

      “He sold her to me to pay off his debts.”

      “You can’t sell a person. Not in this day and age,” Ellie states, her hands going to her hips. “Now, can you?”

      “I did,” I argue back at her.

      “Oh, I see it.” She starts walking faster, and I follow, wondering how many screws are loose with this woman. It’s then I notice something that shouldn’t be there.

      “You aren’t this stupid, are you?” I ask, reaching for my gun.

      She pulls one out of her purse and raises it to my head. “Aren’t you?” she chimes back at me. “How stupid are you? You really think a woman couldn’t carry her suitcase? To tell you the truth, I was hoping for Joey, but you’ll do.” She flicks the safety off as two men get out of the car. Both of them crack their knuckles and walk closer.

      “Really?” I ask. “You work for Romarc?” I shake my head. “You could have done better,” I tell her, looking to the goons walking toward me. “One thing you should know about me, Ellie … if that’s even your real name … is that I’ve played this game way longer than you.” I smile as I reach into my pocket and press a button. When I do, her car and the two people next to it go up in smoke. Joey put it on her car last week. Said she was fishing for information, and he didn’t trust her. I guess his instincts were right. The tracker and bomb came in very handy. I’ll be sure to thank him later. The guys fly forward, their faces meeting the pavement, and she looks back, shocked, which gives me enough opportunity to move in and grab the gun from her hand. I shoot once, quickly, in her leg, making her drop to the ground. I pick up Sailor’s bag and crouch down next to her as she clutches her leg, crying out in agony.

      “He’s going to kill you. You aren’t the king of this town anymore,” she sneers.

      “How so?” I ask.

      “Romarc owns the drug run, he owns the town. You know this. And next he will kill you and her.”

      “You planned to kill Sailor?” I ask.

      Ellie smiles through her tears. “No, I did actually like her. But now he will. You should have let me kill you.”

      I shake my head at her words and stand.

      “Did she know?” I ask, my gun at my side.

      I hear sirens getting closer.

      “Did who?”

      “Did Sailor know who you were?”

      “I’ll never tell.” She smiles a sinister smile before I raise the gun and pull the trigger.

      Joey reaches me at that moment, his eyes wide in shock at what he sees.

      “Fuck.” He rubs the back of his head. “Fuck! I can’t leave you alone for one fucking minute.” He shakes his head and looks at Ellie’s lifeless body. “Really? No way. Why did you kill her? I mean, we thought she was shitty, but fuck.”

      “She was working with Romarc,” I state flatly.

      His eyes go even wider in surprise if that’s possible. “Does that mean …” He looks back to the hospital.

      “Go back inside, I’ll be there soon.”

      Joey turns to leave. “Sailor will ask where Ellie is.”

      “Tell her she went home.”

      He walks away, only giving me a curt nod in response.

      I turn back around to hear the two men groan as they writhe on the ground.

      I put two bullets in each of their heads before the clean-up crew arrive. Hopefully they get here before the police do.
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Sailor

        

      

    

    
      “What was that?” I ask the nurse as she goes to the window and looks out.

      “Looks like a car is on fire,” she says. “That’s not something you see every day.”

      I get up and follow her, staring out the window at a fire in the parking lot. We’re too far up to see what kind of car or if anyone is hurt.

      “Get back into bed until the doctor clears you.” She lays her hand on my shoulder and walks me back.

      My parents left to get changed and have some food. I’m meant to be leaving today, and I can’t wait. I plan to leave this city altogether. It was always a dream to live here, but now that dream isn’t my reality anymore. It’s more my own personal hell.

      “Sweetcheeks.” I turn to see Joey walking in the room, a smile on his face, but it seems forced.

      “You hear that outside?”

      Joey nods and sits in the chair by the bed. I’m still waiting for Ellie to come with my things so I can shower and change. I want my own toothbrush, not the hard one they gave me. And I want my own clothes, not this flimsy hospital gown. “Do you know if everyone is okay?” I ask.

      “I’m sure it will be fine.”

      “Is Keir coming back?” I check, then chew on my bottom lip.

      Joey looks up and sends me another uneasy smile. “I’m sure he won’t be long.”

      I don’t know why I asked that. I don’t need him back. But for some reason I wanted to know. As the words left Joey’s mouth, Keir steps in holding my bag. He walks over, drops it on my bed, and steps back. Coldness radiates from him. He looks at me, and there is no warmth in those eyes like there was yesterday.

      “Ellie was bringing that.”

      “Ellie had other plans she needed to attend to.” The way he says it doesn’t make me feel good—something is wrong.

      “What plans?” Joey stands, and my eyes fall to him before they go back to Keir.

      “Lessons,” he responds cryptically.

      “Ellie doesn’t do lessons,” I say, confused.

      “How well do you really know her?” Joey asks. Keir shoots him a hard stare before they both look back at me.

      “Not well. Just that she doesn’t know many people here.” I shrug.

      “Oh, that’s all?” Joey says. Keir shoots him another look. “I’m going to wait outside.” Joey leaves the room, and it’s just Keir.

      Last night’s Keir and this Keir are two entirely different people.

      This is the one I’m used to.

      “I feel like something is going on that you aren’t telling me.”

      “I saw Paige today.” My back straightens at his words. He doesn’t seem to notice and carries on, “Asked me to forgive her. Do you think I should forgive someone who betrayed me?”

      I feel like he’s asking me a trick question, and my answer is one he is counting on to be right—well, his version of right, whatever that is.

      “That’s up to you. You had plans with her. Why let me get in the way of that?”

      “Maybe you’re right,” he answers thoughtfully and walks to the window. “She would carry a child to full term.” He glances back at me, and I know that stab meant to hurt me.

      It does as intended.

      Hit the bullseye.

      The pain I feel is immeasurable, but I say nothing.

      “And we have discovered she wants me. And every man wants to be wanted by his life partner, wouldn’t you agree?”

      “Yes, I suppose you’re right.”

      Keir walks over to my bed and places his hand on my foot. “You aren’t right for me.” His words are sharp, clear, decisive, and for some reason, they almost devastate.

      Why do they hurt? That’s what confuses me the most.

      “Not right for you?” I ask, sitting up straighter in the bed. He moves back, and it agitates me. I swing my legs off the bed and stand to confront him. “I’m not right for you?” I ask again and shake my head. “You are day and night … do you know that?” He gives me a puzzled look. “The two can’t do the same thing, yet you tried several times. You give me all the right words. Sunlight. Then you take them away. Darkness. But want to know the best part?” I step up closer to him. “I don’t give a flying fuck. I told you from the beginning we would never work. I hate your life, and you could never live in mine. So go …” I wave my hand toward the door. “Go, run to your crazy future baby mama, who I might add, could slit your throat one night in your sleep because that’s how fucked-up she is.” I’m yelling now and I don’t care.

      The door opens, and Joey puts his head inside the room, looks around, then backs back out.

      “Sweetheart.” He steps forward, hand touching my cheek, and I brush it away angrily. “If I wanted you, I could have you.”

      That makes me laugh. “No, you could not,” I say through gritted teeth.

      A knock comes on the door, and it opens to reveal my parents.

      “Goodbye, Keir. It was nice knowing you.”

      I feel my parents’ eyes on us as he smiles and it touches his eyes. He leans in, kisses my cheek, and whispers, “I’ll be seeing you again, lollipop.” His words stun, leaving me feeling a bunch of jumbled emotions.

      “I hope to never see you again.” I whisper the words, but he hears them anyway.

      He turns and winks before he walks out the door.

      “What happened?” my mother asks, concerned. “He was demanding you stay with him. Now, he’s happy to let you go? I don’t trust him.”

      “Neither do I,” I say then smile.
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      My parents left and plan to pick me up this afternoon once the doctor comes in with my discharge paperwork. I wait in that room all day, going through my bag, showering, brushing my teeth, getting dressed in normal clothes in the hopes that I will actually be discharged.

      The door opens, and I smile hoping it’s the doctor, but the person who walks through is anything but a doctor. Joey offers me a smile before he steps to the end of my bed. I turn my television off and give him my full attention. “Why are you here?”

      “Keir doesn’t know I’m here.”

      “So why did you come?”

      “That car accident you heard earlier.” He walks to the window and looks down. “That was Ellie.”

      My brows scrunch in confusion. “Come again?” I ask, not thinking I heard him correctly.

      “That was Ellie. Keir blew up her car.”

      His words shock me.

      My first instinct is to scream for security.

      “Are you here to get rid of me?” I ask.

      His hands clutch the footboard of the bed. “Ellie was working for Romarc. Are you?”

      I shake my head. “You mean the guy we went to dinner with?”

      “The exact one.”

      “That’s Keir’s friend. Why would I be working with him?”

      And it’s then I realize.

      Shit. What did Ellie do?

      “What did she do?”

      Joey smiles at my realization. “She tried to kill Keir.”

      Oh fuck.

      Oh fuck.

      “And you think I had something to do with it?” I ask. He simply nods. “What does Keir think?”

      “Keir can’t think clearly with you, so that’s why I’m here. To help.”

      “Help how?”

      He looks to the door to make sure it’s locked, then back to me. “You’ve fucked him enough, Sailor. Keir is known for being level-headed. No one gets under his skin, and no one fucks with him. It’s just who he is. He’s ruthless …” He pauses. “Now, tell me you had nothing to do with it.”

      “I didn’t, but I feel you already know that.” I smile at him before confirming what I know is the real reason he came. “You’re here to tell me not to come back. Or else. Correct?”

      He smiles, then nods. “You are clever, I can see the appeal,” he states. “But you would never work, no matter what he feels for you. It would never work, and you know that as well. Don’t you?”

      “I have been telling him this.”

      “I know, but Keir doesn’t listen. He realized today that, no matter what he feels, he can never trust you. He doesn’t know you well enough. And let’s be honest, Keir doesn’t trust anyone but himself.”

      “He trusts you.”

      “No, he doesn’t. And he’s right not to. Because he knows, no matter what, if something is a threat to him, even under strict orders, I would do what I think is right.”

      “Like killing me,” I point out.

      “Bingo.”

      “I’m not a threat,” I tell him. “I don’t plan to ever come back.”

      I’m not lying.

      I don’t plan to come back.

      Ever.

      “I believe you. It’s why I’m going to walk away right now. I hope to never see you again, Sailor.”

      “The feeling is mutual,” I respond, pointing to the door.

      Joey smiles as he opens it, and the doctor walks in past him and straight to me. “Sailor, how are you feeling?” he asks.

      I glance out the door to see Joey still hovering there.

      “Good. Ready to go home now.”

      He nods. “You’ve gained some movement in your fingers. You will still need physical therapy, but other than that you are looking great. I’m happy to discharge you today, but there is something that came back in your bloodwork that you may not be aware of.”

      “Oh, what?” I ask.

      “You’re pregnant. Congratulations.”

      My heart plummets in my chest.

      I immediately look out to where Joey is standing near the door.

      Did he hear that? By the look on his face, he did.

      The door opens, and Joey comes straight to my bedside, smiling brightly at the doctor. “Oh, wow. I just heard we’re going to have a baby. How far along do you think she is, doc?” Joey asks while I sit there stunned.

      Pregnant. I can’t be.

      “I can’t carry babies. I never make it far.”

      The doctor nods. “I’ve heard, but everything looks great right now. I’m going to set you up with an obstetrician who specializes in high-risk pregnancies. But from our tests and your last cycle which you told the nurses …” he looks down, then back to Joey, “… you are roughly six to eight weeks, but an ultrasound will tell us more.”

      He goes on to give me more information, and when he leaves, Joey remains and faces me. “It’s his, isn’t it?”

      My mouth is dry, and I don’t know what to say or do. “I don’t carry to term. I always miscarry.” A stray tear leaves my eye.

      “This is Keir’s baby, isn’t it?” he asks again.

      “I don’t know,” I tell him, but that’s a lie. I haven’t had sex with my husband for months. The only person I have had sex with recently is Keir.

      “Fuck,” he snarls, turning away. “This changes things.” He lifts his phone, and I call his name, stopping him.

      “I’ll miscarry. Don’t tell him. Trust me, I can’t carry a baby to term. Do not tell him. You know what he’ll do. Do not tell him,” I reiterate pleading with him.

      “He’ll kill us both if he finds out,” Joey says. “No matter what.”

      “How will he find out?” My voice is high as I squeak out the words. “And by the time he finds out, there won’t be a baby.” Joey rubs his face and shakes his head. “Joey.”

      “Shut up, I’m thinking.” I bite my lip as he paces the room.

      When he stops, he turns to face me. “The minute you lose that baby, you tell me. Or I am telling him.” I nod my head eagerly. “We just signed our own death warrants.”

      “It will be worse for everyone involved if he knows, and you know it. I’m not meant to be in his life. I’m not meant to have a baby with him. Paige is.”

      Joey nods, then turns and walks out the door without another word.

      Fuck.

      I’m pregnant.

      

      Eight months later.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Hello, sweetheart. I’ve missed you, lollipop.”
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        Variety Gossip

        The King of the Underworld

        They say a love lost is not always from a quarrel, but maybe that’s the reason the king of the underworld is now single. No woman to be seen. After we spotted him leaving the hospital months ago without his little honey-brunette, who we might add he has seen more than once, he hasn’t seen her again.

        Insiders say it’s over and that she is long gone.

        I guess only time will tell.

        In the meantime, has anyone got any good dick pics from this man? We all want to know what he’s packing.

      

      

      

      Get Book 2 HERE!
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      Rylee

      

      My lip is bleeding. It tastes—I lick it again—sweet. I like the taste. Is that weird? I had heard it’s meant to have a metallic taste. But mine, well, it’s sweet. Maybe it’s the only thing about me that is sweet.

      My fingers touch the edges of my lips. The bleeding is slowing, but the throbbing intensifies.

      “Fuck, Rylee, really?”

      My hand drops away from my busted lip as I glance up at him.

      He’s shaking his head, his blond hair barely moving with all the product he uses. “See what you made me do? Fuck!” He swipes his face with his hand and stares at me with emotionless eyes.

      How could I have been so blind to those eyes for so long?

      “You should leave…” I somehow manage to whisper then lick my lips—I can still taste the sweetness of my blood.

      He tries to touch me again, but I step back dramatically.

      “Leave, Anderson,” I say with more force.

      He shakes his head and scrubs his face again.

      Really? How many times does he plan to do that? Doesn’t he know by touching his face he’s spreading germs?

      “Rylee, come on…”

      Sidestepping him, I open my bedroom door. “You better leave before I scream.” I blink a few times and then glare. “If you don’t, I’ll kick you where I know the sun doesn’t shine.”

      Anger rolls between his brows while his hands tighten into fists. “You need to watch your mouth,” he grates out through gritted teeth, his voice hard and unrelenting.

      “Ha,” I bark out, shaking my head. “Last strike.” I point to my face and then the door. “Now, leave and don’t come back.”

      Anderson takes a step in my direction then leans down so his face is close to mine. “They would never believe you over me. And even if they did, they won’t care. All they want is for you to marry me.” He smirks and steps toward the door. He lifts his hand, and I hold my flinch in as he grips the door handle. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Rylee.”

      I watch him step out the door and down my parents’ stairs, saying goodbye to them as he leaves.

      I hate him.

      What I ever saw in him, I’ll never know.

      It’s hard, but I need to get out of this house. My parents expect and want so much from me. Sometimes, I wish I had followed my sister, Rhianna, when she escaped the family business. To be honest, I don’t know why I didn’t leave with her. Perhaps it wasn’t the right time, but now regret chips away at my heart every single day. Every single minute. How do you combat what you want with what is right for you?

      With a hard push, I close the door and then slide down its surface. My hands cover my face as I draw my knees up under my chin.

      I’ve been dating Anderson since high school. He was the popular football player, and I was the good little rich girl.

      Our parents couldn’t be more pleased with our relationship. Fuck, they’re already planning our wedding and I’m only twenty-three.

      I don’t want to get married this young, and especially not to him.

      Anderson has his good days, but he has far too many bad ones. And let’s be quite serious here, I don’t want any days with him.

      I hear footsteps approach my door, and I know who it is straight away.

      “Ry, tell me you’re okay?” my little brother whispers, his concern floating to me through the closed door.

      “I’m fine, Beckham. I’ll see you in the morning,” I tell him with the strongest voice I can muster.

      He waits.

      He always does.

      He’s the only one who understands what Anderson is like, and he hates him for it. But, more importantly, he detests that I won’t leave him, and he can’t grasp the concept of why I stay. It makes him crazy angry, but I can’t seem to muster the energy to do what I know is right.

      It’s the pressure.

      The pressure from my family is simply too much.

      My father takes care of the accounts of some of the wealthiest people in Australia, and that extends to the rest of the world. I’m his only child who’s willing to, or even interested in, taking over the family business. I work with Father now, understanding the basics, as I have finally finished my degree in accounting. And soon, I will run it all. Which makes me happy. I like what I do—numbers and money makes me happy. I like to organize and find the number’s rightful place then fix any problems that arise in handling the accounts.

      Plus, I’m good at it.

      Really good.

      My sister is what you’d call a free spirit. She’s never done well listening to rules and prefers to travel and live her life the way she wants—carefree and easy-going. My brother is a football star. Even at his young age of sixteen, we all know he’s going places.

      So that leaves me, Rylee Harley, twin sister to Rhianna Harley and older sister to Beckham, to fill the spot that’s left open. Our parents want to retire, live a life of luxury, which my father deserves. He is one of the hardest workers I know. Dedicated. Loyal. Committed.

      I do adore them both, no matter what others think.

      Even if my mother is overbearing, she’s still my mother.

      It’s all about the pressure.

      The pressure to be perfect.

      And this crushes my spirit and steals pieces of me every day.

      Anderson is right at the top of the list of pressure.

      I did love him, once.

      He’s handsome, all the women want him, and I can’t blame them. Anderson comes from money, is athletic, and could charm the panties right off you. Which was what he did to me.

      I didn’t win any popularity contests in school like my sister. I kept my head down and was studious.

      Until Anderson.

      Then everyone knew who I was.

      I was no longer Rhianna’s quiet twin sister. I was Rylee, Anderson’s girlfriend, and I have been for way too long.

      My phone beeps, and I know immediately who it is. My head swings in that direction and I watch as it lights up, then goes dark. In exactly one minute, it’ll do it again. I watch, waiting. And like clockwork, it does just that. Lights up again.

      Now, he’s apologizing.

      And I will not read his texts.

      I don’t want to read them.

      Anderson set up my phone to show him when I read his messages, so he’ll know I haven’t. It’s just another way for him to control me.

      And another way I let him.

      Today wasn’t the first time he’s hit my face. He’s usually careful not to leave a mark like he’s done today, though. I lick my lip and still taste the blood lingering there.

      I never thought I would be one of those girls, but here I am.

      Staring at my phone from across the room, I and wishing it would disappear, I can’t stand to think about his fake apologies that lay on it.

      Taking a deep breath, I shake my head and stand. Reaching for my phone, I don’t open the messages like he wants me to. Instead, I walk it to my bathroom and fill the bathtub. I watch as the water stills when I turn the faucet off and then I smile as the phone slips from my hand and drops into the crystal-clear water.

      Tomorrow is the day I start living for me.

      Or so I keep telling myself.

      

      BUY HERE

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      USA Today Best Selling Author T.L. Smith loves to write her characters with flaws so beautiful and dark you can't turn away. Her books have been translated into several languages. If you don't catch up with her in her home state of Queensland, Australia you can usually find her travelling the world, either sitting on a beach in Bali or exploring Alcatraz in San Francisco or walking the streets of New York.

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

        [image: Goodreads icon] Goodreads

        [image: BookBub icon] BookBub

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by T.L Smith

          

        

      

    

    
      Kandiland

      Pure Punishment (Standalone)

      Antagonize Me (Standalone)

      Degrade (Flawed #1) 

      Twisted (Flawed #2)

      Black (Black #1)

      Red (Black #2)

      White (Black #3)

      Green (Black #4) 

      Distrust (Smirnov Bratva #1) FREE

      Disbelief (Smirnov Bratva #2)

      Defiance (Smirnov Bratva #3)

      Dismissed (Smirnov Bratva #4)

      Lovesick (Standalone)

      Lotus (Standalone)

      Savage Collision (A Savage Love Duet book 1)

      Savage Reckoning (A Savage Love Duet book 2)

      Buried in Lies 

      Distorted Love (Dark Intentions Duet 1)

      Sinister Love (Dark Intentions Duet 2)

      Cavalier (Crimson Elite #1)

      Anguished (Crimson Elite #2)

      Conceited (Crimson Elite #3)

      Insolent (Crimson Elite #4)

      Playette

      Love Drunk

      Hate Sober

      Heartbreak Me (Duet #1)

      Heartbreak You (Duet #2)

      My Beautiful Poison

      My Wicked Heart

      My Cruel Lover

      Connect with T.L Smith by tlsmithauthor.com

    

  

cover.jpeg
SMITH







images/00004.jpeg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

T.L. SMITH





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





