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            Stolen to Remember

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Is it really kidnapping when she was already his to begin with? Kade Warsaw will do anything to make her remember, including taking her to a deserted island until she falls in love with him. In his line of work, sometimes you have to use force. 

      Collins Tramble wakes up in a strange place with a man she doesn’t know. He claims she belongs to him, but how can that be possible? Wouldn’t she remember falling in love with someone so different to her? Someone dark and mysterious with a past he won’t talk about...

      Warning: This kidnapping romance will give you all the swoonworthy feels. Find out what happens on an island made to keep secrets. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Collins

        

      

    

    
      I’m snuggled deep in my bed and never want to get up. My whole body is heavy, and I reason with myself that I can sleep for a little longer. I think about all I have to do today and my mind blanks. I search for reminders but all I see in my mind is a black void. 

      My eyes spring open as the stirring of fear creeps over me. When I look around I don’t recognize anything, but I don’t think I’m home. But then again when I try and think of where home is, nothing but an empty black space is there where a memory should be. Fear rises up in my throat and my breathing speeds up. 

      I slowly sit up and look around the giant bedroom. My eyes fight to adjust to the light but when they do I realize it’s not a bedroom but some kind of fancy hospital. The IV in my arm has my fear climbing as I turn to face the door. That’s when I see three men standing off to the side talking in a huddle. 

      I can’t hear what their hushed voices are saying but I can tell they’re trying to be quiet. I stare at them for a moment but I don’t recognize any of them. Well, one has his back to me so I’m not completely sure, but the other two are a total blank. All three men are dressed in suits that I know scream of money. They don’t look like doctors, so if they’re in my hospital room I must know them. What other reason would they have to be here?

      Wait, why am I in a hospital? I reach up to touch my face and nothing hurts. If I can’t remember anything, wouldn't that mean I’d hit my head? I feel around but everything seems fine until I touch the cool metal band on my finger and I flinch. My eyes go from the three men to my hand and I stare at the ring on my finger. It’s not just a simple wedding band, just like the extravagant hospital room and the suits. There’s a giant stone sparkling up at me and it looks like an ice skating rink. It’s completely unmissable but it conjures no memory when I look at it. 

      “I’m married?” My mouth is dry and my voice is croaked. 

      The three men stop whispering and all turn to look at me. I see the eyes of the man that was facing away from me and something in my mind tries to spark. I know him, don’t I? He has the darkest eyes I’ve ever seen but they soften around the edges and it feels familiar. Relief floods his face as he rushes over towards the bed. The closer he gets, I see not only how handsome he is but how much bigger he is than I thought. His suit might cost a small fortune but it’s clear he’s been in it for a few days. It’s wrinkled and worn and he’s a little unshaven. His hair’s a mess, making me think he hasn’t left my bedside for however long I’ve been here. 

      Is this guy my husband? My heart flutters that this man is mine. I think he’s going to cup my face as his hand comes up to my cheek, but he stops himself from touching me. 

      “My sweet darling. How do you feel?” 

      Darling? The word feels nice for a moment until I realize I don’t know my own name. I open my mouth to answer but no words come out. 

      “Get the doctor,” the man snaps at the other two guys by the door. I glance to them and realize they must all be related. 

      “Are we married?” I ask the man at my bedside. There are probably a million other things I should be asking right now, but I think more than anything I’m seeking comfort. And possibly protection because I feel so lost. A husband would mean those things. 

      One of the guys by the door mumbles a curse while the other slips from the room in search of a doctor. 

      “I am your husband,” the man by my bed says. 

      I grab one of his hands and hold it tight. “I’m scared,” I whisper to him. “I don’t know what’s happening.” 

      “I promise I’ll never let anything happen to you. There’s nothing to be scared of, not when it comes to me.” His voice is strong and reassuring. 

      “Are you fucking kidding me right now?” The other man in the room says under his breath. 

      “Vaughn.” My husband’s voice is low and laced with a warning.

      “You’re lucky you’re my brother,” he says before storming from the room and leaving us alone. 

      “I take it my brother-in-law doesn’t like me?” I ask. 

      “Vaughn is always a dick. You’ll get used to it.” He gives me a soft smile. 

      “Did I get used to it before?” The question causes the smile to slip from his lips. 

      “Maybe he’ll just grow on you.” I can tell he is trying to tease me, but something feels off. It’s like I’m not getting the whole answer. 

      “I don’t know your name,” I admit and guilt nags at me for that. “I’m sorry.” I drop my head and my short dark hair falls in front of my face. And I’m shocked once again that I didn’t know what color it was. 

      How can I know what a hospital is and that the ring on my finger tells me I’m married, but I didn't know what color my hair was until now? 

      “Kade,” my husband answers as his finger goes under my chin to lift my head. “You might not remember everything, but I promise we’ll make new memories. Ones you’ll never be able to forget.” 

      “That’s the second promise you’ve made to me.” Does he give them out too easily or are they a vow to him? 

      “Kade can be a lot of things but his word is solid,” the third man that went in search of a doctor says as he enters the room with a doctor right behind him. 

      He answers the unspoken question in my mind but he makes others take hold. What else can my husband be, because the other two men seem angry at him. At least that’s what I’m seeing right now. 

      “That’s Xander. Everyone calls him X,” Kade tells me before tucking my hair behind my ears. His touch is gentle but nothing about him looks soft. 

      “You’re awake again.” The doctor comes to the side of my bed and starts checking me over. I try not to fidget because he isn't saying much. I sit still and let him do his thing while questions pile up in my head.

      “Kade,” I say softly as I reach for his hand. His big palm engulfs mine and gives it a gentle squeeze. “What’s happening?” I’m trying not to freak out but I still don’t know who I am, or why I’m here. 

      “We’re not sure,” the doctor says when he pulls the stethoscope away from my chest. “The brain can be tricky to understand.” 

      I look to Kade, wanting answers from him since the doctor is being too vague. “You’ve woken up a few times but you always slipped back under.” 

      I don’t remember any of that happening. 

      “How long have I been here?” My eyes glance over to Xander and Vaughn, who are watching us. The doctor flips through my chart and everything feels so off. Then again, what do I know? I can’t even remember what I look like. 

      “A few days,” Kade answers. 

      A flood of questions spills from me as I struggle to understand what’s happening. “How did I get here? What is my name? Why—” 

      “Calm down, darling.” Kade leans over, brushing his mouth against my forehead. “I need you to take a breath. I don’t want you passing out on me.” I close my eyes and bury my face in his chest, listening to the sound of his heartbeat. “There you go,” he says softly as his hand drifts across my back in a soothing gesture. 

      “It’s a good sign she’s not having another panic attack,” the doctor says, making me stiffen. 

      Do I have panic attacks? Is that a thing for me? 

      “Just get the fuck out. You’re not helping.” Kade’s voice is as cold as ice and for whatever reason I push myself further into him. 

      “Mr. Warsaw, if I were you—”

      “If I were you I wouldn’t utter another word if you ever want to work again.” I don’t know how but Kade’s voice gets even colder and I swallow because I might not know my husband, but I know his words are true. There’s a long pause and the room is quiet so I can only assume the doctor left. “Get the plane ready. I want a different doctor sent to the island.” 

      “I’m not your fucking assistant,” I hear Xander say. 

      “No, but you’re my fucking brother and you’re going to have my back and do this for me,” Kade says with finality. 

      I look up to see X with his fists clenched at his side before he gives in. “Fine.” 

      “It’s all going to be okay,” Kade tells me and I nod. 

      He puts his arm around me and I lean into him, not only because it feels good to be held but because I have no clue what’s happening. I have to trust him and I pray that I’m making the right choice.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Kade

        

      

    

    
      I sit on the side of the bed and watch her sleep. The plane is high in the sky but we’re still hours from the island. Her shoulder-length dark hair fans across the pillow and her bronze skin glows against the sheets.  

      My fists are clenched at my side because I dare not touch her. It was all I could do to hold her against me in the car and to help her back into bed before I lost control. Even now, breathing the same air as her is threatening to break my control, but I can’t look away from her. I’m afraid to blink because the thought of her not being here when I open my eyes sparks a wave of terror within me. 

      She’s been asleep for so long already, but the new doctor said this was normal. I had her look Collins over before we boarded the plane and she gave me the reassurance we were both seeking. Now the doctor, with all her supplies, is being transported to the island on another plane.

      She told Collins her brain needs to rest in order to process the trauma. 

      The trauma. 

      Reaching out, I slowly slide my hand across the cool cotton but stop just before I make contact with her skin. I keep telling myself she’s safe, and she’s going to be all right, but watching her look into my eyes and not know who I am has broken something inside of me. I’ll do whatever it takes to make her remember, no matter the cost. 

      With a heavy heart I stand up and walk out of the small bedroom. With one last look at her I close the door and walk to the front of the plane where my brothers are sitting. Xander is staring out the window and doesn’t even bother to look up at me when I take the seat across from him. Vaughn is sleeping on the couch nearby and his quiet snores irritate me. How can he sleep at a time like this? 

      I grab the tumbler of dark liquor next to me and down the contents in one large gulp. Maybe this will help me close my eyes and not see my beautiful girl look up at me like I’m a stranger. 

      “Are we going to talk about this yet?” X says without taking his eyes off the black ocean below us. 

      “No.” The word is final but I can see him clench his fist in his lap and I know he’s not taking no for an answer. 

      “Have you lost your fucking mind?” he hisses as Vaughn makes an unintelligible sound and then goes back to snoring. 

      “Does it matter?” I stare at him until he faces me and leans back in his seat. I don’t break eye contact because I have nothing to be sorry about. 

      “Let’s try this.” He leans forward and I can see the controlled anger in the way he grips the arm rests. “Why don’t you tell me who the fuck that is back there and why we’re taking her to the island?” 

      “My wife,” I say simply as I grab the bottle of liquor off the table next to me and refill my glass to the brim. 

      He laughs humorlessly, leans back and throws his hands up. “Your wife? Kade, I’m your goddamn blood, don’t try and bullshit me. There are no doctors around anymore, and she can’t hear you.” 

      “My blood,” I agree. “So when I tell you to do this for me, you don’t ask questions. That’s what blood means.” 

      “I won’t follow you blindly to jail.” He leans back in his seat like he wants to distance himself from this.

      “You will.” There is a threat in my voice and I know he doesn't miss it. “You’ll do it because I’d do the same fucking thing for you.” 

      We stare at one another for a long, silent moment before he looks out the window again. I take another gulp of the dark amber liquid and lean back. 

      The quiet of the cabin is only broken by Vaughn but after a moment I let out a breath. 

      “Do you trust me?” When he looks at me and rolls his eyes, I raise an eyebrow. “Answer the question.” 

      “You know I do,” he answers begrudgingly. 

      “Have you ever seen me like this?” I wait as he shakes his head. “Have I ever acted impulsively about anything?” 

      “No.” 

      “Have I ever taken a woman to the island?” 

      He shakes his head and I wait until he says, “No.” 

      “That was the deal we made, X. No women, only wives.” 

      When I was twenty-two our mother died of cancer, and our father followed her a month later. I was left in charge of my two younger brothers, Xander and Vaughn, and a fortune beyond our wildest dreams. It was up to me to make sure they finished college and our family real estate business didn’t go under, and the weight of that on my shoulders almost crushed me. But ten years later the three of us have kept the Warsaw legacy going and I know now that we would have made our parents proud. 

      A few years ago I heard about a private island in the Pacific that was being foreclosed on, and I brought it to my brothers. We flew out to see it, and we agreed that same day that it would be our home. That no matter what happened, this would always be the place we could return to and someday we’d bring our families here. No women, only wives. We wanted the island to be a place for our children to enjoy and to spend our lives in paradise. We made that pact on the white sandy beach and we’ve never broken that promise. 

      Every few months we come to the island and leave our phones at the door to reconnect as brothers and cement the vow. After losing our parents we understood how important our bond is and that we need to cherish it. Xander knows that what I’m doing right now is a big decision not only for me, but for us as a family. I can see it in his eyes that he’s worried I’ve broken our laws but I can’t let that stop me. 

      “I’ve seen you almost every single day for most of my life, so when you show up and tell me you’re married and your wife is in the hospital, what the hell am I supposed to do?” 

      “Buy me a wedding gift and shut your fucking mouth,” I say through gritted teeth before I polish off the last of my drink. 

      He narrows his eyes as he leans forward in his seat and I tense, ready for the fight. I’ve been in a ball of knots the past few days and using my fists right now might be the only thing that makes me feel better. 

      “Stop fighting,” Vaughn mumbles from beside us, breaking the tense moment. 

      “Go back to sleep, baby brother. This doesn’t concern you,” I say, setting my glass down. 

      “I was dreaming about a Care Bear giving me a blowjob,” he groans as he rolls over and scratches his crotch. “And you guys ruined it.” 

      As much as I hate it, a snort of laughter escapes my lips. 

      “She was so pink and fluffy.” His eyes are still closed but he’s grinning like an idiot. 

      “How would that even work?” Xander’s eyebrows pull together in concentration as if he’s really considering it. “Their hands are so small.” 

      For the first time in days a smile tugs at my lips and when I look at X, an understanding passes between us. He may not like what I’m doing, but at least he’s on my side. 

      “I guess I’ll never know,” Vaughn grumbles as he rolls back over on his side and immediately starts snoring. 

      It’s still a long flight until we arrive but at least there’s peace between us. For now.
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          Collins

        

      

    

    
      “Where to now, Tarzan?” I sigh into Kade’s neck as his scent and the smell of the ocean fills my lungs. He stills at my words and I lift my head to look at him. “Have I called you that before?” I get excited that I remembered something. I try and search my mind for where I got the nickname from but nothing comes. It came out of my mouth so easily that it felt right. 

      “Yes, you’ve called me that a few times.” He smiles at me as he descends the stairs of the plane. 

      The sun is setting but I can’t pull my eyes away from my husband. I smile back at him before resting my head on his shoulder once again. I don’t know why I’m still so sleepy. It’s all I’ve been doing but the lure of sleep keeps trying to take me under. I only woke up when Kade lifted me from the bed and put me in his lap while the plane landed. I think I dozed off again even then. 

      I watch his brother Xander follow us off the plane. I’m not sure if he likes me much, and when his eyes meet mine I turn my head to bury it into Kade’s neck. I haven't gotten much of a feel for his other brother, Vaughn. He is the most laidback of the bunch at the moment, but I swear all of these men have a tense mood around them.

      “Are you hungry?” Kade asks me for the hundredth time and I shake my head. 

      “Love, you have to eat.” He lets out a long sigh as he slides into a car and the door shuts behind us. “I’ll have something brought to our room and you can try a bite for me,” he encourages. I don’t know what possesses me but I give his neck a small playful bite to tease him. I expect him to laugh but he groans instead. I kiss the spot as heat settles in my belly. 

      “Sorry,” I lie. I’m not sorry at all. I enjoy being this close to him and for some reason teasing him feels natural. With the way I’ve seen him bark orders at everyone maybe I should be scared to do it, but I’m not. 

      “I mean real food.” He turns his head to kiss the side of my face. I wiggle in his lap, feeling his hard cock wedged between us, and it makes me pause for a moment. I’m thankful that my face is buried in his neck when he whispers something about me sending him into an early grave.

      “I will try and eat.” I sit back to look at my husband, and no matter how many times I gaze at Kade it’s still hard to believe this man is mine. 

      My chest warms when I look at him so I must love him. I feel safe in his arms but still I remember nothing. The only thing I can go off of is how I feel when I’m near him and I’m trusting that. I also know when I look at X or Vaughn I feel nothing. They’re my brothers-in-law so shouldn't I feel some kind of way about them? No spark comes and it’s almost like I don’t really know either of them at all. 

      I watch some of the worry leave Kade’s face because I’ve agreed to eat something. “I feel fine,” I try and reassure him as his hand reaches up to cup my face. 

      “I was so scared you’d never wake up.” His words come out rough and I can see the pain in his eyes. He really does love me. This time I turn my head and kiss his palm. 

      “If I didn't know any better I’d think this was all a dream,” I admit. “I wake up not remembering anything, but I have a handsome husband who loves me and who has swept me away to a private island he and his family own. I’m guessing we’re rich?” I try to tease.

      “We own,” he corrects, but he doesn’t smile. Serious Kade is back. “What’s mine is yours, love.” 

      I lean toward him, offering my mouth to him, thinking he’s going to kiss me. I somehow know a kiss will lighten his mood. Our eyes lock but he pauses as his eyes flick to my lips. I lick them and my heart starts to race. I’m sure I’ve kissed him a thousand times before but to me this is my first kiss ever. It feels natural to tilt my head back and wait, but still his eyes only linger on my lips. 

      “Are you going to kiss your wife?” The hand that’s still cupping my face moves so his thumb can trace my bottom lip. 

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” Something flashes in his eyes and my stomach tightens with excitement, going straight to my core. A memory tickles the edge of my mind and I try to grab on to it, but the car door opens and suddenly pulls me back to reality.

      “We’re here, sir,” the man holding the door says, and I think I recall Kade calling him King. I saw him at the hospital and I wonder if he was on the plane too. I’m pretty sure he’s security, but there are so many things I don’t know. Like why my husband has security to begin with. 

      Kade steps from the car still holding ne in his arms. “I can walk,” I tell him. 

      I try and wiggle so he’ll put me on my feet. As much as I want to lay my head down on his shoulder and pass out again, I want to see where we are. Everything is new to me and I want to see it, but the sun has already set. I can hear and smell the ocean.

      “You don’t have shoes on,” Kade reminds me. 

      “Fine.” I sigh dramatically, and it earns me a small chuckle from Kade. His whole body shakes and the sound is wonderful coming from him. 

      “Have food sent to our room,” he tells King.

      “Already done, sir,” King confirms as Kade starts to move toward the house.

      It looks like it was plucked out of a movie and dropped down in the coconut trees. I don’t know what I imagined but I can tell from the lights it’s two stories with a porch that wraps around both floors. 

      He walks up the stairs onto the porch and pulls open the screen door. “Can I walk now?” I ask. 

      “Tomorrow,” he tells me as he goes straight up the grand staircase. I try and look around, but while the house is charming, the walls are bare except for the beautiful crown molding. The place looks historic but has modern décor and doesn’t look the least bit lived in. Maybe we don’t come here much. I don’t know why I hadn't thought about this being our second home. 

      “We live here?” I ask as he enters a large room and places me on the bed. 

      “Of course, this is our home.” 

      “I mean all the time?” I look around the bedroom and it’s breathtaking, with a fire already going in the fireplace. Someone prepared for our arrival. If Kade owned an island, I guess it would have to have caretakers. “What city were we in before?”

      “Chicago,” he answers. 

      “Yes. Chicago.” My shoulders drop. I can’t even remember where I was. I tried to get more information in the hospital but didn’t get anywhere. Kade wasn't giving it and the doctor said to let it come back naturally. I’m not sure Kade wants it to come back at all. Something happened that has Kade on edge. Maybe that’s why there’s so much security. 

      “My main office is there. We have a home there as well. A condo.” He pulls back the covers on one side of the bed, patting it for me to come and lie down. The giant bed looks like heaven. Not only that, but now he can lie down with me. In the hospital I wanted to be wrapped in his arms, but the bed was too small. 

      “Wait, do I work?” I suddenly realize that I might be letting people down. 

      “Your job is getting better.” He pats the bed again and I crawl over, getting under the blankets. 

      “Get in with me,” I demand, and he smirks. 

      “Eat and I will.” He walks toward the fireplace, picks up a tray I hadn’t seen, and brings it back to the bed. He sets it down next to me and I don’t know if I can. 

      “Eat and then maybe take a soak in the tub if you want.” I reach for a piece of cheese off one of the small plates. There’s a variety of things, which is good because I can’t remember my favorite foods. A long soak in a tub sounds nice. 

      “I’ll eat and then you’ll lie down with me,” I counter-offer, because being in his arms sounds better than the bath. I pause with the cheese right at my mouth and raise an eyebrow. 

      “Deal,” he agrees. As I take a bite, he slips his shoes off and starts to unbutton his shirt. 

      I forget about chewing as I watch him and this time he’s the one to pause. “Eat.” 

      I take another bite and he goes back to unbuttoning his shirt. I might not remember anything from before, but these new memories are perfect. Maybe a little too perfect.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          Kade

        

      

    

    
      “Now look over my left shoulder and try to hold still,” the doctor says while shining a light in my wife's eye. 

      I’m seated in the corner of the room watching her check over my wife. Dr. Lula Eckhart graduated at the top of her class and residency at Johns Hopkins just under a year ago. There are hundreds of articles detailing why she’s one of the best neurologists in the country and I knew she was the one I wanted here to take care of Collins. It didn’t hurt that she didn’t have any children or family tying her to Chicago, and it was easy enough to convince her to come to the island and care for my bride. 

      “Any dizzy spells, blurred vision, loss of concentration?” Dr. Lula asks. 

      “Other than not knowing my name or where I am?” my wife jokes, and the doctor’s eyes soften. 

      “The mind is still such a complicated thing that unfortunately we don’t know everything about it. But like we talked about, it’s better that it comes back to you naturally than trying to force it.”

      “I remembered something last night,” she offers, and her cheeks heat when she looks at me. 

      “My nickname,” I say, keeping my eyes on Collins. 

      Last night I stayed on top of the covers but still managed to wrap myself around her all night. I slept for a little while, and in that time it was peaceful. But when I woke up and she was on top of me, it was more than I could bear. I made an excuse about seeing the doctor first thing and got us both out of bed before something more could happen. 

      “That’s great,” Dr. Lula encourages. “Just take your time and do things together. The more you talk and share, the more your mind will have a chance to heal.” She squeezes Collins’s shoulder and smiles. “But it will come back.” 

      “Thank you, doctor.” I push up from my chair and hold out my hand for my wife. She takes it before she slides off the table and we exit the infirmary. 

      “Do I finally get that tour of the island now?” she asks, leaning into my side. 

      “Yes, and then we’ll get some breakfast.” I kiss the top of her head and close my eyes, trying to absorb every ounce of her I can. It’s not enough, but I have to be patient. 

      Just as we make our way to a row of golf carts, I spot X standing nearby with a scowl on his face. 

      “You go ahead and pick which one you want to ride in. I need to talk to my brother.” I kiss her hand before I let it go, and she smiles at me and walks over to the carts. 

      When I get to where X is standing, he looks over at me like he’s surprised I’m here. Did he not just watch me walk out of the building? 

      “What’s wrong with you?” I say, looking him up and down and seeing he’s visibly upset. 

      “A woman doctor? Really, Kade?” He clenches his fists then crosses and uncrosses his arms like he’s not comfortable in his skin. “We said no women, only wives. You’re ruining everything we’ve built.” 

      “She wasn’t brought here to party with, she’s my wife's doctor.” I move in close to him, my own anger surging. Maybe we didn’t settle things on the plane like I thought. “And you’ll stay the fuck away from her.” 

      “Or what?” He raises his chin. 

      “You really want to go toe to toe, let’s do this. But if you so much as make that doctor second guess the reason she’s here or impede her caring for my wife, so help me God, I’ll end you.” 

      His face blanches for a moment before he narrows his eyes. “So that’s how it is now?” 

      “That’s exactly how it is.” I take a step closer to him, so our chests almost touch. “The only thing I care about right now is making sure my wife remembers who I am and that she loves me. That woman in there—” I point to the door I just walked out of. “She’s the one who is going to make that happen, and I won’t let you or anyone else stand in the way.” 

      There’s a tense silence between us and it’s broken when I hear Collins’s soft voice call for me. She can’t see the two of us on the other side of the bushes, so I take a step back and wave to her. 

      “Be right there,” I tell her and she smiles at me from behind the wheel of the golf cart. 

      “You’re not telling me the whole story,” Xander says softly, and it sounds like a betrayal. 

      “I know,” I admit as my anger deflates. “But she has the right to know first.” 

      He looks away from me and shakes his head. “I don’t understand what’s happening.” 

      “You will.” I reach out and grab his arm and he turns to look at me. “I swear to you, brother, I will explain everything. Just trust me.” 

      He looks at the infirmary and then back to me and gives me a short nod. “I will for now. But as soon as she’s better, I want that doctor out of here. Am I clear?” 

      “I’ll pack her bags myself,” I agree. 

      I leave X standing there staring at the infirmary as I go over to my wife and pull her out of the cart before sitting down and replacing her on my lap.

      “Hey, I wanted to drive,” she pouts, and I smile. 

      “You wanted a tour, but you don’t know where anything is,” I say, backing out of the parking spot. 

      “True,” she agrees as she cuddles into me. “Okay, so this is the hospital part?” She points back to the infirmary. 

      “Yes, so this part of the island has an infirmary for basic medical needs, but there’s also a surgical wing for emergencies that can’t wait.” Groves of mango trees line the path as I drive along the edge of the ocean. “This side also has the private landing strip where we came in last night, and most of the housing for the staff that lives here full time.” 

      “How many people live here full time?” 

      “Almost two hundred.” When her eyes widen, I smile at her. “We allow anyone who works here to bring as much of their family with them as they want. We even have a small school right there.” I point to the hut with little children sitting on the porch looking at the teacher in front of them.

      “That’s so sweet,” she says, waving to them. 

      We drive down the road along the sea and the smell of the salt air and jasmine fills my lungs. I’ve never felt more at home than I do right now with her here. 

      “This is the family house,” I say when I park in front of the most central home. “It’s designed for all three of us to use it together when we have children.”

      “Is that something we want?” she asks, looking up at me.

      I search her eyes and they’re hopeful, so I smile down at her. “Oh yes.” 

      “Good,” she agrees and cuddles next to me as we walk into the family home. “Where do your brothers stay? I know we have our own house, do they?” 

      “Yes, we each designed our own homes in different areas of the island. Vaughn is by the water with a view of the sunsets, and X is on the highest point so he can see everything down below.” 

      “And we’re somewhere in the middle?” She cocks her head to the side as if trying to think about where we came from this morning. 

      “Ours is the most private.” I lean down, and though all I want to do is kiss her, I settle for brushing my lips against her cheek. “It’s also next to the waterfall.” 

      “Can we go see that after breakfast?” Her eyes are filled with excitement and I nod. 

      “We can do anything you want to.” 

      When we walk inside I see Vaughn in the kitchen at the stove. He loves to cook, and for as laidback as he is, he’s usually the first one up. 

      “Good morning, love birds,” he says, and I feel Collins’s arm wrap around my back. “I’ve made muffins and bacon. Do you want eggs to go with it?” 

      Collins’s stomach rumbles and then she giggles. “Yes, please.” 

      “Make that two,” I say. I hold out the stool at the bar for her and then take my own. 

      Vaughn sets down a plate in front of Collins and she smiles at me and takes a bite of her muffin. Just as her teeth sink into it, her eyes widen in shock. 

      “I’m allergic to blueberries,” she says as she sits the muffin down and looks at it. 

      “What?” I stand up as I feel panic rising. 

      “No, no, it’s okay. I just get a bad rash, but I didn’t eat it. I just remembered.” She shakes her head and looks up at me. “How did you not know that?” 

      “I-I…” My words are stuck in my throat as she gasps. 

      “My sister always checked for me,” she whispers, almost to herself, then shakes her head. “My sister? Oh God, Kade I need to talk to Berkley. She’s in London right now, oh my God, I have a sister. I remember my sister.” 

      I wait for more memories to kick in, ones of me and the accident, but after a few silent moments she shakes her head. 

      “I don’t know how to get in touch with her. I don’t know anything else. God, why is this so hard?” Tears fill her eyes and I pull her into my chest. 

      “Shhh. It’s okay, love. Just calm down.” I look up to see Vaughn watching her, and when his eyes come to mine there are questions there. Ones I’m not prepared to answer. “Find her,” I say to him, and he nods before he pushes away from the counter. 

      “You didn’t know I had a sister?” She looks up at me with tears streaming down her face, and I wipe them away. 

      “No, I didn’t. But I’ll bring her here and maybe that will help.” I glide my thumbs across her cheeks to try and soothe her. But I can’t see her hurting like this. 

      Leaning forward, I gently touch my lips to hers and do the only thing I can right now to comfort her. She’s so soft and sweet as she opens for me and I feel her breath against my lips. I taste her, and when I feel her tongue touch mine, I groan at the connection. It’s slow, but there is a current of need so powerful simmering below it that I can feel my hands shaking as I kiss her. I want to devour her entire body right here on the kitchen counter, but instead I hold myself back and try to be gentle. 

      I take my time and make sure that she is so thoroughly kissed that any fear or worry she may have is long gone. I want her to remember me and how much she loves me. But I don’t want the pain. 

      I just don’t know how to keep that from her.
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          Collins

        

      

    

    
      My lips tingle from the kiss as I wrap my arms around Kade. He puts my bottom on the counter as he sits me down. I hadn't realized I’d all but climbed him until I look around. Kade steps back a little, creating more space than I want between us. I don’t think he realizes I notice he’s slowly shifting away from me. Why is he holding back? I’m his wife, so what’s wrong with us being close? 

      “Do you love me?” I ask as I feel insecurities starting to rise. 

      “More than I’ll ever be able to make you understand,” he says instantly with such confidence. 

      “And I love you?” It’s a weird question to ask because my heart tells me I do. It makes my chest ache with need to be close to him. 

      “You’ve said those words to me before.” He reaches up, tucking a lock of my hair behind my ear. 

      He’ll give me these small touches but not much more, even though my body craves him. Not only have I practically climbed my husband when he kissed me but I found myself all over him in my sleep too. Although I feel safe with him, some things aren’t adding up. Shouldn’t my husband know if I have a sister or if I’m allergic to something? 

      “Why don’t you know these important things about me?” 

      He might have distracted me with the kiss for a moment but he’d ended it. If he’d taken the kiss further, I would’ve forgotten for a little longer. Now my mind is racing with what he might be trying to hide. But even with all the questions and everything not coming together, I’m not afraid of him.

      “It’s supposed to come back on its own.” He sighs and drops his hand from my face. 

      “Give me a little something.” I tilt my head back to look up at him. 

      “You and that lip.” He reaches up and tugs on my bottom lip. “You know that pout gets me.” I didn't, but I’ll take that small piece of information and tuck it away. “We were a little bit of a whirlwind.” He pulls me from the counter and sits me in the chair beside him. “Eat your bacon and eggs for now. I’ll talk to the doctors about this allergy thing.” 

      He pushes my plate toward me and I can tell he’s pissed. Not at me but at not knowing I was allergic to something. 

      “When you find my sister, she’ll know everything about me.” At least I think she will. I can see her in my mind and I know she’s a year older than me. My head starts to hurt trying to pull the memories to the front of my mind but everything is foggy. 

      “Stop.” His finger goes under my chin to tilt my head back. “Don’t force it.” He leans down, brushing his mouth against mine. “Trust me.” 

      “Okay,” I agree. I lean up and I’m the one to kiss him this time. He lets out a small groan as he kisses me before pulling back yet again. 

      “Now eat. There’s still so much I want to show you.” I pick up the fork, and unlike last night, I don’t have to force myself to eat. It looks like my appetite is back in more ways than one. 

      I clean my plate only to have Kade try and pile more onto it. He sends off texts as he eats too, and glares at his phone as he does. But every time he lifts his gaze to look my way, he smiles. 

      I may not remember my husband, but in the short time since I’ve woken up in the hospital, I’ve learned a lot about him. He’s stern and direct with others but with me he is sweet and soft. It’s interesting to watch. I’m his sweet spot and it makes me believe even more that I really did love him. Heat blooms in my chest once again thinking about our love. Everything thus far has been about him trying to protect me and I should follow his lead. He’s right, I should trust him. 

      “Anything on my sister?” I ask when he pockets his phone. 

      “I’m working on it. Don’t worry.” He holds his hand out for me to take. “Waterfall?” he asks, and I nod with excitement. This whole place has been beautiful. I can’t imagine what the waterfall is going to look like. 

      He guides me out of the house and back toward the cart. I want to tell him I might need a bathing suit, but if I don’t have one what would Kade do if I stripped down and went in naked? I guess we’ll just have to find out. If I can get past my shyness of getting naked. 

      After we ride around the island for a bit, he pulls to a stop and takes my hand. He leads me down a path that’s marked as private with our fingers tangled together. I can hear the water before I see it, and as we walk across a wooden bridge, it comes into view. 

      “Oh wow!” I say in wonder as I look up at the falls. It’s a breathtaking romantic paradise that’s hidden from everything. There’s a large waterfall with a lagoon-like pool below it and a sandy white beach surrounding the clear blue water. “I don’t think I’ve seen anything more beautiful.”

      “I have.” Kade turns me in his arms and looks right at me as I slide my hands up his chest. 

      “No wonder we were a whirlwind. I can see how easy it would be to fall in love with you. You’re so good to me.” 

      “You might not remember falling in love with me, but I promise I can get you to do it again.” 

      I want to tell him I already am because I feel it in my soul. He lifts me off my feet and I giggle in his strong arms. 

      “Don’t get any ideas,” he warns. His voice is stern but his eyes are teasing. I’m not sure what he’s talking about. “I know you want to swim but you aren't going in naked.” I bite my lip. “Yes, love. I know what you were thinking.” I laugh because he really does know me. 

      He kisses me once before putting me back onto my feet. 

      “I don’t think you should be swimming until you’ve fully recovered.” He’s probably right. I don’t actually know if I can swim but I feel like I can. “I just wanted to show you, but we’ll come back soon and spend a whole day when the water is calmer.” He kisses the top of my head. “We have forever.” 

      “Fine.” I press into him. “What are we going to do all day then?” I give him a wicked smile and I know what I want to do. The doctor told me to take it easy so I’m actually not sure we can do what I want. Maybe that’s part of why Kade is putting some distance between us.

      “There’s more to show you.” I let out a long sigh as he guides me back down the path. 

      He was right, though, there’s so much more to see. We spend the day with him showing me the island and all the edges of paradise. I can see us raising a family here, which sounds crazy. 

      We sit on the porch swing of our house as we watch the sunset together. It’s still hard to believe this is my home. As much as it feels right being with Kade, this doesn't feel like my life. 

      “Any word on my sister?” I ask, peeking over at Kade. I know he’s been taking calls when he steps away from me. 

      I try not to let it bother me when he does, but I don’t know if it’s for my own protection or something else. Not knowing is starting to drive me a little crazy, but in the back of my mind I wonder if there’s something I really don’t want to know. Would not knowing be better? The life Kade showed me today is wonderful and perfect; why would I want to break the spell? There’s a fear that something out there could take this all away. I have no doubt Kade loves me. In fact, when I see him watching me when he thinks I’m not looking, something more than love flashes in his eyes. 

      “She’ll be here soon,” he answers in a flat tone. 

      “Is something wrong?” I ask. I turn to face him. 

      “No, love. You’re here with me. Nothing is wrong,” he says, then he kisses me and I trust that he’s right.
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          Kade

        

      

    

    
      My dreams of her are so real I can almost believe they’re happening. I’m on my back and her hands move over my bare chest. It’s like she has fire on the ends of her fingers and everywhere she touches it singes like lava. 

      I moan, and in this dream it urges her to move lower. 

      Wet warmth moves across my hard chest and down the middle. Her tongue? Her lips? I don’t care. My cock is so damn heavy against my belly and I can feel the front of my boxer briefs are soaked. Cum throbs from the end of it with desperate need for attention that I’ve denied him for far too long. I’ve refused to use my hand even though it’s nearly broken off in pain. But in this dream, this sweet perfect dream, she frees it. 

      A small soft hand wraps around my steel length that’s tight and ready. Just one firm grip and I’d spill between her fingers, but I’m not ready for the dream to end. The warmth of her mouth opens over my belly button and her tongue dips inside. I hiss between my teeth as I grip the sheets to keep me from shoving her mouth down on my cock.

      “Kade,” my wife whispers, and the fog of the dream thickens. 

      I’ve fought off sleep and desire for more days than I can count and I won’t give up this slice of heaven. Not yet. 

      One of her small hands dips lower and cups me where I’m full. So fucking full. She squeezes me there and I feel the pool of cum gather on my belly as her other hand spreads it all over my shaft. My breath catches in my chest as her now slick hand glides over the swollen head, and just when I think this dream can’t get any better, her honey-soaked mouth opens around me. 

      I jolt awake so violently I fall off of the bed. I crawl backwards before I stand up and look down at my wife. Her face is flushed and her eyes are wide as she stares at me in shock. I’m panting and gasping for air before I glance down at my rock-hard cock pointing right at her. 

      “Fuck,” I curse before I shove my length into my boxer briefs and groan at the pain. “What were you doing?” 

      “I, um—” Her cheeks redden and she puts her hand over her mouth.

      I swallow another groan as she realizes it at the same time I do and then licks her lips. I have to squeeze my eyes shut tight as I try and get myself under control. 

      “I’m sorry, I thought you were awake.” 

      When I look at her, I see she’s used the sheet to cover herself and her chin is tucked low to hide her face. 

      “Hey, don’t apologize.” I move to her slowly as I sit on the edge of the bed and put my arms on either side of her. “Look at me, love.” 

      “Do you not want me?” When she lifts her eyes to mine, I can see the tears beginning to form and it’s like a knife to my heart. 

      “Of course I want you.” I lean in close and place a soft kiss on her swollen lips. Lips that have wrapped around my cock. “I’m just trying to give you time.” 

      “I don’t need more time to know I want you.” Her hands move down my bare chest and I want to purr with need. “Don’t turn me away, Kade.” 

      Her desperate plea is cracking my carefully constructed control. 

      “Please, Kade,” she whispers, her lips touching mine. “I’m in pain.” 

      How could she know those words would be my undoing? Because as soon as she says it, I put her on her back and move between her legs. 

      “Make love to me,” she begs, wrapping her legs around my waist. 

      “No.” I shake my head and she whines as I bury my face in her neck. I move my lips lower and slide my hands over the swell of her breasts. “I’ll take care of you.” 

      Her hips rise, and I unhook her feet and kiss my way down her soft stomach. Her nightshirt has ridden up but I push it farther to reveal her panties. The white cotton is damp and I groan at the sight of it. Then the sweet scent of her pussy fills my lungs and my hands begin to shake. 

      “Kade, don’t make me wait.” She rolls her hips up in invitation and I have to close my eyes to get myself under control. 

      I shouldn't be doing this, I should stop. But she aches and I can’t let her feel this way. I might have done things I’m not proud of, but falling in love with my wife has been my calling. If I only take care of her for the rest of my life, then it will be a life well spent. 

      “Pull your knees up, love,” I say, tugging the white cotton panties down her legs and tossing them to the ground. 

      She does as I ask without hesitation, opening her body and her hidden secrets for me. I nestle into the bed and lean forward to kiss her pink, swollen lips. She’s blushing with need and wet with desire as I lick a long trail up the middle of her pussy and around her clit. Her body shivers with pleasure as she cries out and I slide two thick fingers into her. She’s so goddamn tight I have to work them slowly just to get past the first knuckle. 

      “More, please,” she pants as she pulls her knees farther apart. “Don’t tease me.” 

      Her pleading is torture because although I don’t want to rush this, I know she needs me. With one quick thrust of my fingers and a nibble against her clit, she cries out and her back arches. 

      “Kade!” she screams into our bedroom, and I feel the warm rush of desire coat my fingers. 

      I lap up her quick release but I know this one won’t be enough. She’s too tight, too tense. She needs another to calm her down so I double my efforts. 

      My fingers move in her tight sheath quicker and I lap at her clit. I suck on her lips and nuzzle against her with my nose, burying my face in her center. She doesn’t have time to catch her breath before her second orgasm is bearing down on her again. Her hips move in time with my mouth and I devour her. 

      There is no treat as sweet as my wife and nothing that will fill my belly and keep me as warm as she will. She is my rebirth, and before the day I laid eyes on her, I was nothing. 

      Her cries of ecstasy pierce the night as she climaxes once again. I smile into her softened flesh as she goes limp under me and her moans quiet to kitten purrs. 

      I kiss the inside of her thighs, luxuriating in how soft she is there and cleaning her with my tongue. I take my time enjoying this place between her legs, because I don’t know when I’ll be back here again. 

      “I love you,” she whispers softly, and I close my eyes, letting it soak in. 

      “I love you, too.” 

      When she’s utterly spent, I grab the blanket and cover her with it before tucking her in. I kiss her softly and smile down at her as her eyes close. I could stay like this for hours, just looking at her and some nights I do.

      “Get your hands off my sister.” 

      The cold voice from behind me has me whipping around to see a woman who looks so much like my wife it shocks me. I stare at her for a half a second before I look down at the bed and make sure my wife is still there. 

      “Berkley?” I hear my wife say sleepily as she sits up in bed. 

      “I said get your fucking hands off my sister.” She takes a step forward and that’s when I see Vaughn behind her, his eyebrows pulled together in confusion. 

      “I’ll do whatever the hell I want with my wife,” I say, clenching my fists at my side. 

      Berkley looks as if I’ve slapped her just before her eyes dart between my wife and me. Then her face pales as she steps forward. 

      “Collins isn’t married.”
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      “I am.” I hold up my hand to show her my giant ring. There’s no way I could forget the thing is there because it’s unmissable.

      Berkley stares down at it and her mouth falls open. I have a strong urge to defend my marriage, but the idea of it not being real makes my heart ache. 

      “You’re not married,” my sister snips again, glaring at the ring. Berkley looks so much like me except for her darker hair and bright violet eyes. I think she might be a few inches shorter but our faces are almost the same. 

      “Maybe we should let them get dressed, doll.” Vaughn puts his hand over my sister’s eyes and then his other around her waist. He picks her up so her feet dangle off the ground a few feet and she begins to wiggle in his arms. “You don’t need to see my brother naked.” 

      Kade’s got on underwear so he’s not totally naked. I’m not wearing anything but I’m under a sheet.

      “Will you stop kidnapping me!” my sister shouts at Vaughn as she tries to wiggle free of his hold. 

      To be honest, she isn’t putting up much of a fight. I want to tell him to let her go, but it’s a little funny. If it was X carrying her out of here I might be worried, but Vaughn isn’t going to hurt her. 

      “We’ll meet you in the main house,” Vaughn calls over his shoulder as he takes my sister with him. 

      “Put me down, you brute!” Berkley yells. 

      Kade walks over and shuts our bedroom door when they’re gone. It’s then I notice he’s still in his boxer briefs and his cock is just as hard as when I’d been sucking on him. No wonder Vaughn covered her eyes. I love my sister but I don’t want anyone but me seeing Kade like this. He moves back toward the bed and I notice a wet spot on the front of his underwear and I wonder if he came too. 

      “I’m going to smack you!” I hear my sister shout from the other side of the door. 

      It’s easy to forget about everything else when I’m near Kade. Maybe that’s the reason my memories aren't coming back—because I live in each moment with him. 

      “I can’t believe my sister is here.” Kade nods, looking solemn about it. I reach up and rub the worry line that has formed between his eyebrows and my wedding ring catches the light. “I’m your wife,” I tell him, knowing somewhere inside of me he needs to hear it. 

      He grabs my hand and kisses my palm before sliding his finger back and forth over my ring, still not saying anything. I want to comfort him but I want to see my sister too. I hate how worried he looks over this. I try and reassure him again but he moves and pushes me back down onto the bed. His body comes down over mine as he kisses me deeply. I can taste myself on his lips as he makes love to my mouth with his. The kiss is both possessive and sweet. 

      “You are my wife,” he grits out, and I don’t know if he’s reminding me or himself. Something flashes in his eyes I’ve never seen before and my heart flutters in my chest. I nod in agreement as a warning rings in his voice. “I won’t let anyone take you from me.” 

      “Kade.” I lift my arms to wrap around his neck. “I’m not going anywhere. I know I don’t remember us, but I know I want this.” I lean up and brush my mouth against his. “I love you.” 

      I feel some of the tension leave his body at my words and he lets out a long sigh. 

      “Let’s get you dressed.” He touches his forehead to mine and closes his eyes for a moment. I know he’s trying to calm himself and I let him. Then a second later he’s lifting me from the bed and putting me on my feet. 

      “We’re going to finish what we started,” I say as I glance down at his hard cock trying to escape his boxer briefs. I’m serious, but I’m also trying to lighten the moment. 

      “We’ll get there.” He kisses me again before walking into the closet.

      “Maybe we should get married again,” I suggest. I walk to my side of the closet and find a sundress. I pull it off the hanger and see it still has the tags on it. 

      “I’ll marry you every day if you want,” he says easily. 

      I turn to look at him and watch as he pulls on a pair of shorts. “I want to remember our wedding.” Again, something flashes across his face but it’s so fast I’m not even sure if it was there to begin with. 

      “Then we’ll have a wedding.” He grabs a shirt before he turns around and pulls it over his head.

      “My sister can come,” I add. “Apparently she missed the last one,” I joke, yanking my dress over my head. 

      Kade gives me a half smile but something is off. Does it have to do with my sister? I might not remember much but there’s a bond with her and I feel it deep inside of me. There was no question she’s my sister when she came barging into my bedroom. 

      I clear the distance between Kade and me. “You look like someone kicked your puppy.” 

      “I don’t think anyone has ever referenced me that way.” 

      “No, I doubt that,” I laugh, but with me, Kade is different. I can see it and feel it with how he is with others. I heard him on a business call and he didn’t sound like someone you messed around with. With me he’s all sweetness. 

      “I need to talk to Berkley.” I look up at him. 

      “I know. I might want to choke my brothers sometimes, but I know what that bond between us is. I have no doubt you have that with your sister.” He says the words but doesn't look happy about it. 

      “Maybe we haven't been so close. I mean, she didn't know I was married and you didn't know about her,” I remind him. 

      I say the words though they feel wrong. I think I am close with her because I felt it the second our eyes met. Hers were full of so many emotions and I could see that something was wrong. 

      “I saw your face light up when you remembered her. You two are close.” Kade confirms my thoughts as his hands slip into mine. “I won’t keep you from something you want.” 

      He gives my hand a small squeeze as he leads me out of the closet. I stop in the bathroom to make sure I’m put together enough to see my sister. I know it was clear what Kade and I were up to before she came bursting in, but I don't want to look like a mess, so I tame my hair and brush my teeth while Kade does the same. 

      “You think she’s giving Vaughn a hard time?” I ask as we walk down the stairs. He leads me out back towards the center home and I realize neither of us have bothered with shoes. I breathe in the fresh ocean air and revel in how much I love waking up in paradise. Kade is crazy to think anything could take me from here. 

      “She can try. Vaughn is hard to give a hard time to since most things roll off him.” Kade shrugs. 

      “So he normally picks women up and kidnaps them?” 

      Kade laughs. “No, that’s a first.” 

      When we enter the house I see my sister sitting at the counter with her arms folded over her chest as she watches Vaughn. He’s cooking again and she’s trying to look pissy but her eyes don’t leave him. In fact, she doesn't notice us until Kade clears his throat. 

      Berkley lets out a small scream of excitement when she sees me. Vaughn moves faster than humanly possible, catching her as she jumps out of the chair. Her foot snags on the bottom rail of the stool and she almost face plants onto the floor.

      “Is yours this clumsy?” Vaughn asks, looking at Kade. 

      “Yours?” she shouts. 

      Once again she wiggles free of Vaughn and her messy bun falls free. Her mass of chocolate waves comes down and he reluctantly lets her go. She runs over and engulfs me in a hug. A flood of memories hits me hard but not in a bad way. Berkley isn't only my sister, she’s my everything. It has always been the two of us until… And that’s when the memory hits me. She went to London for school. She’d gotten an offer she couldn’t refuse, one I wouldn’t let her turn down. It was hard for us to be apart and I debated going with her, but it wasn't feasible. We knew when she was done with school we’d be back together again so we decided to just tough it out.

      “I’ve been so worried. You weren’t answering your calls and I couldn’t afford a ticket to try and come home to look myself.” She pulls back, and the happiness and anger on her face a moment ago are gone as tears stream down her face. 

      “Don’t cry. I’m fine.”

      She glances over at Kade as her eyes narrow. “Are you? I don’t trust these guys.” She looks back to Vaughn, who feigns innocence. 

      “I’m cooking you food and I brought you here on a private plane,” he defends himself.

      “I got on your fancy plane because you showed me proof you knew where my sister was.” 

      “I think you got on it for other reasons too.” I can’t miss the way he’s shamelessly flirting with her. Berkley blushes as she grabs my hand and turns me away from him. 

      “I want to talk to my sister. Alone.” She starts to pull me out of the room but Kade doesn’t let go of my other hand. 

      “I’ll be right back.” I pull on his hand as I tilt my head back for him to kiss me. 

      “It’s not like anyone can leave the island without our say.” Vaughn chuckles. 

      “That’s not funny,” Berkley all but growls at him. 

      “It’s kinda funny.” I smile against Kade’s mouth before I step back. He lets his fingers untangle from mine but I see worry in his eyes. 

      “I love you,” he says as Berkley and I walk out of the room. 

      “Love you too,” I call back. 

      My sister mutters next to me as she speeds up, “What the hell is going on?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          Kade

        

      

    

    
      “They’ve been talking for too long,” Vaughn says, walking up beside me. I’ve been staring out the wall of glass for hours as the two women sit close together on the beach.

      I don’t make a sound, just cross my arms over my chest and shrug one shoulder, watching them. 

      The main house is located in the middle of our properties and faces the white sandy beaches. Several lounge beds sit under a canopy so they won’t get sunburned, but it’s hot so I had drinks and snacks brought out to them a while ago. 

      I’m doing all that I can to give her time, and the only reason I’ve let this go on so long is because I see her smile and occasionally laugh, so I have to be patient. Right? 

      “Care to explain why you were the last to know your wife had a sister?” 

      I still don’t answer as I watch the women hug and stand up. Relief fills me when they walk back our way, and I’m so anxious to be next to her again that I open the door and walk outside to meet them halfway. I feel Vaughn hot on my heels, but I ignore him. I’ve only got time for my wife. 

      “Hey,” she says softly when I pull her into my arms. Her hands are on my chest and I look down at her. “Let’s talk.” 

      “You’ve got another appointment with the doctor,” I rush out, to avoid whatever it is she wants to tell me. “I waited for you two to have a break, but I don’t want to wait too much longer.” 

      “That’s a good idea,” she agrees on an exhale. “We can talk after.” 

      “Do you remember anything about us?” I hedge, and she shakes her head. 

      I glance up at Berkley and her face gives nothing away. She watches the two of us as I take Collins by the hand and lead her to the golf cart. I notice that she and Vaughn get in the cart next to it and follow us. I don’t have to ask if she’s coming too, because I know I wouldn’t be able to not go with one of my brothers if the roles were reversed. 

      We’re almost to the infirmary when I can’t stand the silence any longer. “Are you okay?”

      “Yeah.” She squeezes my hand and gives me a small smile. “I just found out a lot about my past and remembered most of it. I just thought since you didn’t know about Berkley, you might not know the rest.” She shrugs one shoulder and then looks away. 

      I’m still looking at her when a flash of color out of the corner of my eye makes me jerk my attention back to the road. Just as I do, I spot one of the enormous toucans that live on this island right in front of us and I shout a curse as I swerve to miss it. 

      When I turn the wheel just in time, Collins is thrown against me and screams. I stomp on the brakes and pull the cart over, but as I reach for her, she tugs out of my arms. 

      “Y-you.” Her eyes widen as she holds up her hand between us. 

      “I’m right here, love.” I reach for her again but her face pales. 

      “We were in an accident. You shouted at the driver.” Her voice goes quiet as she stares in shock. 

      Berkley and Vaughn run over to us and my chest begins to tighten. “Collins, please.” 

      “Hey, are you guys okay?” Xavier calls from the distance. 

      “It was all your fault,” Collins whispers just before she passes out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          Collins

        

      

    

    
      “I need you to tell me your name,” a soft feminine voice asks me, and it’s familiar. 

      “Lula?” I say, and hear her quiet laughter. 

      “That would be my name, but I’m glad you know it.” She’s gentle as she applies the blood pressure cuff to my arm. “Now tell me yours.” 

      “Collins,” I groan, and she flashes a bright light in my eyes. “Where’s Kade?” 

      “He’s outside with his brothers,” Berkley says from beside me and she squeezes my hand. “I’m right here.” 

      When Lula finishes with her assessment, she helps me sit up in the bed and brings me some ice water. “Tell me what’s the last thing you remember; go slow and don’t force.” 

      To the shock of Lula and Berkley, I begin to laugh. Their eyes widen and they exchange a look as I lean back on the pillow. 

      “We met in an elevator.” 

      “You and Kade?” Berkley asks, and I nod. 

      “I had a job interview at Saks that was on the fifth floor and I was running late.” 

      I smile as I remember running through the store in my only pair of high-heeled shoes. I had a skirt that was my sister’s that was way too big and one of her old tops that was way too small. My boobs were threatening to pop the buttons clean off and I was having to hold the waist of my skirt to keep it from falling off me. I was sweaty from sitting on the broken-down train and my perfectly braided hair was a mess after I’d run six blocks. The whole day was a complete disaster and it was only getting started. 

      When I got to the elevator there was a huge man blocking the doors, but by the time I reached him they opened up and he stepped inside. I was in such a hurry I tripped over my own feet as I was walking in and planted right into his back before I fell to the floor. 

      The door closed as he loomed over me and all I could think about was how this elevator was not designed for a man his size. But to my shock he actually smiled at me before he reached down and picked me right up off the floor. 

      I don’t know how but in that moment I knew he wasn’t the kind of man that smiled very much. His hands lingered on my hips a little longer than necessary and his touch burned every part of me. 

      “He was so big,” I say as I close my eyes. “He was like some kind of god that fell from the sky.”

      “When was this?” Lula’s voice is encouraging and peaceful. 

      I smile again as I open my eyes and look over to my sister. “Two weeks ago.” 

      “Collins, you were in the hospital for a week,” she says, her eyes widening, and I nod. “Are you saying you married this guy after, what, the first date?” 

      “Yes.” I bite my bottom lip as I look down at my diamond and twirl it on my finger. “He wouldn’t let me off the elevator until I agreed to give him my number and go out on a date with him that night. He tried to get me to ditch the interview but I wouldn’t. Although I should have because it went terribly.” 

      “I can’t believe this,” Berkley whispers, leaning back in her chair. 

      “He literally swept me off my feet,” I sigh and think back to our first date and how we stayed up all night talking and walking all over the city. We never went to sleep and we had our second date in the bakery around the corner of my apartment. It was like something out of a movie. One date bleeding into the next.

      He kissed me as the sun came up and he tasted like coffee and fresh baked cinnamon rolls. I’d never felt so powerless yet so safe in my whole life. One look, one night, and I was done. 

      “After that we never spent a second apart.” I stare down at the ring again and smile. “He proposed the second night, and we were married by the third.” 

      “Did you give it up on the first date or wait until you got the ring?” 

      “Berkley!” Lula scolds, and she gives her a wicked smile. 

      “What? We’re all girls.” She shrugs and I shake my head. 

      “No, we’ve, um, never done it.” I feel myself blush as every memory of us together is totally clear. “He said he wanted to wait until the wedding night, so I made sure I didn’t have to wait long.” 

      “Damn,” Lula says in amazement and another smile tugs at my lips. 

      “Until this morning when Berkley walked in on us, all we’d ever done was kiss.” How crazy is that? I guess this all is a little crazy. 

      “And here I thought his dick had somehow hypnotized you into losing your memory.” She isn’t the least repentant about walking in on us. 

      “No.” My voice is solemn as I fold my hands together in my lap. “There was an argument with someone at our wedding ceremony. I was going to call you, Berkley, but it all happened so fast.” 

      “Clearly,” she says dryly. 

      “When he gave me the ring it was the middle of the night and as soon as dawn broke we had a judge at his house. Kade is rich and told me we could go anywhere in the world on our honeymoon. I told him I wanted to go to London. I was going to surprise the both of you but as we were packing our bags, everything went south.”

      “What happened?” Lula asks, taking my hand, and I realize I was gripping the sheets tightly. 

      “I don’t really know. A man showed up and tried to get in, but security got to him first. I didn’t hear all of it, but Kade assured me it was taken care of.” Tears form in my eyes when I think about how happy we were as we were leaving and getting into the limo. “We were on the way to the airport in the back of a limo when I felt us swerve. The driver shouted that someone was trying to hit us right before we ran off the road. Kade cursed and then everything went black.” 

      “Oh God,” Berkley whispers, and I turn to her. 

      “The last thing I remember is Kade saying it was all his fault.” Tears fall down my cheeks and I don’t bother to wipe them away. “I need to see him, Lula. I need to tell him it wasn’t his fault and that I’m okay. I need to tell him that I love him.” 

      Lula shares a look with Berkley for a long moment before she stands up. “Okay, I’ll go talk to him and see if it’s possible.” She walks out of the room and I turn to my sister. 

      “Why wouldn’t it be possible?” 

      Berkley looks hesitant as she watches Lula go, then turns to me. “Apparently there was a fight and I’m not entirely sure that Kade won.” 

      “Oh God,” I say just as I push back the covers and get out of bed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          Kade

        

      

    

    
      My jaw is sore and I can taste blood on my split lip, but I don’t think about it right this second. The only thing that matters is getting to my wife. I need to tell her what happened. I need to explain. 

      “Get him some ice,” Xander says to Vaughn. “His eye is going to swell shut.” 

      “I think you need my help more than you need me to get him ice,” Vaughn says out of the side of his mouth as he eyes me. 

      My shirt is ripped but X looks just as bad. “Why not get the middle child the attention he needs,” I say, raising my chin. 

      “Fuck you, Kade,” X spits back. “You finally going to tell us what the fuck is going on or am I going to have to keep beating it out of you?” 

      We’ve been at this for a while because they won’t let me past them to see Collins. I have to give it to my brothers, they’re at least putting up a good front. It reminded me a lot of when we were kids. Always trying to do what we thought was best for the other. That’s how I’d gotten us all into this mess to begin with. 

      “I think my wife should hear it from me before you two assholes.” I growl. Vaughn puts a hand over his chest. I love my brother but Collins is something deeper, the other part of my soul, and it feels wrong to not tell her something. That’s how it will always be. 

      “Hey, that hurt.” 

      “Then stop being a baby and help me get X out of the way,” I say to him, but he’s already shaking his head. 

      “Nah, I want to hear the truth too bad.” He smirks. We’re all fighting and he can still fucking smirk. I think he does it to piss us off. He’s always so easy-going. Not today, though. I saw something darker flash in his eyes when he looked at my wife’s sister. It was no hardship for him to go and get her. That was clear. 

      I try to take them off guard as I lower my shoulder and try to blow through them. But we know each other well enough to anticipate moves, and I feel a punch to my side as X elbows my jaw again. 

      “Fuck,” I call out when we land in a heap on the ground. From that point on I don’t know who is hitting me, but there’s no holding back. I think I even feel someone bite my leg. 

      “Kade!” 

      The sound of Collins’s voice has me scrambling out from under my brothers. I see Lula standing next to her and wonder if she’s out here trying to get us to stop too. 

      I get up and move toward her, and part of me is terrified that she won’t welcome me into her arms, while the other part knows that she has to. We’re soul mates, and she can’t just forget that, no matter what she thinks happened on our wedding day. 

      To my relief she runs to me and I sweep her up in my arms. Lula cautions her to take it easy, but when I feel Collins whisper she loves me against my neck, I know everything is going to be okay. Fuck, she can take the edge off when I need it most. 

      “I love you too.” I bury my face in her short dark hair and for a moment forget about everything else. 

      “It’s all going to be okay,” she says, rubbing my back. “I just want to know what happened. Tell me who it was that tried to hurt us.” 

      “Who tried to hurt you?” X steps forward, his fists clenched. 

      I look over Collins’s shoulder at him and raise an eyebrow. “You mean besides you?” 

      He rolls his eyes and crosses his arms. “It’s time we all got the truth, brother.”
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          Collins

        

      

    

    
      I grab Kade’s hand as he puts me on my feet and I tug him back toward the infirmary. As much as I want to know what’s going on, I have to be sure he’s okay and there’s a small cut above his eye. We’ve waited this long, so a few more minutes won't kill anyone. At least I don’t think they will. 

      “Where are we going?” he asks as his hand tightens in mine but he doesn’t stop me from leading the way. 

      “I wasn’t done with him!” 

      I turn around and point my finger at X, who stops walking. “You shut your mouth!” I snap at him and his mouth falls open in shock. I’m not one to snap at people but seeing Kade fighting even if it was just with his brothers has me on edge. 

      “I wish I had my phone.” Vaughn makes like he’s looking for it in his pockets. “I want a picture of X’s face right now.” 

      I roll my eyes. “All of you knock it off.” 

      “Got nothing smartass to say?” Berkley raises an eyebrow at Vaughn. 

      I continue toward the infirmary because I have a feeling that the six of us could go around and round taking jabs at each other but we can do that after I check over my husband.

      “I’m fine,” Kade tells me, and before I know what’s happening I’m swept up into his arms.

      “Put me down.” I try and wiggle free because he has to be hurt. He and his brothers didn’t look like they held back when they went head to head. 

      “I’m still going with you, love, I just want to carry you. I worry you’ll pass out.” I know he’s not using it as an excuse because I can hear the concern in his voice. 

      “I’m fine.” That passing out crap was weird and unpredictable, but now that I remember everything I’m hoping it doesn’t happen anymore. Unless whatever Kade hasn’t told me yet sends me over the edge. 

      “Lula, tell him I can walk.” I peek over Kade’s shoulder to see that everyone is following us. She is giving X a death glare and he actually looks sheepish for once. 

      “I don’t think it matters what I tell him. These Warsaw men do what they want.” I feel like her comment is directed at X more than anyone, but she’s right. 

      I can’t complain about it because it’s one of the things I love most about Kade. He goes for what he wants and holds nothing back. He’s given me his all and I know there’s no telling him no. He would’ve shown up to my place every day until I agreed to go out on a date with him. Not that I ever planned not to, but I remember how good it felt to be wanted so badly. After my crappy interview and missing my sister, it was the first time in a long time that I was happy. Every second I was with him felt like paradise. I didn't know how lonely I’d become until he was there filling up all these empty places inside me that I didn't know were there. 

      I have a feeling it’s why my mind was hiding things from me. I was scared I’d remember something about Kade that could take him away from me and I didn’t want that. I was living in the moment and my brain was trying to protect me. That’s the only thing I can think of because I know whatever is going on that Kade hasn't told me isn't something that is going to send me running. If anything, I’m going to cling to him harder because if my giant husband is worried about something, then I have a feeling it’s going to scare the crap out of me. 

      “We should have just made her ask him what the fuck was going on. He does whatever she wants,” I hear X say from behind me. 

      “Oh, it’s so horrible for a husband to do what the woman he loves asks?” Lula lets out a disgusted huff. 

      I glance over my shoulder and X looks like someone struck him, and I’m not talking about the marks that already litter his face from wrestling around with his brothers. His jaw hardens and I wait for him to say something back to Lula but he doesn't. She moves over to a cabinet, grabbing a kit for me without me having to ask her. 

      “Thanks.” 

      She should probably be the one to tend to Kade since she’s the doctor, but I have a need to do it myself. Kade pulls me onto his lap and I don’t stop him, knowing it will be pointless. 

      “You can talk while she does this,” Vaughn points out. 

      Everyone in the room is waiting for Kade to speak. I should be dying to know, too, but for some reason I’m not. All I care about is making sure he and I are okay and that he knows I’m not going anywhere. 

      “I think a few of you could use a little cleaning up too.” Lula pulls out more supplies and some ice packs. She hands one to Vaughn and throws another at X. It hits him hard but he catches it. 

      I turn my attention back to my husband and I can feel his hard cock pressing into me as I clean him up. “How can you be turned on right now?” I whisper to him, fighting a smile. My body heats and I know this isn't the time either but I can’t help it. 

      “You’re a loud whisperer. You don’t remember that about yourself?” my sister says with a laugh. 

      My whole face flushes, knowing everyone heard me. I did forget about that. Kade smiles at me like I’m the most adorable thing he’s ever seen in his life. I lean in and brush my mouth against his, forgetting about the embarrassment. Technically everyone here is my family and Lula is my doctor. 

      “Nothing you can say is going to upset me,” I reassure him, and he might as well get this over with. Then maybe his brothers will leave us alone and I can have Kade all to myself. We have our own things we need to clear up, like consummating this marriage. 

      “How can you be so sure of that?” he asks, his face serious. 

      “I just do.” Just like I knew marrying him was going to be the best decision I ever made. I felt it, even in the hospital when I woke up, I knew that he was mine. As long as I have him everything will always be okay. 

      His face softens. “I was trying to protect him but at the same time I’m being selfish.” His hand comes up to cup my face. “I should have walked away from you and got my shit handled first. But I just couldn’t let you go.” 

      “It would have broken my heart if you walked away from me.”

      His thumb traces my bottom lip. “I wasn't going to. I couldn't. From the second you came falling into the elevator there was no going back. I knew I had to make you come with me and leave the city.” 

      “Leave the city?” X says. I don’t bother to turn to look; all my attention is on my husband. 

      “Before you came into my life I was in the middle of trying to take down some very bad men.” 

      “What the fuck?” Vaughn mutters. 

      “Let me talk,” Kade cuts him off. “I’d gotten into a new business deal that looked like it could be very profitable. Then I started to see it would be a little too profitable. I knew something wasn't right. Red flags were popping up everywhere and I could see very early on everything wasn't on the up and up with these men. They were clearly in the mob.”

      Lula lets out a gasp but Kade keeps going.

      “I was pissed I hadn't picked up on it earlier. I was going to turn it all over to the FBI and wipe my hands of it. I figured it would be easy enough after I told them I wasn't interested in working with them on the new development they were building.” He gives a small shrug. “Then the FBI asked for my help. They told me how bad these men were and that I could help put them away for a long time. I knew it was risky but I thought I was only putting myself on the line so I agreed to the plan. I helped the feds and I thought it was the right thing to do at the time.”

       “It was the right thing to do. If they were bad men they should be put away. There’s nothing wrong with doing the right thing,” I agree.

      “But then I had everything to lose.” His hands move to my hips as he grips me tightly. 

      “Me?” I smile. It warms me so deep that I mean everything to him. It makes me feel special in ways I know I’ll never feel with anyone else. 

      “I guess we’re just chopped liver,” Vaughn teases, but then his voice gets serious for once. “That’s why you sent us out of the country for our last projects?” 

      Kade nods, keeping his eyes on mine. “I was going to get us out of town next. They found out about you and then the accident happened.” He pulls me closer to him and touches his lips to mine, reassuring himself I’m fine. 

      “It sent everyone running back home,” X says in understanding. Of course his brothers would come running to his side if he’d been in an accident. “You were fine, but suddenly you had a wife with you.” 

      “She’s your sister now,” Kade corrects, reminding him that we’re family. 

      “That’s not what I’m pissed about. Of course she’s our sister now. The problem is you shouldn't have sent us away. You should have told us what was going on.” 

      “Don’t,” Vaughn cuts in on X. “You know Kade. He’s our older brother and he stepped up when we lost Mom and Dad. I’m not going to fault him for doing something we’ve been letting him do all along.” X closes his eyes and his head drops. I can tell just watching them these three men fight as hard as they love. “I’m pissed too but I’m not going to take it out on him.” 

      “You’re right,” X agrees. I think it shocks us all. “He’s got a wife to do that for us now.” 

      The room goes completely quiet and the seconds tick by. “Did he crack a joke?” my sister finally asks.

      Vaughn lets out a small laugh. “For X. Yeah, that’s the most you’re going to get from him.” He chuckles.

      We all start laughing and the mood shifts in the room. “So we all stay put,” Kade says after a beat. “The feds are working shit out and no one knows we’re here. They know of you, love, but they don’t know where we are. If I’d known you had a sister I would have sent for her from the start to make sure she was safe too.”

      “It was going to be a surprise,” I tell him. I don’t want Kade to think I was trying to keep something from him. 

      “Trust me. I was surprised,” Berkley says. “A giant showed up at my door demanding I come with him.” 

      “I was only half kidnapping you,” Vaughn defends, and my sister rolls her eyes but I know she’s fighting a smirk. 

      “I was kind of surprised you never asked about my sister,” I admit. There were pictures of her at my apartment. Well, there were, but Kade told me when we got married he was moving my stuff. 

      “I just assumed when you told me you’d lost your parents that you were an only child.” Both of us losing our parents was one of the things that bonded us together. 

      “There were pictures of her all over my place.” Okay, maybe not everywhere but there were a good handful. 

      “I know you’re going to think I’m full of shit but I’m pretty sure I haven’t noticed other women since you dropped into my life.” 

      Both Lula and Berkley let out an aww sound. It’s a little cheesy but I don't care. I think his brothers are going to make some jab about his sweet comment but they both stay quiet. I kiss Kade and he stands up, lifting me in his arms. 

      “Don’t bother us,” he says when he pulls his mouth from mine before marching out of the infirmary. He puts me into one of the carts before taking off toward our house. I have to fight a laugh at how slow he drives even though I can tell he wants to go faster. 

      “I don’t think another toucan is going to pop out on us.”

      “I can’t chance it. If one more thing happens to you I’m going to lose my fucking mind.” His grip on the steering wheel tightens, making his knuckles white. 

      “That’s not the kind of fucking I had in mind.” I bite my lip, a little surprised I said it, but Kade presses harder on the gas. 

      “This isn’t going to be fucking.” 

      “What will it be?” I look over at my handsome husband, who is clearly on edge, and excitement dances along my skin. I’m finally going to know what it’s like to have him in all ways and I know I’ll never forget this. 

      “A claiming. I’m claiming what’s mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          Kade

        

      

    

    
      When I park I grab Collins up in my arms and carry her into the house. I waste no time in going inside and straight to the bedroom as she buries her face in my neck and laughs. 

      “What’s so funny?” I ask when we get to the bedroom and I lock the door behind us. I don’t want any interruptions. 

      “I just remember everything and I remember how hard it was to keep our hands off one another for those three days.” 

      “I know,” I agree as I lay her on the bed and start taking off my clothes. “Why do you think I’ve been dying every time you touch me?” 

      She bites her lip as she sits up on her elbows and watches me undress. When I’m only in my underwear her eyes go straight to my cock as I push my boxer briefs down and it springs free. She licks her lips and I growl low in my chest. 

      “If you like those panties you should take them off.” 

      I prowl to the end of the bed and she smiles at me as she pulls her dress up in invitation. 

      “So be it,” I say, reaching for the waistband.

      The sound of material ripping echoes in the bedroom and she moans in excitement, spreading her legs. Soft wet petals glisten for me as I lean down and bury my face against them. I lick over and over between the sweet folds until her little bud begs for attention. 

      “Kade,” she pleads, raising her hips higher and grabbing my hair. 

      I hold her hips down, refusing to be rushed. I’ve only been able to do this to my wife one other time and it wasn’t enough. It will never be enough. 

      “I don’t want to hurry,” I say as I nuzzle my nose against her soft curls. 

      “Please, Kade.” Her breathing is heavy. “We’ve got all the time in the world. I don’t want to wait anymore.” 

      I push two fingers into her and she cries out just as I cover her pussy with my mouth. My fingers move quickly in time with my tongue as I feel her orgasm building. 

      “Mine.” I hold her hips down with my free arm to keep her from wiggling away from me. It’s not that I think she’s going to take my treat, but I can’t chance it. 

      “Yours!” she shouts, spreading her legs wider and she bears down on my fingers. 

      Her back arches and her legs tense as her body gives over to the unyielding pleasure. She comes apart under me as her pussy clamps down on my fingers and the pulses of her orgasm surround me. 

      I lap up her sweet cream as she rides the wave of ecstasy, but I still take my time. I kiss the inside of her thighs, down to her calves. I trail my mouth over her belly and hips. I rub my hand along her body and explore every silky inch of her like I’ve never done before. It’s miles of rose petals and warm supple skin as I kiss my way up and between her breasts. 

      Somewhere along the way she lost her dress, which is just fine by me. I don’t want a thing between us as I lay my body on top of hers. Hard muscles against warm curves. 

      I grab her breasts and push them together as I feast on her nipples. I rub my cheeks against the tight peaks and she raises her hips under me. I squeeze them and go back and forth sucking one then the other. I want to know every inch of her body and I will before the night is over. 

      Her wet pussy moves against my cock and now it’s my turn to groan. I feel her slick lips slide up and down my shaft as her nails score my back. I shiver with desire and kiss my way up her neck to her lips. I grind my cock against her and it swells and grows with need. 

      “Maybe I should cum just like this real quick so I don’t get too excited.” 

      Her eyes widen as she looks down between us and we both watch my cock slide up and the head of it peeks out from between her lips. There’s a pearl of cum dripping from the end that drips onto her soft belly as I thrust up. 

      “Can you go again so fast after?” she asks breathlessly, licking her lips. 

      I let out a single hard laugh and nod. “Yeah, love. It’s not going down any time soon.” 

      “I want to watch,” she whispers, and it’s dirty and sweet at the same time. 

      I pump against her and we both watch as my cock shines with our arousal. It’s filthy watching me hump against her to get off and the fact that she likes watching only turns me on more. 

      It only takes a few pumps before my cock stiffens and a jet of cum gushes from me and onto her pussy lips. I gasp and groan as she moves her fingers between us and then rubs the cum on her. 

      “Fuck.” I can feel my arms and legs shaking as I try to hold myself up while having the most intense orgasm of my whole goddamn life. 

      “It’s sweeter than I remember,” she says, bringing her fingers to her lips. 

      “Are you trying to kill me before I even get inside you?” 

      She bites her lip and looks up at me so innocently I can’t help but slide my cock to her entrance and push in a little.

      “You’re so damn beautiful.” I look into her eyes, hold her hands above her head and thrust hard into her in one long stroke. With that final possession I not only seal our marriage but our souls at the same time. “Mine in every way.” 

      I whisper the prayer against her lips as I kiss her soft and slow.

      “You are the only woman I will ever love for the rest of my life,” I vow, moving gently out of her and then back in. 

      “You’re mine now, too, husband.” 

      Her words are like a soothing balm on a wound I didn’t know I had. I was worried from the beginning that she would leave me and that I would somehow have to convince her to stay. Maybe it’s because I lost my parents, but my heart was closed off tight until she came along. Now I know what I stand to lose and I won’t let it happen. I will worship her every day until my last breath and then even beyond that. She is my reason for living and I’ll do anything to make her happy. 

      “Faster,” she says softly, wrapping her legs around me. 

      I do as she demands because I’m a slave to her body, and there is nothing I want more than to give her what she wants. 

      I speed up and feel her clench around me as she rocks her hips in time with me. 

      “Collins,” I whisper, burying my face in her hair because I know I won’t last much longer. 

      She grips my hands tight as she tenses under me and then I feel the pulses of her orgasm on my cock. She cries out and tries to wiggle away, but my body is heavy and I pin her to the mattress to keep her from escaping. 

      Her pleasure spikes and it’s so intense it triggers my own. I don’t pull out as cum pumps out of my cock and into her tight channel. It’s hard and fast but I don’t stop thrusting as the last of my cum empties into her. 

      I roll us over so that she’s laid across my body and I plant my feet on the mattress. I thrust up and into her as her body lies limp on my chest and she looks up at me. 

      “I thought you just…?” 

      “I did,” I moan. “It’s so much deeper like this.”

      “Can you go again already?” She widens her eyes and now she's the one moaning. 

      “Just plan on being in this position for the next few days.”

      She opens her mouth to deliver a smart retort but I press my lips to hers instead. The kiss turns from playful to serious in a matter of seconds as we both begin the search for our next release. 

      Good thing for us it’s not far away.
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          Collins

        

      

    

    
      I giggle as Kade skims his hand over the top of my stomach and wakes me from my slumber. The sounds of the waterfall mixed with our lovemaking knocked me out. Although it wasn’t as if I’d gotten much rest last night. I don’t know how long I was asleep but Kade is putting sunscreen on my skin again because he’s so worried about me getting burned. We’re in the shade and there’s not a speck of sun touching me but I let him have his way as his hands work over my body. He’s not just putting it on but rubbing me at the same time too and I let out a long sigh. My muscles are a little sore from all the ways they’re being used, but the ache is so good and his hands are like magic right now. 

      He kisses my stomach before moving farther down my body. I’ve been completely naked since he whisked me off to the waterfall early this morning when he said he couldn’t wait to get me alone here. I believed him, but I also think he was trying to dodge anyone who could’ve been up this morning and trying to ask us more questions. I don’t blame him because I want to enjoy this small slice of our honeymoon since the first part was stolen from us.

      “I want another taste,” he tells me as he spreads my legs wide to make room for his big body. 

      He wastes no time taking what he wants, but that’s who Kade is. He’s a man who doesn’t stop until he has what’s his, and I’m the lucky woman that somehow snagged all his attention. The way he touches me and treats me so differently from everyone else is something special.

      I moan as his tongue circles my clit as he tries to push a finger inside of me. “You’re so swollen,” he says against my pussy. “I’m going to have to let you rest.” He goes back to sucking my clit, and before I can tell him I don’t care, the pleasure builds and I come undone on his mouth. My eyes close and I feel him move up my body, pulling me into his arms. 

      “There are other things we can do.” I kiss his bare chest and I can feel that he’s put his swim trunks back on. 

      “I won’t be able to control myself.” He rolls and pins me below him. 

      I stare up at my handsome husband and it’s hard to believe this is my life. It all changed in such a short time, and though I know danger might still be out there, I believe Kade when he says we’re safe on the island. I also haven't missed the guards that roam the island either and I know every inch of this place has a camera on it. Well, almost; they’re not inside the homes or around our private little waterfall. 

      “Maybe I don’t want you to control yourself.” I wiggle under him. It’s about all I can do with my arms pinned above my head. I lock my legs around him and he groans as he kisses me deeply. I taste myself on his lips and moan in response into his mouth. 

      “It’s hard for me to tell you no,” he admits, and I can see the inner battle inside him. I lick my lips and he grits his teeth. 

      “Fine,” I give in. “We can wait.” He lets out a small sigh of relief as his cock jerks, clearly on my side and not wanting to wait. 

      “We should get back. You’ve had enough sun for one day and we’re out of food.” 

      “I don’t know how you've kept my sister away this long,” I say with a small laugh. Kade helps me up. He doesn't bother putting my bathing suit back on me but helps me into my dress. 

      “She’s with Vaughn so she’s probably driving him crazy. She seems to be good at that because I’ve never seen anyone be able to get a rise out of him.” I laugh because I’m sure she is. 

      “Wait. Where is she staying?” Oh God. I didn't even think about where she was last night and I feel like a shitty sister right now. I know Berkley can take care of herself, but I should have thought of her. “Is she at our house or with Vaughn?” I cringe thinking about how loud we were last night. 

      “She stayed at Vaughn’s,” he reassures me. At least she’s with the funny one and not grumpy X. I can’t wait to see a woman get the best of him. That will be amazing. 

      “I’m sure she’s carrying on with yelling at him,” I joke, because she keeps calling Vaughn a kidnapper and a brute. I find it funny but I’m not so sure my sister has the same sentiment. 

      Kade smirks but it doesn't reach his eyes.

      “What?” I ask as he packs up our stuff. I know he doesn't want to answer me. 

      “She told Vaughn she can only stay a week, if that. She has to get back to take her finals.” 

      I close my eyes. How could I have been so stupid? Of course she has to leave. This is her last semester and she’s been studying like crazy. It’s why I didn’t call her when I met Kade. I was leaving her alone so she could concentrate on the last bit of college. Then after she was finished with finals she’d get to come home. That was the plan but maybe she fell in love with London and has no plans to return. I never asked because I was always scared of what her response might be. But right now it isn't safe for her to go anywhere. 

      “She could get hurt.” I squeeze Kade’s hand as I look up at him. I can’t lose my sister. 

      “I’ll work it out.” He leans down and kisses me softly, and after just a heartbeat I melt into him. “Trust me,” he says quietly against my lips. 

      I nod. He guides me back to the cart and we make our way to the main house. We barely pull to a stop and already my sister is flying out the front door toward me. 

      “They keep kidnapping you from me,” she says with a smile before she hugs me. “You look so happy. I swear you're glowing,” she whispers in my ear. I do feel like I’m glowing. I’ve never felt so cherished and in love before. 

      “Is kidnapping your new favorite word?” I whisper, and she pulls back to look at me. She’s got a smug look on her face. 

      “I enjoy poking him.”

      “So I was thinking…” I try and change the subject. “I want to have another wedding. One you can be a part of and with a little bit of a better ending.” 

      “That sounds wonderful.” She steps back from me and her arms drop from our hug. “Can we do it when I get back?” 

      “You’re not going anywhere,” Vaughn says from behind her. I didn't even see him pop up but he’s standing on the porch of the main house, his arms folded over his chest. Right now he looks like X with how hard his face is.

      “When do you need to leave?” I ask, because I can’t make her stay. I also can’t have her lose everything she’s worked so hard for. 

      “I have a few more days,” she says, worrying her bottom lip.

      “I said you’re not going anywhere,” Vaughn repeats and we ignore him. 

      “I think we can plan a wedding in a few days.” I smile at Berkley and she nods in agreement. I turn to my husband. “My wonderful husband can spend that time making sure you’ll be safe when you return to London.” 

      Kade doesn't look like he wants to answer me and I wait for half a second before he nods.

      “Then you’ll come back after finals?” I grab my sister's hands and pull her close. “You’ll come back here for a while, right? I miss you.” 

      “I’ll come back,” she agrees. 

      I know it’s the best I’m going to get, so I take it and ignore the string of curses that comes from Vaughn.
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          Kade

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A few days later… 

      

      

      The island has been transformed for our special day and I couldn’t be more excited to make Collins my wife. Again. 

      This time we can have the day she deserves with her sister and my brothers present. It was still a rush to get things done before Berkley needed to leave, but I knew anything my bride wanted, she’d have. 

      “The cake is in place and the reception hall is ready for after the ceremony,” Lula says as she scratches a check mark onto her clipboard. 

      The resident doctor was more than eager to take on the task of planning the wedding and ensuring things went according to plan. From what Collins told me, she’s been looking forward to the challenge and her type A personality is well suited for the organized chaos. 

      “And my wife?” I ask as I straighten my cufflink. 

      “Ready and waiting with her sister in the lounge.” Lula’s smile begins to dim when the door opens and X walks through. She spares him a quick glance before checking her clipboard once more. “You’ll need to be ready in four minutes. I’ll go check on the bride.” 

      She doesn’t say another word as she quickly leaves the room and X goes to the window, pretending not to watch her leave.

      “We’re lucky to have her here,” I say, reminding my brother to knock it off with his attitude. 

      “She’s got no reason to be here now that Collins has her memory back.” He scowls out onto the beach where the people of the island have gathered. 

      “She’s here because I asked her to stay.” My voice is sharp enough to cause X to turn around and glare at me. “What do you think would happen if she left? If someone found out she treated my wife and where we were when that happened? Do you want to gamble our family’s safety on that?” 

      “I didn’t agree to any of this.” He clenches his fists at his side and I can feel the storm raging inside of him. “You brought all these women here and I’m just supposed to pretend like this isn’t breaking the pact we made? The promise I made with my brothers had no part in this, and suddenly I’m just supposed to go along with whatever you want?” 

      “Yes.” I take a step toward him but do my best not to make him angrier. I’m about to go find my wife and I don’t have time for his temper tantrum. “You are supposed to look after our family, and that now includes my wife and her sister.” 

      “Not the doctor.” 

      “You sound like a petulant child.” I look down at him and shake my head. “Get over it, X. Lula is here to stay and so are you for the time being. Just as soon as this passes, you are free to go and so is she. Having a doctor here on the island is a good thing, but I don’t have time to convince you of it.” I glance down at my watch just as Vaughn walks in. “It’s my wedding day. Get your sorry ass down on that beach and be there for me.” 

      “You know that’s not what I’m bitching about.” X rolls his eyes but makes his way to the door. “I am happy you’re getting married.” 

      “I don’t understand why you’re letting Berkley leave,” Vaughn mumbles as he holds the door open for us. 

      “Enough!” I shout and then their eyes are on me. “X, Lula is staying, get used to it. Vaughn, the second Berkley is finished with her final exam her ass is coming back on the island with my wife.” I glare at my brothers in warning. “Although this might be the second time I marry my bride, this is a big damn deal for her. So please, get it together and do as I ask. Do I make myself clear?”

      “Crystal,” X says as he passes me and walks toward the beach. 

      “I want to go with her,” Vaughn says, and I let out a long sigh. 

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea. We can’t risk them getting you by going through her.” He looks away and I grab him by the shoulder. “I can’t lose you, baby brother.” 

      Finally I see the glint in his eyes that lets me know for a second playful Vaughn is in there somewhere. “Go enjoy your day. I know you don’t want to keep your bride waiting.” 

      “Just don’t let X ruin the mood.” We walk out together and he lets out a humorless laugh. 

      “You shouldn’t have invited him.” 

      “Then he’d have to glare and brood on his own, and he wouldn’t deprive us of that,” I joke. We make our way down to the sandy area set up for the wedding. 

      Xavier is standing at the front and Vaughn takes his place beside him as I step under the arch made of flowers and wait for my wife. It feels like forever since I’ve seen her and not just a few hours since we parted ways. But when I hear the music play and I see her at the end of the aisle my heart begins to beat like the first time I laid eyes on her. 

      Berkley is holding one hand and in the other is a bouquet of flowers. They smile at one another before she turns to me and suddenly everyone else fades away. We invited everyone on the island to be with us today and help us celebrate and they all came.

      When she’s halfway down the aisle I can’t stand the distance anymore and I rush to meet her and pull her into my arms. There are cheers and laughter from the crowd as I place my lips on hers and carry her to the altar. When I look into her eyes they sparkle with unshed tears and she smiles from ear to ear. 

      “Sorry about that,” I say softly, kissing her once again. 

      “No you’re not,” she laughs. I hold her against me and nod for the pastor to begin the ceremony. 

      He says words of love, but I don’t hear it. Instead I feel it in my soul. Much like the first ceremony we had, everything but my bride is drowned out and I’m reminded once again why I fell in love with her. My soulmate flew into my life when I found her on the elevator that day, and I will do everything in my power for the rest of my life to hang on to her. 

      Time passes in a blur as I carry my wife to our reception and we’re greeted with congratulations and hugs. I don’t let her go as we eat dinner and cut the cake just before I pull her onto the dance floor. We didn't get to do any of this last time and as much as I want to lock us both away in our bedroom, I want her to have every moment her heart dreams of. 

      I notice as I hold her close and we sway softly back and forth that my brothers are on the edge of the dance floor with their heads together and looking miserable. I’m not so blind that I don’t see what’s going on with the two of them and the women we’ve brought to the island, but I know them well enough to know that this will all work out. X keeps his eyes on Lula while Vaughn watches Berkley like a hawk. 

      “What are you thinking about?” Collins asks me as she smooths out the place between my eyebrows. “What’s got you so concerned?” 

      “I just want to make sure nothing touches us.” I kiss the top of her head and she smiles at me. 

      “Nothing is going to hurt us. Not with you by my side and your brothers in the corner over there.” She shakes her head. “I know that you’ll always take care of me and our family.” 

      “I will.” I mean the words just as much as I meant my wedding vows to her. I would lay down my life before I let anything harm the people I love. “You’re mine again.” I lean down and kiss her softly. Her hands slide down my back. 

      “Can we sneak out of here for a little bit?” she whispers against me, and before the words have left her lips I have her scooped up in my arms. 

      “We don’t have to sneak anywhere, love.” She giggles and I kiss her again as the DJ changes the music to something fun and upbeat. People swarm the dance floor and suddenly we’re not the focus as I carry her out of the room. 

      There’s a door at the end of the long dark hall and I check the lock to see it’s open. It’s an old storage closet. I close the door and then press her against it as my mouth moves down her neck. 

      “Will they know we’re gone?” Her breath is speeding up as she pulls at my shirt and I’m shoving the white silk of her dress up her thighs. 

      “Do you really care if they do?” I yank open my belt and free my cock. 

      “Oh God!” she cries out as I slide into her in one hot stroke, feeling her slick walls grip around me. 

      “I’ll take that as a no.” Her hands go to my shoulders and she clings to me as I pound into her hard. “It’s been too long.” 

      “Hours,” she moans. With how wet she is I know she’s just as desperate as I am. 

      It’s quick and dirty as I pump hard and deep into her waiting warmth. Her wet pleasure coats my cock and I can hear just how turned on she is. 

      “I’m so close,” she breathes, rocking her hips, and the length of my shaft glides over her clit. She grips me tighter and cries out again. 

      “Shhh.” I put my hand over her mouth and lean in close but don’t stop moving inside her. “Those sounds are only for me.” 

      She screams into my hand, arching her back, and her pussy creams my cock. I bury my face in her neck and allow the pulses of her release to milk my own from me. It’s hot and fast just like our love, but as I slowly come down from the high, I place kisses gently along her bare skin. 

      “I don’t know if my legs are going to work,” she laughs. 

      “You never have to walk again if you don’t want to, love.” 

      “This really is heaven.” 

      “As long as I’m inside of you, everywhere is heaven.” I look into her eyes and then smile at her. “I love you, Collins.” 

      “I love you, too.” She kisses me sweetly before I rest my forehead to hers. 

      “Want to go back on the dance floor or go to bed?” 

      She pretends to think on it for a second before her eyes light up. “Let’s get some cake to go!” 

      “Anything you want.” I kiss her one last time before we put our clothes back in place and walk out of the closet hand in hand. 

      Even though both of us are a little wobbly on our legs.
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        Five years later …

      

      

      I sit up, still sleepy from my nap but my stomach gets the better of me. With our daughter, I couldn't keep anything down for months but with our son I’m always hungry. After Maryjane, Kade swore we were never doing this again because the pregnancy was too much. I giggle thinking back on it. You would have thought he’d been the one throwing up and going through labor because the man worried himself sick. God, I love that husband of mine. 

      Even when I was bent over the toilet with morning sickness I knew I would do it again and I’ve been lucky so far this time. My baby boy wants me to eat everything and doesn’t have any desire for me to throw anything up. I’m not even that far along, but still a small bump has popped out a lot quicker than the first time. 

      I knew before my eyes opened from my nap I needed icing, and not the whipped kind either. I need the kind that’s thick and creamy and so rich it makes my teeth ache. 

      “You’re right. We should dip the chocolate chip cookies in the icing.” I rub my baby bump as I swing my legs over the side of the bed. I look at the clock to see I only napped for thirty minutes and not my usual two hours. 

      Kade kissed me goodbye this morning when he took Maryjane to preschool. He and his brother went back to the office together since they normally meet a few times a week to go over things. I came back to our house and passed out since my little bun wants all the sleep and sugar. 

      I see from the glass of water and prenatal pills next to the bed Kade came in search of me. He’s likely back in his office counting down the time until I wake up or it’s time to get Maryjane from preschool. I still have another few hours until it’s time to pick her up. I yawn and down the water and the pills.

      This first week of preschool has been rough. I don’t know why it’s been so hard on Kade and me but our little MJ could care less about us. She’s a social butterfly, though everyone on the island knows each other already. I know she’s growing up and it makes my heart ache. The house is too quiet, which is another reason that after we have this little precious boy we will go on to have more. Kade shouldn’t have made a house with so many rooms if he didn’t want me to fill them. Besides, with how easy this pregnancy is going, I know he’s going to be down for another. It’s not like he can say no. The man can’t keep his hands off me and there’s no way he’s about to start. He just worries over me and I get it since he almost lost me once. 

      I yawn as I walk into the bathroom and make myself look human as I brush my hair. I find a light dress and slip on some sandals as my stomach growls. “You act like you didn't eat a few hours ago.” I pat my stomach. 

      Meals around here are mini feasts with a family as big as ours. I still can’t believe how many pancakes I ate this morning and I’m not going to think about how much bacon I’d chased it with. 

      I make my way down the stairs, calling out for Kade in case he’s home. I go straight for the pantry, only finding the chocolate chip cookies and sprinkles. Oh God, I could mix the sprinkles into the icing and make a cookie sandwich, but I can’t find any freaking icing. How could we be out? 

      If I go to the main house to look for some, Kade will leave whatever he’s working on to hunt down icing for me and I can get it on my own. I go to the front door and grab the keys to the golf cart off the hook. I’ll go to the main warehouse and get some myself. I could stock up on a few other things while I’m out. 

      I go out to the cart and take off toward the warehouse, waving to a few people as I drive down the road. They wave back but I see a few people give me a weird look.

      “Don’t be a snitch!” I shout to Papa Mick when I see him pulling out his phone. I know he’s calling or texting Kade. I love this island but you can’t do anything without everyone knowing. 

      I push the gas pedal harder, trying to beat Kade there. The main warehouse holds most things we need for the island and is right next to the airport. It’s easy to store things there when they come in and we use it like a grocery store to go in and stock up. 

      “Mrs. Warsaw?” Jim says as I pull my cart to a stop in front of the warehouse. He says my name like he’s shocked to see me alone. 

      “Icing,” I tell him as I walk past him. It actually looks like a new order has just arrived when I start roaming around the crates. 

      I’m a woman on a mission and not paying attention to anything else when I run right into someone. 

      “Can I help you find something?” 

      I turn around and see a man I don’t recognize. I’m guessing he’s with the people doing the delivery drop. He must be new because I know most of them, too. He looks to be about my age and is shirtless. It’s not that hot out today so I don’t know why, and then I see his badge clipped to his jeans. His eyes roam over me. I know he’s checking me out and I swear I think I see him flex his chest muscles. I fight a laugh as I rest my hand over my small baby bump, letting my wedding ring show. 

      “I’m good, Brent, but thanks.” I give him a small smile and resume my search. 

      Did they move crap around? Maybe it’s my pregnancy brain and I do actually need help finding something, but how would the new guy know where it was? The warehouse is pretty big so I decide to go find Jim because he knows this place inside and out. 

      I come up short when I see the shirtless Brent still standing there staring at me. 

      “You sure I can’t help? Because I think there are all kinds of ways I can help you.” His eyes linger on my breasts and I feel like the dress is a little snug there. It’s giving me extra cleavage since they got bigger after Maryjane was born. They never went down, not even when I stopped breastfeeding. I love this dress and I couldn't bring myself to part with it so I never cared if it was a little snug. 

      “I think you should probably go,” I suggest. I lean in a little so my hair falls over my shoulder. “Maybe even run,” I warn him. 

      He reaches out to touch my hair, but before I can pull back out of his reach he’s gone. I let out a long sigh as my husband takes Brent to the ground. 

      “If I can’t wrestle with shirtless men, neither can you.” I put my hands on my hips and stare down at my husband, who has helpless Brent pinned to the concrete. 

      “Not funny,” my husband growls. 

      “Jim!” I call out, but he’s already there with a few others to help pull Kade off of Brent.

      “Make sure he doesn't come back here. Yada yada, you know the drill,” I say before Kade can start in. “I need icing.” I turn to my husband, wanting to get down to business. The business of finding my icing and the good sex I’m about to get because my man is all worked up with jealousy. 

      He gives me a hard look and stomps off. Two seconds later he comes back with my icing and grabs my hand, leading me back toward our cart. 

      I hop in and bite my bottom lip to try and hide my smile. 

      “Don’t think you’re eating this off cookies,” he says as he takes off back toward our place, and I lick my lips. 

      “Well I guess it’s good you grabbed two cans.” One for me to eat off him and one for later because we both know I’ll be having my cookie sandwich.

      He pulls up to our place and he hands me the two cans before he comes around the cart and lifts me from it. “We have an hour,” he says. We enter our house and head up the stairs straight to our room. 

      He’s right. We have an hour before we go pick up our little girl, but we also have forever too. Kade made sure of that when he brought me to this island. When he stole me away from the rest of the world and made me remember our love. 

      Now I’ll never forget.

      

      
        
        THE END… for now
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            Stolen to Keep

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Berkley Tramble has had her life turned upside down since her sister was kidnapped and taken to a deserted island. It can’t possibly get any crazier, but when she runs from the man who doesn’t want to let her go, she’s the one being taken this time. 

      Vaughn Warsaw will have Berkley by any means necessary. Flying across the world and making her his shouldn’t be too difficult. Right? Luckily for him she likes the chase, because the hunt is on for the woman he loves. 

      Warning: Those Warsaw men are back at it with taking what they want and asking questions later. This over-the-top love has all the dirty sweetness you want while keeping the hero on his toes.
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          Berkley

        

      

    

    
      I peek over my shoulder as I grip my backpack tighter. It’s so full of books it weighs almost as much as I do, but I forget about it because I swear someone is watching me. It’s a weird feeling that has the hair on my arms standing up. It's happened more than once and the knot in my stomach grows bigger with worry. I should’ve left the library before it got dark but I lost track of time. I’m not sure how that’s possible when I swear I’ve been counting the seconds since I last heard from my sister. 

      I pick up the pace since I’m not far from my small flat. I had to get out for the day and the library is the only place I could think to go that’s cheap and I can focus. Too bad I didn’t get any studying done because my mind kept going back to my sister. Maybe no one is actually following me and I’m going crazy because I can’t get in contact with her. My mind keeps telling me she’s been kidnapped or something, which is nuts. 

      I really need to stop listening to those true crime podcasts. I’ve convinced myself some psycho killer has her and there’s absolutely nothing I can do but obsess over her not answering my texts or phone calls or emails. But the thing is, this isn’t like her. We’re always in contact, except when I’m in super-study mode and even then when I reach out to her she always picks up. Last I heard from her, she was going to an interview. I called a million times and finally got out of the company that she did show up to the interview but they couldn’t give me any more information. Since then I can’t find anyone else who’s seen her. I’m still waiting to hear back from her landlord and I’m hoping he can give me something because the police have been no help. I couldn’t even get them to do a safety check for me. They said if I wanted to file a missing persons report I needed to come into the station and do it. That’s not so easy because I’m a whole continent away. It’s not like I can hop on the next flight out of London. I can’t pull thousands of dollars out of my ass, but I’m getting worried. 

      I grab my keys out of my pocket and move quickly as the feeling of someone following me lurks. Just as I do, I run into a body and almost knock my keys out of my hand. I mumble an apology as I dart into my building and bypass the elevator. I take the stairs quickly to my floor, then open my door as fast as I can and lock it behind me. I drop my bag and keys and then lean up against the door to catch my breath, feeling momentarily safe. My eyes close as I try and pull it together. My shoulder hurts from whoever I ran into and I feel guilty for not watching where I was going. I have too much other crap to worry about so I’m sure he’s fine. I don’t think he even noticed or moved when I bounced off him and kept going without bothering to look up. 

      “You’re not going to cry,” I tell myself, because I don’t ever cry. I might be the younger one between Collins and me, but I tend to have a stronger backbone. I can keep it together better. We were born less than a year apart so people call us Irish twins. We’ve always been close and that bond only grew when we lost our parents. 

      This separation has been tough though. We both kept saying that my going off to college in London was a no-brainer decision. I was offered a full ride and given grants that helped pay for my tiny flat. I thought it was the correct decision, but it was hard leaving Collins, and even now being so close to the finish line I’m questioning if I made the right choice. I can’t find my sister, and if I’d been back home I’d know where she was. 

      I reach down and grab my backpack and dig out my phone. I check for the millionth time that I have no missed calls or texts from her and it doesn't show that she’s even seen any of my messages. When I track her location nothing comes up and it’s as if the phone is destroyed. That could have happened but I still think she would’ve sent me an email or something to let me know she didn’t have her phone. I pray it’s something simple like she broke her phone and her laptop isn’t working and that she’s not worried about it because she knows I’m getting ready for finals. I’m supposed to be wrapping up my last few research papers and not stressing over where she could be. 

      I sit down on the sofa and hold my phone tightly in my hand, willing it to ring. I don’t know how long I stay like that but I jolt awake when I hear my ringtone. I realize I must have dozed off for a second but I grab it up quickly and answer the unfamiliar number. 

      “Hello.” 

      “Berkley.” I know the growly tone of Collins’s landlord immediately. And I’m relieved he’s finally calling me back. I’ve been on him for days about checking on her and he’s just now calling me. How hard is it to knock on the door of one of your tenants’ homes and do a simple check-in?

      “Was she there?” I blurt out.

      “Hi to you too,” he scoffs. I clench my jaw, reminding myself he has information I want and if I get snippy he’ll hang up on me. 

      “Sorry. Hi, Mr. Jones.” I’m gripping my phone so tightly my fingers start to ache. 

      “Hello to you too, Berkley.” I’m going to punch this man if I ever meet him. 

      “My sister?” I push as I rub the sleep out of my eyes. 

      “Gone.” 

      All the air is sucked out of my lungs as the one word tries to find logic in my mind. Gone? What does that even mean? I drop my hand from my face, feeling numb. 

      “Is she—”

      “She broke her lease. It was paid off and her place has been cleaned out.” 

      “What?” That doesn't make any sense. “Why did she break her lease?” 

      “She didn't, her lawyer did.” 

      “My sister doesn't have a lawyer.” Now I know he’s lying. Oh my God, what if he did something with her and he’s trying to cover it up?

      “She not only has a lawyer but she had a whole moving crew and a few men in suits roaming around. Y’all win the lottery or something?” He clicks his tongue like he’s the one trying to put the pieces together.

      What is this man talking about? “I. Can’t. Find. My. Sister.” I yell each word through the phone so he can get on my level. He’s not understanding the severity of what’s going on here. No one is because I can’t get anyone to listen to me. 

      “Maybe she doesn't want to be found. I don’t know what to tell you.” With that, he hangs up on me. 

      My eyes fill with tears. He was my last hope. I’m more confused than before and a small spark of hope lights in my chest that maybe something crazy did happen. What if she did have a lawyer and moving crew? Did she get a kickass job that let her move and she’s been too busy getting it together to tell me? Either way, I know I have to go find out for myself.

      I grab my backpack and pull out my laptop. I search through flights, thinking a last-minute one probably isn’t going to be possible. I don’t have the money for this. I have an emergency credit card but it wouldn't be enough to cover the flight. 

      I find a pen and do the math because there’s no choice. If I don't find out she’s okay, I’ll fail all my classes anyway. There’s no way I’ll be able to think about anything else until I know what’s going on. 

      I jump when a loud knock sounds at my door. I sit there for a second thinking it must be for my neighbor since no one comes to my place. The knock sounds again and this time it’s louder. 

      My adrenaline spikes when I wonder if maybe it’s Collins. I jump off the sofa and run to the door. 

      “Collins?” I call out as I yank it open. I should’ve looked through the peephole, because this is very much not Collins. 

      I go to slam the door in the big man's face. His hand swings out and catches it before I get it shut. 

      “I know where Collins is,” he says, his eyes roaming up and down my body. He looks me over and his lips twitch in an annoyingly handsome way. 

      “Why should I believe you?” I ask. 

      He sticks his foot out so I can’t close the door as his hand drops away. Now it’s my turn to take in my fill of him while he fishes his phone out of his pocket. He’s tall and solid with short hair on the sides and shaggy hair on top. He seems relaxed, which puts me a little at ease but something about him says money. Could this be one of the suits Mr. Jones was talking about? My impatience grows as I wait, even though it’s only been a second or two. 

      When he holds up his phone I see my sister asleep in a hospital bed and my stomach drops. Next to her bedside, a man is holding her hand. He looks a little like the one standing in my doorway.

      “Believe me now?”
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          Vaughn

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A week later…

      

      

      “Where are you going?” I look up from my bag and see X standing in my bedroom. 

      “My door was locked.” I narrow my eyes at him but he just shrugs as he walks over to me. 

      “Looks to me like you’re planning on going somewhere. Shall I take a wild guess?” 

      I ignore him as I go back to my dresser and grab a few things, knowing I can get what I don’t have later. 

      “I’m surprised you lasted this long, to be honest.” I can hear the smirk in his voice. “How long has she been gone, six hours?” 

      “Nine,” I correct, but try not to let him get under my skin. 

      “She must have you by the balls.” X is trying to bait me and it’s working. 

      “How’s Lula?” It’s a cheap jab but it hits the mark. 

      “I don’t know and don’t care.” 

      “Liar.” I smile at him, then zip my bag closed and walk out of my room. He’s right behind me as I go to the living room and grab a couple of things. 

      “So that’s it, huh? You’re just going to get on a plane and chase after her.” He huffs like he’s personally offended. “What’s happening to us? We used to be brothers.” 

      “We still are,” I snap at him, and he walks over to the wall of glass that faces the beach. “Are you serious right now, X?” 

      “It just feels like we’re drifting.” 

      I shove my charger in the side of my bag as I let out a sharp breath. “Maybe it feels that way to you, but that’s not how I see it.” When he doesn’t turn around to face me, I keep going. “Our brother found the woman of his dreams and fell head over heels in love with her. Why can’t you understand that it doesn’t mean we lose him, it means we gain a sister? He’s not replacing the part of him that loves us with her, he’s bringing her into our world. That’s the whole point of this place. It wasn’t always meant to be a secret hideout for just the three of us. We all wanted to raise our families here, you included.” 

      “Plans change,” is all he says, still not looking at me. 

      “I’m not going to stay here and sulk with you. I’ve got a plane to catch.” 

      Finally he turns around but doesn’t move from the spot by the windows. “You mean a plane to sneak on to?” 

      “Call it what you will, but I’m not staying here while Berkley is in London. She needs protection.” 

      “Kade sent security with her.” 

      “Would that be enough for you?” His mouth tightens slightly and I know I’ve hit my target. “While big brother is being a newlywed, I’m getting off of this island before he knows I’m gone. And I’d appreciate it if you didn’t rat me out.” 

      X rolls his eyes and shoves his hands in his pockets. “I don’t agree with you leaving but I’m not a snitch. Just get back here as soon as you can. I don’t know what Kade is trying to keep from us, but it’s bad enough that he won’t let us leave.” 

      “That’s where you come in, middle child,” I say, tossing him a thumb drive. “I swiped that from Kade’s office right before the ceremony. Find out what’s on there and tell me what you find. I’ll be in the air for a while but I’ll check my emails when I land.” 

      “Will do,” he says, looking down at the drive and turning it over in his hands. “Why would he keep this from us?” 

      “Because he’s a hero?” I shrug, and X lets out a humorless laugh. 

      He comes over to me and for a second I think he’s going to say something but he pulls me into his arms and wraps me in a hug instead. “Watch your ass. I’m not over there to look after you.” 

      “Keep her safe,” I say, and we both know who I’m talking about even though he doesn’t answer me. 

      I grab my bag and slip out the back door of my place on the beach before I make my way to the landing strip. I convinced one of the flight teams to ready a plane for Kade and Collins for a surprise destination honeymoon. I thought it would be the best way to do it discreetly. 

      “Mr. Vaughn, are you here to bring your brother’s bag?” Avery, the pilot, looks at the bag I’m holding, and then his skeptical eyes sweep over my shoulder before coming back to me. 

      “Change of plans. We’re going to London.” I pat him on the shoulder as I climb the steps up the plane and settle in.

      When he comes in after me he checks his watch and then raises an eyebrow. “I’m guessing we’re on the tail of the plane that left out of here just a few hours ago?” 

      “You are correct.” I grab the bottle of water next to me and take a drink. “No time to waste.” 

      “Yes, sir,” he confirms, and the crew readies for takeoff. 

      Once we’re in the air I feel better than I have since Berkley left the island. I might not be closer to her yet, but I’m in motion. There’s a lot of things that are still uncertain, like what danger our family is in, and how I’m going to convince Berkley to come back to the island with me. But one thing I know for sure is that I can’t let her get away. She slipped through my fingers the second she took off to London and I’m not going to let it happen again. 

      This time, when I show up on her doorstep, I’m keeping her.

      

      Stolen to Keep… coming August 7th!
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            Sheltered

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Blair Rosewood is preparing for her first day at her new job. She left her trailer park town to go to college and make something of herself. Now she’s in Charleston, South Carolina surrounded by people with money and she’s going to have to keep up. She hasn’t exactly ended up where she wanted, but she’s going to make the best of it. 

      But one night everything changes. Suddenly she’s taken from all that she knows and is being held captive by a man who is beyond obsessed with her. He’s created a paradise for her with no escape, and he won’t allow an inch of space between them. 

      How can he know so much about her? How can he look at her like he owns her? How can his big hands hold her captive yet be so gentle? How can she resist? 

      Warning: She’s been captured by a beast who refuses to let go of what he wants. But this brooding alpha has secrets of his own, and he’ll do everything he can to protect her from them. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Ryker

        

      

    

    
      He didn’t deserve her. I knew that from the beginning. One look at her, and I knew she was too good for for him. Hell, she was too good for me too, but I still had to have her.

      I’ve done my share of bad things, but this is probably the worst. It’s funny, though, because I haven’t lost a wink of sleep over it. And not for one second have I regretted my decision.

      Even now as I watch her, I know what’s coming. I have to put an end to this, and she won’t like it. But I swore the first time I laid eyes on her that I’d do whatever it took to make her mine. And if that means breaking the law, then so be it. All I care about is if she’s in my arms in the end.

      She doesn’t know it yet, but she’s a fighter. She’s going to fight me, fight for control, and even fight herself. She won’t want what I’m giving her, but eventually she’ll take it. Because she won’t have a choice. There will be no other option but me.

      I look down at her sleeping body and she has no idea what’s about to happen. I brush a strand of hair away from her face, needing something before I go. I’m about to turn her world upside down, and this might be the last bit of peace I have for some time. The calm before the storm.

      It’s still dark out, and though I want to stay longer, I can’t. I take one last look at her before I turn and walk out of the room.

      Soon, I think to myself as I walk out into the night, knowing this will be the last night I’m ever without her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Blair

        

      

    

    
      I sip my second caramel frappuccino as I watch people come and go. I’m in a little coffee shop that’s across the street from my new job. The one that I’ll be starting today. I should feel a little guilty for having a second one since the cost is more than I can afford right now. I don’t even want to think about the calories this thing has in it. I’ve convinced myself it’s a small reward, and that hopefully soon I won’t have to think about my bank account. It’s part of the reason I took this job to begin with. It’s the responsible adult thing to do. Even if the job sounds miserable.

      I push all those thoughts away and remember that today is the first step in the direction of my new life. A life I’ve been trying to build since I was a little girl and my fourth grade teacher Mrs. Potts told me I could be anything I wanted to be when I grew up, something I’m sure she told all her students, but for me it stuck. I hung on to it like a lifeline, knowing those words could save me from the place where I grew up.

      Even at the age of ten I knew I wanted something different. I knew hunger pains from not having any food wasn’t normal. I didn’t want to wear clothes that either didn't fit me right or had stains I couldn't get out no matter how hard I tried. And every time I got called trailer trash, it was a reminder of who I didn’t want to become. That name hung on me until I went into college, then I left it all behind.

      But you can’t always escape your past.

      I have a drive inside me to prove I’m not like my mama. That I’m something more. I’m not exactly sure what that more is, but my boyfriend Fritz makes me feel like I’m on the right path. If it wasn't for him, I’d have no idea where I would have ended up. He’s helped guide me on a path that will give me a future in which I won’t have to worry about where my next meal is coming from.

      I was a little lost at first in college, unsure of what to major in, and without a single friend. I’d gotten a full academic scholarship to College of Charleston, which felt like light years away from my small town in Louisiana. I still remember the day I got the letter in the mail. Not only was I accepted, but all my tuition was covered. I picked up a few Pell Grants to help with the rest, and all I had to do was get on a bus. I knew it was the opportunity of a lifetime, and I couldn’t piss something like that away. It was my chance to finally get out of the trailer park and live my dreams.

      It was the happiest day of my life. It was a little bittersweet leaving my mama behind. I knew the travel to get to my school would be too long and too expensive for her to ever try and visit. And honestly, I never really wanted her to. I love her, but really, what child doesn't love their mama? She wasn't the best at being a parent, and most of the time she forgot she was one. When we said goodbye, I think we both knew it was for a lot longer than a few months. The last time I called her I had to say my name to her four times for it to finally click who I was. This was after I called the trailer park and had her phone line turned back on. She was probably shocked to even hear it ring.

      If she hadn’t inherited the trailer from my grandma, who died when I was still little, I think she would have been on the streets by now. She wasn't always a terrible mother. She had her moments. Though they may have been few and far between, she had them. She sure didn’t make it easy to love her.

      I glance up as the chime over the coffee shop door twinkles. I watch a man in a suit walk in, which seems to be pretty common for this place, though it’s still pretty early. I still haven’t gotten used to how nice everyone dresses in this part of Charleston.

      The guy in the suit glances over to me and I notice he’s got bright green eyes. It’s only for a moment, but I see him check me out and my cheeks heat. Then he turns, breaking eye contact with me as he walks over to the counter to order his coffee. My own eyes roam down his body, and then I turn away quickly as I realize I’m staring. What is wrong with me? I have a boyfriend. One I love and have been with for years. Guilt hits me hard.

      It’s probably because it’s been forever since I’ve seen Fritz. He graduated a year before me and jumped right into his career. He’s really busy, which I understand, because he’s a Hamilton, after all. His family is well known all through Charleston, and he said it’s expected he’ll carry a heavy workload once school is finished. I’m hopeful now that I’ve taken a job at his art gallery that we’ll get to spend more time together.

      I check my watch to be sure I’m not late, and sigh. I’ve still got about thirty minutes before I can walk across the street and start my new job. I take another sip of my coffee and try not to be so nervous as I look out on King Street.

      It’s hard, though, when I’m going to work for an art gallery and I know nothing about art. My degree is in business, but it’s my understanding that my job will be managing the back end of things. I think it’s mostly clerical and shipping, but I tried to show some initiative and read up about the art world over the past few weeks. I only had one class my freshman year in college on art history. I think most of it left my brain the moment I got my credit. But I know this was a big step for Fritz, asking me to work for his company, and I don’t want to disappoint anyone. I want to do my best and make him proud of me.

      I definitely won’t confess that art bores the life out of me, because this job will take me in the direction I want. I just hope I don’t make a fool of myself this first week and some of what I learned has managed to stick inside my head. It doesn’t normally take me long to pick up on things, and I want to prove myself. While my boyfriend might have handed me this job, I can do it above and beyond what everyone expects.

      Fritz has had a guiding hand in my life over the past few years, and I’m so grateful to him for all he’s done. Almost from the moment I met him my sophomore year, he’s been the best thing that ever happened to me. At first we were friends, which was great because I didn’t have any. I was so focused on studying and my part-time job in the enrollment office at the university that I didn’t have time for anyone. But he came along and changed everything.

      Our friendship slowly grew into something more, but over time we fell in love. I didn’t know from the start how well we would fit together, but I was wrong. I’d been so focused on school and I honestly didn’t think he’d ever see me as more than a friend. But one day things changed.

      I opened up to him, and I’d never done that with anyone before. He understood what I wanted in life and helped me find a path. He even helped me change my major to something more realistic. I wanted to be a teacher, but he reminded me that I’d likely struggle to make ends meet. And the last thing I wanted was to end up like her. It was hard for me to give up on that dream of teaching, but I knew Fritz was right. I didn’t want to have to struggle my whole life. He also said all I needed was a degree in business and he’d be able to take care of me. That he could offer me a job with his company and we could work together. Everything he said was true, and I’ve been lucky to have him.

      The bell over the door chimes again and I glance up, watching the man from earlier leave. I smugly look away, reminding myself Fritz is my everything. It’s been hard with my last year of school and his workload, but I know we’ll get back on track.

      Picking up my cell from the table I check over my texts to see if Fritz has sent me anything. It still only shows the one from last night when I asked him if he’d be at the gallery in the morning. I know he owns the place, or maybe his family does. I didn’t ask because I didn’t want to be rude. I do know Fritz owns a few businesses, so he can’t be at all of them at once, and I’ll be meeting the woman who runs the gallery this morning.

      There was a quick reply and some good luck emojis before he said he was getting back to work. Still, I was hoping I could have talked to him before my first day. He’s busy, and I remind myself to not let it get me down. Fritz isn’t the only boyfriend I’ve ever had, but he’s meant the most to me. Maybe now with me not being in college anymore things can go back to the way they were when we got to spend more time together. I know our relationship can only change for the better. How could it not?

      I check my watch and see that I still have twenty minutes until I need to be there, but I’d rather be early than late. Grabbing my now empty cup, I toss it into the trash before heading to the bathroom. I stand at the mirror and take a look at myself to make sure I don’t have anything on me.

      I’m wearing a white, button-up, long-sleeved shirt that is tucked into my wide-legged black pants. I paired it with simple black shoes that have a low heel. I want to be able to move around without my feet dying by the end of the day, but still be stylish. There’s a black silk bow at the neck of my shirt and I play with it for a second to make sure it’s perfect. I thought I should wear neutral colors until I see how other people are dressed.

      My dark hair is down, falling over one shoulder in long, soft waves. I pull my lip gloss out of my purse and apply a little. I kept my makeup light, too. I knew this was an outfit Fritz would approve of. Simple and doesn’t stand out too much.

      He once told me that’s how true southern belles dress and act. After that I’ve always tried to get my loud laugh and southern twang under control. It’s hard, but over the past few years I’ve gotten better at it.

      Dropping my lip gloss back into my purse, I grab my bag and head out to what I hope is the first day of the rest of my new life.
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      I wish there was a way to stop her. To explain all of this to her and to have her understand. My mind is telling me to just take her and worry about the consequences later. But in my heart, I know she’ll hate me if I do. If she found out the truth she’d never trust me and would never be able to forgive me for it. Or maybe she wouldn’t understand, because even I wonder if I’d really only be taking her for myself and not just to keep her safe.

      She’s lost in thought as I casually order a coffee and sneak a glance in her direction. She’s facing the gallery across the street and probably contemplating her first day. Is she nervous? Does she have something for lunch?

      I curse myself and clench my fists. I can’t allow myself to have these thoughts. I want her, but I can’t have her. All I can do is make sure she’s safe. I know she doesn’t want this job. My girl is always doing what she thinks she should be doing and not what she really wants. I’d let her be whatever she wanted.

      When I exit the coffee shop, I pause for just a moment with my hand on the door. It’s only for a second, but I think of what it would be like to sit and have coffee with her. The moment is gone before she can look at me and register it, and I walk out into the sunshine.

      It’s a beautiful day, but the only thing I can feel is the hollow space in my chest as I put distance between us, not sure how much longer I’ll be able to last.
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